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CBAPTKR   VII. 

THH   BTXB-CBABIBEB. 

ANA,  as  lias  already  b^n  intimated,  after  hor  capture  at 
the  house  at  Lainlicth,  was  conveyed  to  the  Star-Chambtr.  Here 
she  was  detained  until  a  late  hour  on  the  following  day,  when 
she  underweat  a  long  and  rigorous  examination  by  certain 
members  of  the  Privy  Council,  who  were  summoned  for  that 
purpose  by  the  Earl  of  Salisbury.  Throughout  this  arduous 
trial  she  inaintainc-d  the  utmost  composure,  and  never  for  a 
tie  moment  lost  her  firmness.  On  all  occasions,  her  match- 
beauty  and  dignity  produced  the  strongest  impression  on 
iht  beholders;  but  on  no  occasion  had  they  ever  pnxlucod  so 
strong  »n  effect  as  the  present.  Her  features  were  totally  desti- 
tute uf  bloom,  but  their  very  paleness,  contrasted  as  it  was  witii 
her  Urf»e  djU'k  eyes,  which  blazed  with  unwonted  brilliancy,  as 
well  as  with  her  jet-black  hair,  so  far  from  detracting  from  her 
lovelineea,  appeared  to  add  to  it. 

A 9   "Hie  was  brought  before  the  Council,  who    were  seated 
ro'i  lile,  aud  remained  standing  at  a  short  distance  from 

ibf     :  'ded   by  Topcliffc  aud  two  halljcrdiers,  a  murmur  of 

admtraiioD  pervaded  the  group,  —  nor  was  this  feeling  lessened 
ks  the  examination  proceeded.  Once,  when  the  Earl  of  Salisbury 
adverted  (o  the  unworthy  position  in  which  she,  the  daughter  of 
the  proud  and  loyal  Sir  William  Radcliffe,  had  placed  herself,  a 
shvie  passed  over  her  brow,  and  a  slight  convulsion  agitated  her 
frame.     But  the  next  moment  she  recovered  herself,  and  said, 

"  However  circumstances  may  appear  against  tne,  and  what- 
eter  opinion  your  lordships  may  entertain  of  my  conduct,  the 
King  lias  not  a  more  loyal  subject  than  myself,  nor  have  any  of 
you  made  ^greater  cflbrts  to  avert  the  danger  by  which  he  is 
threatened."^ 

"Then  you  admit  that  his  Majesty  is  in  danger.'"  cried  the  I 
Earl  of  Salisbury,  eagerly. 

'•  1  admit  nothing,"  replied  Viviana.  "  But  I  aflirm  that  I 
401  his  true  and  loyal  subject." 

"  You  cannot  expect  us  to  believe  your  assertion,"  replied 
the  Earl ;  "  unless  you  approve  it  by  declaring  all  you  know 
touching  this  conspiracy." 

*'  I  have  already  told  you,  my  lord,"  she  returned,  "  that  my 
Hp«  are  sealed  on  timt  subject." 

"Y.^t.i  disclaim,  then,  all  knowledge  of  a  plot  against  the 
y  ,  and  against  his  government  ?"  pursued  Salisbury. 

■ !.  shook  her  head. 

VOt.  tX,  B 
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"  You  refuse  to  give  up  the  names  of  your  companions,  or  to 
reveal  their  intentions?"  continued  the  Earl. 

"  I  do,"  site  answered  firmly. 

"Your  obstinacy  will  not  snve  them,"  rejoined  the  Earl  in  a 
severe  tone,  and  after  u  hrief  pause.  "  Their  names  and  their 
atrocious  (Icsign  are  known  to  us." 

"If  such  be  the  case,"  replied  Viviana,  **  why  interrogate  me 
on  the  subject?" 

"  Because  —  but  it  is  needless  to  give  a  reason  for  the  course 
which  justice  rct|uires  nie  to  pursue,"  returned  the  Karl.  "  You 
mre  implicated  in  this  plot,  ami  notliiog  can  save  you  from 
condign  punishment  but  a  frank  and  full  confession." 

•*  Nothinjj  can  save  me  then,  my  lord,"  replied  Viviana,  **but 
Heaven  knows  I  shall  perish  unjustly." 

A  consultation  was  then  held  by  the  lords  of  the  council, 
who  whimpered  together  for  a  few  minutes.  Viviana  regarded 
them  anxiously,  but  suffered  no  expression  of  uneasiness  to 
escape  her.  As  they  again  turned  towards  her,  she  saw  from 
their  looks,  some  of  whicli  e.xhibited  great  commiseration  for 
her,  that  they  had  come  to  a  decision  (she  couUl  not  doubt 
what  ?)  respecting  her  fate.  Her  heart  stopped  beating,  and 
she  could  scarcely  support  herself.  Such,  however,  was  the 
control  she  exercise*!  over  herself  that,  though  filled  wiih 
terror,  her  demeanour  remained  unaltered.  She  was  not  long 
kept  in  susf)ense.  Fixing  his  scarciiing  gaze  upon  her,  the  Earl 
of  Salisbury  observed  in  a  severe  tone, 

*•  ^'ivia^a  Kadcliffe,  I  ask  you  for  the  last  time  whether  you 
will  avow  the  truth?  " 

No  answer  was  returned. 

"  I  will  not  disguise  from  you,"  continued  the  Earl,  "  that 
jK>ur  youth,  your  beauty,  your  constancy,  and,  above  all,  your 
Apparent  innoct-ncc,  have  ilecply  iiilores'ted  me,  as  well  as  the 
other  noble  persons  here  assembled  to  interrogate  you,  and  who 
would  willingly  save  you  from  the  sufferings  you  will  neces- 
sarily undergo,  from  n  mistaken  fidelity  to  the  heinous  traitors 
witli  whom  you  nrc  so  unhappily  league<l.  I  would  give  you 
lime  to  reflect  did  I  think  the  delay  would  answer  any  good 
purpose.  1  would  remind  you  that  no  oath  of  secrecy,  however 
M>li -mn,  can  be  binding  in  an  unrighteous  cause.  1  would  tell 
yitu  lh.tt  your  first  <luty  is  to  your  prince  and  governor,  and 
that  it  i.H  as  givat  a  crime,  as  unpardonable  in  the  eyes  of  (jod 
as  of  man,  to  withhold  the  revelation  of  a  conspiracy  against  the 
*tate,  should  it  come  to  your  knowledge,  as  to  conspire  against 
it  yourself.  I  would  lay  nil  this  before  you.  I  would  show  you 
the  magnitude  of  your  offence,  the  danger  in  which  you  stand, 
and  the  utter  ini|Xii«sibility  of  screening  vour  companions,  who 
rrr  long  will  be  confronted  with  you, — did  1  think  it  would  avail. 
But,  as  you  continue  obstinate,  justice  must  take  its  course," 

"  I  am  prepared  for  the  worst,  my  lord,"  replied  Vivionn, 
humbly.     ♦*  I  thank  your  lonlfliips  for  your  consideration  :  but 
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I  take  you  all  to  witness  that  I  profess  the  utmost  loyalty  and 
devotion  for  my  sovereign,  and  that,  whatever  may  he  my  fate, 
those  feelings  will  remain  unchanged  to  the  last." 

"  Your  manner  and  your  words  are  so  sincere,  that,  were  not 
your  conduct  at  variance  with  them,  they  might  convince  us"  re- 
turned the  Earl.  "As  it  is,  even  if  we  could  credit  your  inno- 
cence, we  are  bound  to  act  as  if  you  werje  guilty.  You  will  be 
committed  to  the  Tower  till  his  Majesty's  pleasure  is  known. 
And  I  grieve  to  add,  if  you  still  continue  obstinate,  the  severest 
men*ures  will  Im?  resorted  to  to  extract  the  truth  from  you." 

As  he  concluded,  he  attached  his  signature  to  a  warrant  which 
was  lying  on  the  table  before  him,  and  traced  a  few  lines  to  Sir 
William  N^'aad,  lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 

This  done,  he  handed  the  papers  to  TopclifTe,  and  waving  his 
band,  Vjviana  was  removed  to  the  chamber  in  which  she  had 
been  previously  confined,  and  where  she  was  detained  under  a 
strict  guard,  until  Topcjiffe,  who  had  left  her,  returned  to  say 
that  all   was  in   readiness,  and  bidding  her  follow  him,  led  the 

■J  to  the  river-side,  where  a  wherry,  manned  by  six  rowers, 
waiting  for  them. 

The  night  was  profoundly  dark,  and,  as  none  of  the  guard 
carried  torches,  their  course  was  steered  in  jx;rfect  obscurity. 
But  the  rowers  were  too  familiar  with  the  river  to  require  the 
guidance  of  light.  Shooting  the  bridge  in  safety,  and  pausing 
only  for  a  moment  to  give  the  signal  of  their  approach  to  the 
•entiuels  on  the  ramparts,  they  passed  swiftly  under  the  low- 
browetl  arch  of  Traitor's  Gate. 


CHAPTER  vin. 
THB   jailer's    daughter. 

As  Vi liana  set  foot  on  those  fatal  stairs,  which  so  many  have 
trod,  and  none  without  feeling  that  they  took  their  tirst  step 
towards  the  scaffold,  she  involuntarily  shrank  backward.  But  it 
was  now  loo  late  to  retreat ;  and  she  surrendered  her  hand  to 
Topcliffe,  who  assisted  her  up  the  steps.  Half-a-dozen  men-at- 
MTO8,  with  a  like  number  of  warders  bearing  torches,  were 
prrM'ttt ;  and  as  it  was  necessary  that  Topcliffe  should  deliver 
nis  warrant  into  Sir  William  Waad's  own  hands,  he  committed 
his  prisoner  to  the  warders,  with  instructions  to  them  to  take  her 
lo  the  guanl-rooni  near  the  By-ward  Tower,  while  he  proceeded 
to  the  lieutenant's  lodgings. 

It  was  the  first  time  Viviana  had  beheld  the  terrible  pile  in 
which  xhe  was  immured,  though  she  was  well  acquainted  with 
il9  biitory,  and  with  the  persecutions  which  many  of  the  pro- 
tcMors  of  her  faith  had  endured  within  it  during  the  recent 
legn  of  Elizabeth  ;  and  as  the  light  of  the  torches  flashed  upon 
thr  grey  walls  of  the  Bloody  Tower,  and  upon  the  adjoining 
nunparU,  all  the  dreadful  tales  she  had  heard  rushed  to  her  re- 
eoUcetJon.  But  having  recovered  the  first  shock,  the  succeed- 
lag  impressions  were  powerless  in  comparison,  and  she  accom- 
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panied  the  warders  to  the  guard-room  without  expressing  any 
outward  emotion.  Here  a  seat  was  offered  her,  and  as  the  men 
considerately  withdrew,  she  was  able  to  pursue  her  reflections 
unmolested.  They  were  sad  enough,  and  it  required  all  lier 
firmness  to  support  her.  M 

When  considering  what  was  likely  to  befall  her  in  conse-  f 
quence  of  her  adherence  to  the  fortunes  of  Fawkes  and  his  com- 
panions, she  had  often  pictured  some  dreadful  situation  like  the 
present,  but  the  reality  far  exceeded  her  worst  anticipations.  ■ 
She  had  deemed  herself  equal  to  any  emergency,  but  as  she 
thought  upon  the  dark  menaces  of  the  Earl  of  Salisbury,  she 
felt  it  would  require  greater  fortitude  than  she  had  hitherto 
displayed  to  bear  lier  througli  her  trial.  Nor  were  her  medita- 
tions entirely  confined  upon  herself.  While  trembling  for  the 
perilous  situation  of  Guy  Fawkes,  she  reproached  herself  that 
she  could  not  requite  even  in  thought  the  passionate  devotion 
of  Humphrey  Chethara. 

"  What  matters  it  now,"  she  thought,  '*  that  I  cannot  love 
him  .''  I  shall  soon  be  nothing  to  him,  or  to  any  one.  And 
yet  I  feel  I  have  done  him  wrong,  and  that  I  should  be  happier 
if  I  could  requite  his  attachment.  But  the  die  is  cast.  It  is 
too  late  to  repent,  or  to  retreat.  My  heart  acquits  me  of 
having  been  influenced  by  any  unworthy  motive,  and  1  will 
strive  to  endure  the  keenest  pang  without  a  murmur.'" 

Shortly  after  this,  Topclifie  returned  with  Sir  William  Waad. 
On  their  entrance,  Viviana  arose,  and  the  lieutenant  eyed  her 
with  some  curiosity.  He  was  a  middle-aged  man,  tall,  stoutly- 
built,  and  liaving  harsh  features,  stamped  with  an  expression 
of  mingled  cunning  and  ferocity.  His  eyes  had  a  fierce  and 
bloodthirsty  look,  and  were  overshadowed  by  thick  and  scowling 
brows.     Saluting  the  captive  with  affected  courtesy,  he  observed, 

"  So  you  refuse  to  answer  the  interrogations  of  the  Privy 
Council,  madam,  I  understand.  I  am  not  sorry  for  it,  because 
I  would  have  the  merit  of  wringing  the  truth  from  you.  Those 
who  have  been  must  stubborn  outside  these  Malls,  have  been  the 
most  yielding  within  them." 

"  That  will  not  be  my  case,"  replied  Viviana,  coldly- 

•'  We  shall  see,*"  returned  the  lieutenant,  with  a  significant 
glance  at  TopcHffe. 

Ordering  her  to  follow  him,  he  then  proceeded  along  the 
ward  in  the  direction  of  the  Bloody  Tower,  and  passing  beneath 
its  arched  gateway,  ascended  the  steps  on  the  left,  and  led  her  to 
his  lixlgings.  Entering  the  habitation,  he  mounted  to  the  upper 
story,  and  tracking  a  long  gallery,  brought  her  to  a  small  cir- 
cular chamber  in  the  Bell  Tower.  Its  sole  furniture  were  a 
chair,  a  table,  and  a  couch.  I 

*'  Here  you  will  remain  for  the  present,"  observed  the  lieu- 
tenant, smiling  grimly,  and  placing  a  lamp  on  the  table.     "  It 
will   depend  upon  yourself  whether  your  accommodations  arei 
Ijetter  hereafter." 
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With  this  he  quitted  the  cell  with  his  attendants,  and  barred 
the  door  outside. 

Left  alone,  Viviana,  who  had  hitherto  restrained  her  anfjiiifih, 
•ufferet]  it  to  find  vent  in  tears.  Never  had  she  felt  so  utterly 
forlorn  and  desolate.  All  before  her  was  threatening  and  ter- 
rible, full  of  dangers  real  and  imaginary ;  nor  could  she  look 
back  upon  her  past  career  without  something  like  remorse. 

"  Oh  that  Heaven  would  take  ine  to  itself !  "  she  murmured, 
clasping  her  hands  in  an  agony  of  distress,  "  for  I  feel  unequal  to 
my  trials.  Oh  I  that  1  had  perished  with  my  dear  father  !  For 
what  dreadful  fate  am  I  reserved  ? — Torture, — I  will  bear  it,  if 
I  can.  But  death  by  the  hands  of  the  public  executioner, — it 
is  too  horrible  to  think  of!     Is  there  no  way  to  escape  thai}"" 

As  this  hideous  thought  occurred  to  her,  she  uttered  a  loud 
and  prolonged  scream,  and  fell  senseless  on  the  floor.  When 
•be  recovered  it  was  daylight;  and,  weak  and  exhausted,  she 
crept  to  the  couch,  and  throwing  herself  u{xin  it,  endeavoured  to 
forget  her  misery  in  sleep.  But,  as  is  usually  the  case  with  the 
afflicted,  it  fled  her  eyelids,  and  she  passed  several  hours  in  the 
Kverest  mental  torture,  unrelieved  by  a  single  cheering  thought- 

About  the  middle  of  the  day,  the  door  of  the  cell  was  opened 
by  an  old  woman  with  a  morose  and  forbidding  countenance, 
attended  by  a  younger  female,  who  resembled  her  in  all  but  the 
expression  of  her  features,  (her  look  was  gentle  and  compassion- 
ate,) and  who  appeared  to  be  her  daughter. 

Without  paying  any  attention  to  Viviana,  the  old  woman  took 
a  small  loaf  of  bread  and  other  provisions  from  a  basket  she  had 
brought  with  her,  and  placed  them  on  the  table.  This  done,  she 
was  about  to  depart,  when  her  daughter,  who  had  glanced  un- 
easily at  the  couch,  observed  in  a  kindly  tone, 

'*  Shall  we  not  inquire  whether  we  can  be  of  service  to  the  poor 
joung  lady,  mother  ?  " 

"  Why  should  we  concern  ourselves  about  her,  Ruth  ?  '^  re- 
turned the  old  woman,  sharply.  **  If  she  wants  anything,  she 
Iu8  a  tongue,  and  can  speak.  If  she  desires  further  comforts," 
the  added,  in  a  significant  tone,  *'  they  must  be  paid  for." 

"  I  desire  nothing  but  death,"  groaned  Viviana. 

"  The  poor  soul  is  dying,  J^believe,"  cried  Ruth,  rushing  to 
the  couch.     "  Have  you  uo  cordial-water  about  you,  mother  ?  " 

"  Truly  have  I,""  returned  the  old  woman  ;  "  and  I  have 
otiiiT  things  besides.     But  I  must  be  paid  for  them." 

As  she  spoke,  she  drew  from  her  pocket  a  small,  square, 
Dutcb-»haped  bottle. 

"Give  it  me,"  cried  Ruth,  snatching  it  from  her.  "I  am 
ttmr  the  young  lady  will  pay  for  it." 

"  You  are  very  kind,"  said  Viviana  faintly.  "  But  I  have  no 
means  of  doing  so." 

*"  I  knew  it  !  ■"  cried  the  old  woman,  fiercely.  "  I  knew  it- 
'iivc  me  back  the  Hask,  Ruth.  She  shall  not  taste  a  drop.  ^  Do 
vou  not  hear  she  has  no  money,  wench.     Give  it  Die,  I  say." 
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♦*  Nay,  mother,  for  pity's  sake,"  implored  Ruth. 

"  Pity,  forsooth  !  "  exclaimed  the  old  woman,  derisively.  "If 
I,  and  thy  father,  Jasper  Ipgreve,  had  any  such  feeling,  it  would 
be  high  time  for  him  to  give  up  iiis  post  of  jailer  in  the 
Tower  of  London.  Pity  for  a  ;)oor  prisoner  !  Thou  a  jailer's 
daughter,  and  talk  so.  I  am  ashamed  of  thee,  wt-neh.  But  I 
thought  tliis  was  a  rich  Catholic  heiress,  and  had  powerful  and 
wealthy  friends.'*' 

"  So  she  is,"  replied  Ruth ;  "  and  though  she  may  have 
no  money  with  her  now,  she  can  command  any  amount  she 
pleases.  I  heard  Master  Topclifle  tell  young  Nicholas  Har- 
desty,  the  warder,  so.  She  is  the  daughter  of  the  late  Sir  Wil- 
liam Radcliftc,  of  Ordsall  Hall  in  Lancashire,  and  sole  heiress 
of  his  vast  estates." 

"  Is  this  so,  sweet  lady  ?  "  inquired  the  old  woman,  step- 
ping towards  the  couch.  "  Are  you  truly  Sir  William  Kad- 
cliffe's  daughter  f  " 

"  I  am,"  replied  Viviana.  "  But  I  have  said  I  require  nothing 
from  you.     Leave  me." 

"  No — no,  dear  young  lady,""  rejoined  Dame  Ipgreve,  in  a 
whining  tone,  which  was  iniinitely  more  disagreeable  to  Viviana 
than  her  previous  harshness,  "  I  cannot  leave  you  in  this  state. 
Knise  her  head,  Ruth,  while  I  pour  a  few  drops  of  the  cordial 
down  her  throat." 

"  I  w  ill  not  taste  it,"  replied  Viviana,  putting  the  flask  aside. 

*'  You  would  find  it  a  sovereign  restorative,"  replied  Dame 
Ipgreve,  with  a  mortified  look  ;  "  but  as  you  please.  I  will  not 
urge  you  against  your  inclination.  The  provisions  I  have  been 
obliged  to  bring  you  are  too  coarse  for  a  daintily-nurtured 
maiden  like  you,  —  but  you  shall  have  others  presently." 

*'  It  is  needless,"  rejoined  Viviana.     "  Pray  leave  me." 

*'  Well,  well,  I  am  going,"  rejoined  Dame  Ipgreve,  hesitating. 
"Do  you  want  to  write  to  any  one?  I  can  find  means  of  ooo- 
vcying  a  letter  secretly  out  of  the  Tower." 

*'  Ah  !  "  exclaimed  Viviana,  raising  herself.     "  And  yet  no —  -M 
no — I  dare  not  trust  you."  ■ 

"  You  may,"  replied  the  avaricious  old  woman,  —  "  provided 
you  pay  me  well."  ♦ 

"  I  will  think  of  it,"  returned  Viviana.  "  But  I  have  not 
strength  to  write  now." 

"  Y'ou  must  not  give  way  thus, — indeed,  you  must  not,  dear 
lady,"  said  Ruth,  in  a  voice  of  great  kindness.  "  It  will  not  be 
safe  to  leave  you.     Suffer  me  to  renmin  with  you." 

"  WiUingly,"  replied  Viviana  ;  "  most  willingly." 

"Stay  with  her,  then,  child,"  said  Dame  Ipgreve.     "  I  will 
go  and  prepare  a  nourishing  broth  for  her.     Take  heed,  and 
make  a  shrewd  bargain  with  her  for  thy  attendance,"'  she  added  , 
in  a  hasty  whisper,  as  she  retired. 

Greatly  relieved  by  the  old  woman's  departure,  Viviana  turned 
to  Ruth,  and  thanked  her  in  the  warmest  ternia  for  her  kindness. 
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iei-d  to  convert  the  sympathy  which  these  two 
.'ntly  felt  tuwards  each  other  into  affectionate 
er's  daughter  asssured  Viviana,  that  so  long 
tained,  she  would  devote  herself  to  her. 
I  old  woman  had  returned  with  a  mess  of  hot 
irried  with  an  air  of  great  mystery  beneath 
1  was  prevailed  upon  oy  the  solicitations  of 
d  found  herself  much  revived  in  consequence, 
led,  Dame  Ipgreve  departed,  with  a  promise 
ening  with  such  viands  as  she  could  manage 
Tved,  and  with  a  Hask  of  wine. 
U  sweet  lady,  I  fear/  she  said ;  "  for  my  hus- 
re  in  peril  of  the  torture.     Oh  !  it  is  a  sad 
you  should  be  so  cruelly  dealt  with  .'     But 
i:are  of  you  we  can.     Yuu  will  not  forget  to 
nust  give  me   an  order   on   your  steward, 
:holic  friend.     1  am  half  a  Papist  myself, — 
eligion  as  well  as  the  other,  —  and  I  like 
their  creed  may  be,  who  pay  best.      That 
it  is  the  same  with  my  husband.    We  do  all 
Jther  a  penny  for  our  child." 
%  gootl  mother,"  interrupted  Ruth.     "  It 
n  will  takf  care  she  wants  nothing.'" 
It,"  returned  Dame  Ipgreve ; — "  do  not  for- 
'  she  added  in  a  whisper, 
e  cell. 

th  Viviana  during  the  rest  of  the    day, 
onsolation  to  the  latter  to   find  that   her 
*  same  faith  as  herself, — having  been  con- 
tie,  a  Romish  priest  who  was  confined  in 
latter  part  of  Elizabeth's  reign,  and  whose 
ncy  for  his  religion  had  made  a  powerful 
r's  daughter.     As  soon  as  Viviana  ascer- 
Kuth,  so  far  as  she  thought  prudent,  a 
!brtunes,  and  after  beguiling  some  hours 
both  knelt  down  and  offered  up  fervent 
Ruth  then  departed,  promising  to  return 

•  mother. 

e  dark,  Dame  Ipgreve  and  her  daughter 
r  carrying  a  lamp,  and  the  latter  a  basket 
Duntenance  was  so  troubled,  that  Viviana 
resh  calamity  was  at  hand. 

•  ?  "  she  hastily  demanded. 

r»t,  dear  young  lady,"  replied  Dame  Ip- 
ight  take  away  your  appetite,  and  you 
ir  supper,  whetlier  you  tat  it  or  not." 
tly,"  cried  Viviana,  anxiously.     "  What 

longer  in  suspense,  madam,"  said  Ruth, 
ed  tO'uight  by  the  lieutenant  and  certain 
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members  of  the  Privy  Council,  and  if  you  refuse  to  answer  their 
questions,  I  lament  to  say  you  will  be  put  to  the  torture.'" 

"  Heaven  give  me  strength  to  endure  it  I  "  ejaculated  Vivianai 
in  a  despairing  tone. 

*'  Eat,  madam,  eat,"  cried  Dame  Ipgreve,  pressing  the  viands 
upon  her.  "  You  will  never  1h>  able  to  go  through  with  the  ex- 
amination, if  you  starve  yourself  in  this  way." 

"  Are  you  sure,"  inquired  Viviana,  appealing  to  Kuth,  "that 
it  will  take  place  so  soon  .''  " 

"Quite  sure,"  replied  Ruth.  "My  father  has  orders  to  at- 
tend the  lieutenant  at  midnight." 

"  Let  me  advise  you  to  conceal  nothing,"''  insinuated  the  old 
woman.  "  They  are  determined  to  wring  the  truth  from  you, — 
and  they  wilt  do  so."' 

"  You  are  mistaken,  good  woman,"  replied  Viviana,  firmly. 
'*  I  will  die  before  I  utter  a  word." 

*'  You  think  so  now,"  returned  Dame  Ipgreve,  maliciously. 
"  But  the  sight  of  the  rack  and  the  thumbscrews  will  alter  your 
tone.     At  all  events,  support  nature." 

"  No,"  replied  Viviana ;  "  as  1  do  not  desire  to  live,  I  will 
use  no  effort  to  sustain  myself.  They  may  kill  me  if  tbey 
please.'" 

"  Misfortune  has  turned  her  brain,"  muttered  the  old  woman. 
"  I  must  take  care  and  secure  my  dues.  Well,  madam,  if  you 
will  not  eat  the  supper  I  have  provided,  it  cannot  be  helped. 
I  must  find  some  one  who  will.  Y'ou  must  pay  for  it  all  the 
same.  My  husband,  Jasper  Ipgreve,  will  be  present  at  your  in- 
terrogation, and  1  am  sure,  for  my  sake,  he  will  use  you  as 
L'ghtly  as  he  can.  Come,  Ruth,  you  must  not  remain  here  longer.'" 

"  Oh,  let  her  stay  with  me,'"  implored  Viviana.  "  I  will 
make  it  well  worth  your  while  to  grant  me  the  indulgence." 

"  What  will  you  give.''  "  cried  the  old  woman,  eagerly.  "  But 
no — no — 1  dare  not  leave  her.  The  IvL^utcnant  may  visit  you, 
and  fiud  her,  and  then  I  should  lose  my  place.  Come  along, 
Ruth.  She  shall  attend  you  after  the  interrogation,  madam. 
I  shall  be  there  myself." 

"  Farewell,  madam,'"  sobbed  Ruth,  who  was  almost  drowned 
in  tears.     "  Heaven  grant  you  constancy  to  endure  your  trial  ! " 

"  Be  ruled  by  me,''''  said  the  old  woman.  "  Speak  out,  and 
secure  your  own  safety." 

She  would  have  continued  in  the  same  strain,  but  Ruth  drag- 
ged her  away.  And  casting  a  commiserating  glance  at  Viviana, 
she  closed  the  door. 

The  dreadful  interval  between  their  departure  and  midnight 
was  passed  by  Viviana  in  fervent  prayer.  As  she  heard  through 
the  barred  embrasure  of  her  dungeon  the  deep  strokes  of  the 
clock  toll  out  the  hour  of  twelve,  the  door  opened,  and  a  tall, 
gaunt  p;;rsonage,  habited  in  a  suit  of  rustv  black,  and  with  a 
large  bunch  of  keys  at  his  girdle,  entered  the  cell. 

*'  You  are  Jasper  Ipgreve  ?"  said  Viviana,  rising. 
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questions  only  as  afTecCed  herself.     At  first,  in  spite  of 
efforts,  she  trembled  violently,  and  her  tongue  clove  to  the  roof 
of  her  nioutli.    But  after  a  while,  she  recovere<l  her  courage,  and 
regardetl  the  lieutenant  with  a  look  as  determined  as  his  own 

"It  is  useless  to  urge  me  farther,"  the  concluded.  "  I  have; 
said  all  I  will  say." 

"  Is  it  your  pleasure,  my  lords,"  observed  Sir  William  W 
to  the  others,  "  to  prolong  the  exaniiiiation  ?  " 

His  coH)panions  replied  in  the  nej^ative,  and  the  one  nearest 
him  remarked,  "  Is  she  aware  what  will  follow  ?  *' 

"  I  am,"  replied  Viviana  resolutely,  "  and  I  am  not  to  be  inti- 
midated." 

Sir  William  Waad  then  made  a  sign  to  Ipgreve,  who  immedi- 
ately stepped  forward  and  seized  her  arm.  "  You  will  be  taken 
to  that  recess,"  said  the  lieutenant,  "  where  the  question  will  be 
put  to  you.  But  as  we  shall  remain  here,  you  have  only  to  utter 
a  cry  if  you  are  willing  to  avow  tiie  truth,  and  the  torture  sha' 
be  stayed.  And  it  is  our  merciful  hope  that  this  may  be  the  case. 

Summoning  up  all   her  resolution,  and  walking  with  a  fin 
footstep,  A  iviana  passed  with  Ipgreve  behind  the  curtain.     She 
there  beheld  two  men  and  a  woman, — the  latter  was  the  jailer's 
wife,  who  instantly  advanced  to  her,  and  besought  her  to  confess. 

"There  is  no  help  for  if,  if  you  refuse,"  she  urged  ;  "  not  all 
your  wealth  can  save  you." 

"  Mind  your  own  business,  dame," interposed  Ipgreve,  angrily, 
"  and  assist  her  to  unrobe." 

Saying  this,  he  stepped  aside  with  the  two  men,  one  of  whom 
was  the  chirurgcon,  and  the  other  the  tormentor,  while  Dame 
Ipgreve  helped  to  takeoff  Viviana's gown.  She  then  tied  a  scarf 
over  her  shoulders,  and  informed  her  husband  she  was  ready. 

The  recess  was  about  twelve  feet  high,  and  ten  wide.     It  wi 
crossed  near  the  roof,  whicli  was  arched  and  vaulted,  by  a  heav 
beam,  with  pullies  and   nipes  at  either  extremity.     But   what 
chiedy  attracted  the  unfortunate  captive's  attention  was  a  couple 
of  iron  gauntlets  attached  to  it,  about  a  yard  apart.     Upon 
the  ground  under  the  beam,  and  immediately  beneath  that  part^ 
of  it  where  the  gauntlets  were  fixed,  were  laid  three  pieces  o(fl 
wood  of  a  few  inches  in  thickness,  and  piled  one  upon  another.    " 

*'  What  must  I  do  .'' "'  inquired  Viviana,  in  a  hollow  voice,  but 
with  unaltered  resolution,  of  the  old  woman. 

"  Step  upon  those  pieces  of  wood,"  replied  Dame  Ipgreve, 
leading  her  towards  them. 

Viviana  obeyed,  and  as  soon  as  she  had  set  foot  upon  the  pile^j 
the  tormentor  placed  a  joint-stool  beside  her,  and  mounting  it| 
desired  her  to  place  her  right  hand  in  one  of  the  gauntlets.    Shi 
did  .so,  and  the  tormentor  then  turned  a  screw,  which  compressei 
the  iron  glove  so  tightly  as  to  give  her  excruciating  pain.     H 
then  got  down,  and  Ipgreve  demanded  if  he  should  proceed. 

A  short  j)ause  ensued,  but,  notwithstanding  her  agony,  Vi 
'  tna  made  no  answer.     The  tormentor  then  placed  the  stool  oi 
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ferings  —  all  we  can  — provided  you  pay  ua.  Slay  with  her, 
child,"  hhe  added,  witli  a  significant  gesture  lo  her  daughter, 
as  she  quitted  the  room,  "  stay  with  lier." 

"  My  heart  bleeds  for  you,  madam,"  said  Ruth,  in  accents 
of  the  deepest  commiseration,  as  soon  as  tliey  were  alone. 
"  You  may  depend  upon  my  fidelity.  If  1  can  contrive  your 
escape,  I  will, — at  any  risk  to  myself." 

•'  On  no  account,"  replied  Viviana.    "  Do  not  concern  yourself 
about  me  more.     My  earthly    sufferings,  I  feel,  will  have  ter<^ 
minated  before  further  cruelty  can  be  practised  upon  me."  fl 

"Oh  !  say  not  so,  madam,'"  returned  Kutb.  "  I  hopie — nay, 
I  am  sure  you  will  live  long  and  happily." 

Viviana  shook  her  head,  and  Ruth,  finding  her  very  feeble, 
thought  it  better  not  to  continue  the  conversation.  She,  accord* 
ingly,  uppUed  such  restoratives  as  were  at  hand,  and  obser\'ing 
that  the  eyes  of  the  sufl'erer  closed  as  if  in  slumber,  glided 
noiselessly  out  of  the  chamber,  antl  left  her. 

In  tliis  way  a  week  passed.     At  the  expiration  of  that  time^ 
the  chirurgeon  pronounced   her  in  so  precarious  a  state,  th* 
if  the  torture  were  repeated,  he  would  not  answer  for  her  life«| 
The   interrogation,  therefore,   was   postponed   for   a  few  days^* 
during  which  the  chirurgeon  constantly  visited  her,  and  by  his 
care,  and  the  restoratives  she  was  compelled  to  take,  she  rapidly^ 
regained  her  strength.  ■ 

One  day,  after  the  chirurgeon  had  departed,  Ruth  cautious* 
ly  closed  the  door,  and  observed  to  her, 

"  You  are  now  bo  far  recovered,  madam,  as  to  be  able  to  make 
an  attempt  to  escape.  I  have  devised  a  plan,  which  1  will  coai- 
tnunicate  to  you  to-morrow.  It  must  not  be  delayed,  or  you 
will  have  to  encounter  a  second  and  more  dreadful  examination." 

"  I  will  not  attempt  it  if  you  are  exposed  lo  risk,"  replied 
Viviana. 

"  Heed  me  not,"  returned  Ruth.  "One  of  your  friends  has 
found  out  your  place  of  confinement,  and  has  spoken  to  me 
about  you." 

"What    friend?"    exclaimed     Viviana,      starting.     "Guy 

Fawkes?  —  1  mean "     And  she  hesitated,  while  her  pale 

cheeks  were  suflused  with  blushes. 

"  lie  is  named  Humphrey  Chetham,"  returned  Ruth, 
myself,  he  would  risk  his  life  to  preserve  you." 

"  Tell  him  he  must  not  do  so,"  cried  Viviana,  eagerly.  "  He 
has  done  enough — too  much  for  me  already.  I  will  not  expose^ 
him  to  further  hazard.  Tell  him  so,  and  entreat  him  to  abandoafl 
the  attempt."  H 

"Rut  I  shall  not  see  him,  dear  lady," replied  Ruth.     "Be- 
hides,  if  I  read  him  rightly,  he  is  not  likely  to  be  turned  aaii 
by  any  selfish  consider ati on." 

"  \  ou  are  right,  he  is  not,"  groaned  Viviana.  "  But  this  onl_ 
adds  to  my  afiliction.  Oh !  if  you  should  see  him,  dear  Rutit* 
try  to  dissuade  him  from  his  puriHt&u." 
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iam,"  replied  the   jailer's    daughter, 
rill  be  of  no  avail."'"' 
onversation,   Ruth  retired,  and  Vinana 

Sht.  Elxcept  the  slumber  procuretl  by 
known  no  repose  since  slie  hod  been 
and  this  night  she  felt  more  than 
lefTectually  endeavouring  to  compose 
istily  robing  herself, — a  task  she  per- 
;ulty,  her  iingers  being  almost  useless, 
irrow  chamber, 
that  on  one  side  of  the  cell  there  was  a 
terminated  by  a  narrow  and  strongly- 

Iupon  the  moat.  Pausing  before  it, 
e  night  was  pitchy  dark,  and  not  even  a 
icemed  ;  but  as  she  had  no  light  in  her 
|de  was  lees  profound  than  that  within, 
buried  in  thought,  and  longing  for  day- 
he  heard  a  slight  sound  as  of  some  one 
oat.  Thinking  she  might  Ite  deceived, 
ly,  and  as  the  sound  continued,  she  felt 
f  conjecture.  All  at  once  the  thought 
lashed  upon  her,  and  she  had  no  doubt 
Iras  she  wrong.  The  next  moment,  a 
ne  one  clambering  up  the  wall ;  a  hand 
loophole,  which  was  only  two  or  three 
the  water ;  and  a  low  voice,  which  she 
bounced  her  name. 

iham  ?  '  she  asked,  advancing  as  near 
ble. 

.  ♦'  Do  not  despair.  I  will  accomplish 
»  passed  three  days  within  the  Tower, 
r  place  of  confinement  a  few  hours  ago. 
m  for  your  escape,  wiih  the  jailer's 
make  known  to  you  to-morrow." 
sufficiently  for  your  devotion,"  replied 
(e  deepest  gratitude.  "  But  I  implore 
He.  I  am  wretched  enough  now,  heaven 
lid  happen  to  you,  I  shall  l)e  infinitely 
oy  power  over  you, — and  that  I  do  so, 
— nay,  I  command,  you  to  desist  from 

beyed  you,  Viviana,"  replied  the  young 

"■  nor  will  I  do  so  now.    But  if  you  bid 

plunge  into  this  moat,  never  to  rise 

mding  the  low  tone  in  which  he  spoke, 
V'iviana  felt  certain  he  would  carry  his 
e  therefore  rejoined  in  a  mournful  tone, 
ill.  It  is  in  vain  to  resist  our  fate.  I 
'ortune  to  you." 


U  CCT  FA' 


•*  Xot  ■o,'  xcjiied  C%csiao._  ~  If  I  en  anv 
ntber  dit  tfbzo  J^«^  Tne  ^icic^f  aaugiiia-  -ariQ 
plm  to  voa  \r^iiK)rr^rw.  PraitdK  me  tr>  ^Jg***^  to  it.' 
Virizsft  relactastJT  aaexred. 
"  I  «taJl  qwr.  t*ke  Tovb*  e:  cvt^^fzu:.'  panoed  Chetham ; 
"and  Thoa  joa  are  once  oat  c6  ii.  luHCec  to  dbe  stairs  brrond 
the  vliaif  ax'  Pecrr  Waks.  1  v^^  be  tiitav  «iib  «  boat.  Faie- 
wdl!" 

As  he  fpoit«.  he  ks  fcicMcsi  drop  3aaz>  the  vater,  bat  his 
foot  cSppeag.  the  picas?  *^s  lososr  than  be  inteDded,  and  at- 
tracted the  auaixxm  ai  a  seniiziel  cs  the  ramparts,  irho  imme- 
diatdj  called  oat  to  koc'V  v*ux  «as  the  maner,  and  not  re- 
cesnng  anr  ansver,  itisrhaTgea  hb  calirer  in  the  diiectioa  of 
the  soand. 

Vinana,  vbo  heard  the  duUecge  at>d  the  diot,  attend  a 
loud  icreaiD,  and  the  next  momeni.  Ip^nrre  and  his  vife  ap> 
peared.  The  jailer  glanced  <4i{^BaoQslr  round  the  nxm ;  but 
«fter  satisfying  himsedf  that  ajl  vac  n^t,  and  putting  some 
questioDs  to  tbe  captive,  vhidi  she  re^seid  to  answer,  he  de- 
parted with  his  vife,  and  carefully  birred  tbe  door. 

It  is  impossible  to  imagine  greater  misery  than  Viviana 
eodured  the  vbole  of  tbe  ni^t.  The  uncertainty  in  which 
she  was  kept  as  to  Chetham's  fate  was  almost  insupportable, 
^nd  tbe  bodily  pain  she  bad  recmtly  endured  app^red  light 
when  compared  with  her  present  mental  tmture.  Day,  at  length, 
^wned.  But  it  brought  with  it  no  Ruth.  Instead  of  this  faith- 
ful friend,  Dame  Ipgrere  entered  the  chamber  with  the  morning 
0ieal,  and  her  looks  were  so  morose  and  distrustful,  that  Vivi- 
ana  feared  she  must  have  discovered  her  daughter's  design. 
She  did  not,  however,  venture  to  make  a  remark,  but  suffered 
the  old  woman  to  depart  in  silence. 

Giving  up  all  for  lost,  and  concluding  that  Humphrey  Che> 
tham  had  either  perished,  or  was,  like  herself,  a  prisoner,  Vi- 
viana  bitterly  bewailed  bis  fate,  and  reproached  herself  with 
being  unintentionally  the  cause  of  it.  Later  in  the  day,  Ruth 
entered  the  cell.  To  Viviana's  eager  inquiries  she  replied,  that 
Humphrey  Chatham  had  escaped.  Owing  to  the  darkness,  tbe 
sentinel  had  missed  his  aim,  and  although  the  most  rigorous 
search  was  instituted  throughout  the  fortress,  he  had  contrived 
to  elude  observation. 

"  Our  attempt,"  pursued  Ruth,  "  must  be  made  this  evening. 
The  lieutenant  has  informed  my  father  that  you  are  to  be  inter- 
rogated at  midnight,  the  chirurgeon  having  declared  that  you 
■re  sufficiently  recovered  to  undergo  the  torture  (if  needful) 
a  second  time.  Now  listen  to  me.  The  occurrence  of  last  night 
bM  made  my  mother  suspicious,  and  she  watches  my  proceedings 
with  •  jealous  eye.  She  is  at  this  moment  with  a  female  prisoner 
"  *  the  Beauchamp  Tower,  or  I  should  not  be  able  to  visit  you. 
-»  bM  consented,  however,  to  let  me  bring  in  your  supper. 
a  nuit  Uien  change  dresses  with  me.  Being  about  my  height, 


lUy   FAWKES. 


15 


[me,  and   I  will  take  care  there  is  no 
f  features  will  not  be  distinguished." 
:ked  her,  but  the  other  would  not  be 

peady*"  she  continued,  "you  must  lock 

I  must  then  descend  the  short  flight  of 
IBS  as  quickly  as  you  can  through  the 
pay  father  and  mother.    As  soon  as  you 

II  to  the  left,  and  go  straight  forward 
(  Show  this  pass  to  the  warders.  It  is 
|d  they  will  suffer  you  to  go  forth.  Do 
te  at  the  next  gate, — the  Middle  Tower, 
•rk-Gate.  That  passed,  you  are  free." 
tte  of  you  ?  ^  asked  ^'iviana,  with  a  be- 

lined  Ruth  :  "  I  shall  be  sufficiently  re- 
pd  now,  farewell.    Be  ready  at  the  time 

i 

Iturned  Viviana. 

"  replied  Kuth,  breaking  from  her,  and 

L 

when  expectation  is  on  the  rack,  ap- 
lal  slowness.  But  as  the  hour  at  length 
d  it  farther  off.  It  was  with  the  utmost 
«d  the  key  turn  in  the  lock,  and  beheld 
the  evening  meal, 

letting  down  the  provisions,  the  jailer's 
i  herself  of  her  dress,  which  was  of 
r  her  coif  and  kerchief,  while  Viviana 
V^ithout  pausing  to  attire  herself  in  the 
len  assisted  Viviana  to  put  on  the  tircss 
id  arranged  her  hair  and  the  head-gear 
uise  was  complete. 

ic  further  instructions  to  her,  and  ex- 
es in  her  gait  and  deportment,  she  then 
,  and  led   her   to  the  do(»r.     Viviana 
but  Ruth  pushed  her  through  it,  and 

)  80  Viviana,  though  with  great  pain 
urn  the  key  in  the  lock.  Dcsccmi- 
hersclf  in  a  small  circular  chantbcr, 
wife  were  seated  at  a  table,  discussing 
sole  light  was  afforded  by  a  few  dying 

[ilready?"  demanded  the  old  woman, 
Why  hast  thou  not  brought  the  jelly 
eaten  it  all,  and  tliosc  catcs,  which 
rurgeon,  ordered  her.  Go  and  felch 
I  finish  our  repast  daintily  ;  and  there 
iich  I  dare  say  she  has   not  touched. 


IG 


GUY    FAWKES. 


She  will  pay  for  them,  and  that  will  make  them  the  swecte^.^ 
Go  hack,  I  say.  What  dost  thou  stand  tliere  for,  as  if  thou 
wert  thunderstruck  ?     Dost  hear  me,  or  not  ?  " 

"  Let  the  wench  alone,  dame,"  growled  Ipgreve.  **  You 
frighten  her."  m 

"  So  I  mean  to  do,"  replied  the  old  woman,  "  she  deserves  to^ 
be  frightened.     Hark  thee,  girl,  we  must  get  an  order  from  her 
on  some  wealthy  Catltolic  family  without  delay  —  for  I  don't 
think  she  will  stand  the  trial  to-night."  ■ 

"Nor  I,"  added  Ipgreve,  "especially,  as  she  is  to  be  placed" 
on  the  rack." 

"  She  has  a  chain  of  gold  round  her  throat  I  have  observed,"j 
said  the  old  woman  ;  "  we  must  get  that." 

"  I  have  it,"  said  ^'^iviana,  in  a  low  tone,  and  imitating  as  we 
as  she  could  the  accents  of  Ruth.     "  Here  it  is." 

"Did  she  give  it  thee.'"  cried  the  old  woman,  getting  up, 
and  grasping  Viviana's  lacerated  lingers  with  such  force,  that 
she  had  difficulty  in  repressing  a  scream.     "Did  she  give  itj 
thee,  I  say  'f  " 

"  She  gave  it  me  for  you,"  gasped  Viviana.     "  Take  it/ 

While  the  old  woman  held  the  chain  to  the  fire,  and  called 
to  lier  husband  to  liglit  a  lamp,  that  She  might  feast  her 
greedy  eyes  upon  it,  Viviana  flew  to  the  door. 

Just  as  she  reached  it,  the  shrill  voice  of  Dame  Ipgreve  arrest*^ 
ed  her.  B 

"  Come  back  !  "  cried  the  dame.  *'  Whither  art  thou  going  at 
this  time  of  night  ?  I  wiU  not  liave  thee  stir  forth.  Come 
back,  I  say." 

"  Pshaw !  let  her  go,"  interposed  Ipgreve.  "  I  dare  say  ahe 
hath  an  appointment  on  the  Green  with  young  Nicholas  Hardes- 
ty,  the  warder.     Go,  wench.     Be  careful  of  thyself,  and  return^ 
within  the  hour."  ■ 

"  If  she  does  not,  she  will  rue  it,"  added  the  dame.  "  Go, 
then,  and  I  will  see  the  prisoner." 

Viviana  required  no  further  |)ermission.     Starting  off  as  she 
had  been  directed  on  the  left,  she  ran  as  fast  as  her  feet  could  ^ 
carry   licr  ;    and,  passing  between   two  arched  gateways,   800i^| 
reached  the  By-ward  Tower.     Showing  the  pass  to  the  warder,  " 
he  chucked  her  under  the  chin,  and,  drawing  an  immense  bolt, 
opened  the  wicket,  and  gallantly  helped  her  to  pass  through  it- 
The  like  good  success  attended  her  at  the  Middle  Tower,  and  at 
the  Bulwark  Gate.      Scarcely  able  to  credit    her   senses,  an<f 
doubting  whether  she  was  indeed  free,  she  hurried  on  till  she 
came  to  the  opening  leading  to  the  stairs  at  Petty  Wales.     Al 
she  hesitated,  uncertain  what  to  do,  a  man  advanced  towards  and 
addressed  her  by  name.      It  was  Humphrey  Chethara.     Over 
come  by  emotion,  'N'^iviana  sank  into  his  arms,  and  in  anoth( 
moment  she  was  placed  in  a  wherry,  which  was  ordered  to 
rowed  towards  Westminster. 
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rUnH  in  tl)e  olUrn  STtiiir: 

I  WITU    UNCLE    TIM    AND    Mil.    BOSKV,    UP 
BRITAIN,    DltyBAXlBH. 

OEOROB   DANIEL, 
art  rirtWMi*  tlwre  iball  be  no  more  cake>  and 

CHAPTER    tV. 

Stigenio.     Did  not  soft  slumber*  and  plea- 

art-stirring  liicubratiuns  of  Uncle  Timothy? 

jt  not  lighter  and  happier,  and  in  more  per- 

toid  the  world," 

hcient  minstrelsy,  Christmas  gambols,  ]Mav- 

lU.   Alethought  Uncle  Timothy  was  a  portly 

( Pan — " 

piiof" 

tig." 

Well,  though  our  own  dancing  days  are 
lingering  relish  for  that  elegant  accom- 
Ibs  we  have  a  great  reverence  for  dancing. 
|rk.  Certain  is  it  that  there  were  Vestrises 
idiluvian  world.  The  boar's  head  and  the 
lowned  with  a  dance  to  the  tune  of  '  T/ia 
prde   Marijuex  Galyarde,'  and  *  The  ^firsie 


f  daiic'tl  tlie  Quaker's  wife, 
lerrily  danc'd  ihe  Quaker  !  ' 

ned  the  Tour-footed  family  with  his  fiddle : 
on  the  two  ? 

happy,  while  the  dews  of  youth  are  upon 
of  their  own  hearts.  '  See  the  blind  bt'g- 
»g  ] '  The  savages  have  their  war-dance, 
r  every  country  their  national  jigs.  The 
Scotchman  his  reel,  which  he  not  unfre- 
ti  particular  Jtddle !  and  the  Englishman 
dogs  and  bears,  horses  and  geese,'  game- 
ting  their  caprioles,  shall  man  be  inotion- 


'ettrit  teaching  a  goose  to  dance."  The  term*,  for 
!  vw  in  his  day^,  are  extremely  mndemtp ;  "  Six 
a  a  leMOn."     The  following  song  ii  iiucribed  un- 


iihmcnu  sure  dancing  far  the  bnt  is, 

u  remnins,  belmlil  tlie  Oixwe  mid  Vestris  ; 

dancing  we  will  go,  -will  go,  &c. 

iad  and  preach,  their  toil  'tis  all  in  vain, 
^  and  hands  is  hclter  thon  the  hraiu : 
dancing,  '^c 
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less  and  mute?  Sweetly  singeth  the  tea-kettle;  merrily  danceth 
the  parched  pea  on  the  fire-shovel!  Even  grim  Deatn  has  his 
dance." 

"And  music,  Eugenio,  in  which  I  know  you  are  an  enthusiast. 
What  says  the  immortal  ?" 

'  The  man  that  hath  not  music  in  himself, 
Nor  is  not  mov'd  with  concord  of  sweet  sounds, 
Is  fit  for  treasons,  stratagems,  and  spoils : 
The  motions  of  his  spirit  are  dull  as  night. 
And  his  affections  dark  as  Erebus : 
Let  no  such  man  be  trusted.' 

The  Italians  have  a  proverb,  '  Whom  God  loves  not,  that  man  loves 
not  music'     The  soul  is  said  to  be  music. 

'  Such  harmony  is  in  immortal  souls ; 
But,  whilst  this  muddy  vesture  of  decay 
Doth  grossly  close  it  in,  we  cannot  hear  it.' 

We  read  of  the  hymning  of  the  morning  stars, -^  the  music  of  the 
spheres : 

'  From  harmony — from  heavenly  harmony 
This  universal  frame  began ; 

From  harmony  to  harmony, 
Through  all  the  compass  of  the  notes  it  ran, 
The  diapason  closing  full  in  man.' 

And  of  the  general  effect  of  music,  take  the  oft-quoted  lines  of 
Congreve, 

*  Music  hath  charms  to  soothe  the  savage  breast. 
To  soften  rocks,  and  bend  the  knotted  oak.' 


Then  talk  no  more,  ye  men  of  arts,  'bout  keeping  light  and  shade. 
Good  understanding  in  the  heels  is  better  than  the  head : 
And  a  dancing,  &c. 

Great  Whigs,  and  eke  great  Tories  too,  both  in  and  out  will  dance. 
Join  hands,  change  sides,  and  figure  in,  now  sink,  and  now  advance. 
And  a  dancing,  &c 

Let  Oxford  boast  of  ancient  bre,  or  Cam  of  classic  rules, 
Noverre  might  lay  you  ten  to  one  his  heels  against  your  schools ! 
And  a  dancing,  &c. 

Old  Homer  rang  of  gods  and  kings  in  most  heroic  strains, 
Yet  scarce  could  get,  we  have  been  told,  a  dinner  for  his  pains. 
And  a  dancing,  &c. 

Poor  Milton  wrote  the  most  sublime  'gainst  Satan,  Death,  and  Vice; 
But  very  few  would  quit  a  dance  to  purchase  Paradise. 
And  a  dancing,  &c 

The  soldier  risks  health,  life,  and  limbs,  his  fortune  to  advance. 
While  Pique  and  Vestris  fortunes  make  by  one  night's  single  dance. 
And  a  dancing,  &c 

'Tis  aU  in  vain  to  ugh  and  grieve,  or  idly  spend  our  breath. 
Some  millions  now,  and  those  unborn  must  join  the  dance  of  death. 
And  a  dancing,  &c. 

Tet  while  we  live  let 's  merry  be,  and  make  of  care  a  jest, 
Sinoe  we  are  taoght  what  is,  is  right ;  and  what  is  right,  is  beet ! 
And  a  dancing,  &c." 
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melody  was  the  soul  of  music,  without 

id  singular  combinations  are  but  unmean- 

it  but  the  elegant  simplicity  and  pathetic 

land  Irish  airs  constitute  their  charm  ?  This 

[extravagantly   fond   of  Scotch,  Irish,    and 

harmonised  many  of  them,  and  had  them 

[room.     We  remember  to  have  heard  8on»e- 

,  Highland  regiment,  who  was  sent  with  a 

I  to  a  penal  settlement  in  charge  of  a  niim- 

^landers  gretv  sick  at  heart ;  the  touching 

lair,'  heard  far  from  home,  made  them  so 

in  command  forbade  its  being  played  by 

ifith  the  Tiatioi»al   melody,  the  '  lians-de*. 

mountaineers.     When  sold  by  their  des- 

their  dearest  connexions,  suicide  and 

|t  when  this  melody  was  played,  that  orders 

laments,  prohibiting  any  one  from  playing 

pain  of  death.     La  maCadie  dii  pttijs, — that 

kBut  Handel's  music  ha*  received  more 
use  than  that  of  any  other  composer.  By 
memory  was  adored  ;  Mozart  was  enthu- 
rdn  could  not  listen  (jrAo  can  ?)  to  his  glo- 
reeping  ;  and  Beethoven  has  been  heard  to 
i  to  come  to  England  be  should  uncover 
I  at  his  tomb  1 
lemory  of  the  bard/  and  'Palms   eternal 


with  blest  poeiy  begnn, 
ith  to  aiigpis  and  u>  man, 
I  native  Language  to  reheana 
DS  of  the  soul  in  rerae : 

I  iuocMding  •({«*,  all  along, 

II  the  Oodbead  in  devoted  Mmg." 

It  the  Garden  of  Eden  waa  no  itran^r  to  "  sinf;In(; 
al  vriu  the  ''father  ofthoae  whu  bundled  ib«  barp 
istitution  of  tbc  Jewiih  church,  God  received  praiiie 
becloud  timbrel;"  and  when  tliat  cinirch  wu  in 
lie  King  of  Urael,  ieerns  to  have  been  the  composer 
id  rautic.  He  occupied  the  orchestra  of  the  temple, 
I  » to  play  Itefore  the  Lord  *'  upon  "  the  harp  with 
,  "  I  verily  think  that,  neit  lo  divinity,  no  art  is 
•t  a  glorious  specimen  of  this  divine  nrt  is  his  tran- 
he  miMt  awful  grandeur,  tlie  deepest  pathos,  the 
Puritans — for  devils  and  Puritan*  hate  music — are 
:ions,  and  eschew  the  principle  ^  not  to  give  unto 
thing !  "    Their  gift  is  snuffled  throtigh  the  vocal 

and  mirth  may  possibly  remembrr  C^iIIins^  Bven- 
ist  of  dull  care  from  the  (j^'oeraiion  of  1790.  Ifi.i 
Id  school,  and  actors  of  the  new ;  tragedy  tailors, 
s  without  their  le^aons,  and  reader!  without  their 
ooden  actors,  petticoat  caricatures,  lulbtby  jinglers, 
J  blanlc.verse,  &c,  ts.c"  The  first  nf  the  three  Dib- 
t  at  the  8ans  Souci,  where  he  introduced  many  of 
lem  to  his  own  tunes.  The  navy  iif  En^'land  owe 
niou*  Three.    It  required  n<K  the  aid  of  poetry  and 

M  2 
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raood  taa  am,'  w^  &ac  «x«ek  6i»  bnc  to  cdelKate  the 
wiQjt  ml  iwamMfBawd.  aui  aneompiraabtK  Xcnie  JSo^bnod ! 
If  OBtk  Mde  hn, 

*■  Ibf  iD^s  wuii  auBT  sL«er  wm^  j ''saiiaife 
The  jsnoiui.  am*  mesad.  bf  ii»  xtiqnes  ande^ 


.  cover  KnoL,  calm  be  t&e  xreenwaKc  on  ib  ioCKe!     Sf^lus 

r'  tc  find  rest  vliere  mub  are  fdtssoeii.  atui  bu  bw^  be  ikinBd  in 
holiest  ca.Te  afdbt  deep  jod  jSenC  sea.  1" 
•^ '  Hark !  t&e  lark  at.  Bcvvea'^  cifie  sm^' " 
"  I  w:»  not  anmiiwyal  at*  c&k  mcctx  chtKuca-,  Eo^exn*!  Tis  a 
■  i1<iiiM  Til  ffir  firi'g.fir  \wh  if'ifiix  a  laiae  of  y. JtUiafe  taAegirer  of 
all  good.  Box  t&e  lark  Ekh  maide  a  paoae  i  ami  I  bare  josr  pranise 
of  a  saag.  Xov  b»  t&e  qhdc  &»  £I  ^  dK  oai^  and  t»  fialfil  die 
UUkU." 

ErGEmtys  sosg. 

-  Swmit  is  t&e  bctai&  of  <v!y  swra 

Tbic  o'er  van  hoHb  iwnea&iug  bbr«rs ; 

IW  caifaK  Unc,  toe  ^bohoif  hmc. 

VTbiMt  auoocs  t&e  liork  oa  aptd  wine. 
IIo«  s«e«ec  to  sic  loii  ^mxr  hmi  kiv  ! 

Sae&  k*PF?t  ^t^Mfci  tbrovto  at^KR- 

UcK  fet  ik  sptnc  Axe  >&C9css*<i. 

Its  Tanitaes  aaii  «uk»  cIimc  : 
TVeweanr  vocU  a  act  the  rest 

W  hcxe  wtMBikii  h«uts  j&coM  teei.  Rfose. 

But.  baik  !  ^  kirk  Us  aorr  sttaia. 
To  bear'a  ki^  smtibc,  sta^  waia. 
Be  bosh'ti,  rmttl  scagslMS  It^'tr  voiee 
T^at  watUa  wt  Lkx  ihw.— Re^awx!  * 

"  Short  and  sad !  Eogenio.  We  most  avar  from  these  bewitdi- 
ing  tolitades,  or  ihj  note  will  belong  nnire  to  the  n^tingale  than  to 
the  lark!      Proceed  we  to  those  locahtie*  where  musicians  and 


■Basic  (ana  Iwnr  ex^nidtclT  has  SlueU  «rt  ((wane  todwotber!>  totrinmlaia  oar 
gallant  Ksmen ;  but  it  accdcd  mucb  to  avakta  and  kety  afire  cnthoaam  on 
■hare,  and  derate  their  iBoral  chancter  —  for  tandnnwt  ^  who  lire  at  home  at 
eaae,"  were  voat  to  ■"imtLltr  the  ailar  a»  a  mere  tar-harrd.  a  tea-monster.  How 
many  roong  hoMOu  hare  been  inspired  br  the  hrncs  of  the  three  Dibdins  !  how 
have  they  toothed  the  dying  hero,  and  embahned  his  memorr  !  What  can  surpaH 
the  hotndy  pathos  of  "  I  tlrao{:ht  m\  heart  would  break  whien  I  tung,  Yo !  heare 
O !  "  ••  The  last  Whistle.-*  and  "  Here,  a  sheer  hoik,  lies  poor  Tom  Bowling  >  " 
stirring  the  manly  heart  like  the  sound  of  a  trumpet !  The  last  of  the  three  Dib. 
dins  has  just  receired  a  somewhat  economical  reward  — a  yearly  penaon  of  one 
hundred  pounds.  He  had  **  done  the  tute  wwoe  service,''  and  was  descending  the 
«iowiihilI  of  life,  destitute  of  those  cheering  appliances  that  the  author  of  '■'■  May  w« 
ne'er  want  a  friend,  nor  a  bottle  to  gire  him  ! "  might  hare  msonablv  hoped  fur. 
How  sad  to  cry  "  Poor  Tom  "t  a-coU ! "  and  remember  the  hearts  he  iiad  warmed 
with  patriotism  and  humanity !  His  lyre  is  not  unstrung  —  there  is  yet  music  in 
die  wed  minstiai.  Let  him  strike  up,  and  we  will  ensure  him  a  response ;  for 
Wmtagtaa  has  not  oonqoared,  jtor  Nelson  died  in  vain. 
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ate.'  Let  imagination  carry  ihee  back  to 
6e,  when  the  Spectator  and  Sir  Roger  <Ie 
e  Temple-Stairs  on  their  voyage  to  Vauxhall. 
snight's  religious  horror  at  beholding  what 
I  west  of  Temple-Bar  ;  and  the  waterman's 
'lose  days,-  )  that  roade  hira  almost  wiih 
trate !  '  We  were  now  arrived  at  Spring 
or,  '  which  is  exquisitely  pleasant  at  this 
fan  I  considered  the  fragrancy  of  the  walks 
(pir  of  birds  that  sung  upon  the  trees,  and 
i  that  walked  under  their  shades,  I  could 
lace  as  a  kind  of  Mahometan  paradise.  Sir 
■D  in  mind  of  a  little  coppice  by  his  bouse 
I  chaplain  used  to  call  an  aviary  of  night- 
primitive  fashion  they  concluded  their  walk 
ie,  and  a  slice  of  hung-beef ! 
rnishcs  a  ludicrous  account  of  a  stingy  old 
Brse-strings  to  treat  his  wife  and  family  to 
description  to  his  wife  of  Greenwood  Hall, 
\ag  Gardens,'  gives  by  far  the  most  lively 
■lar  place  of  amusement  was  a  century  ago. 

■oft  ID  feature, 
•o  at  dear  Vauxhall ; 
le  is  sweeter, 
it  ihey  Eden  call. 

inch  new  va^^ries, 
ky  and  harmless  sport ; 
I  like  ^aut  fairies, 
Ikeir  monarch's  court. 

^ 

loings  St 

in  th«  year  I74& 

ibe^AZ-end  of  King-Street,  Bloomsbury,     .     1742 

>Strevt.  Havmarkel, 1743 

.'       .  ■         .         .         1743 

1745 

1747 

wRow 1748 

tha  Uanil  aud  Slippers^  Long-Lane,  West 

1750 

(y  WeiUting,  in  the  Scotrli  manner,  was  oele- 

B  y  mi n((  couple 17^2 

De,  Lambeth 17U 

^wo  Green  Lamps,  near  Exeter  'CUange,  (at 

Jubilee  Uickey!) 1740 

of  die  ^hip,  in  the  Strand,  where,  in  17&fi<  a  Scotch 
I  ■*  tn  be  dressed  without  any  linen  ;  all  in  rililHins, 
masks.  There  will  be  three  l>ai;-pij>es ;  n  band  of 
;n  precisely  at  two  o'clock.    Aduiishion,  two  shil* 

«  the  )07*  of  our  dancing  days  !  '^ 

lly  was  Doctor  Johnson's  to  an  aquatic  wag  upon  a 
Mir  mother,  nnder  the  preUnce  ( !f! }  of  keeping  a 
r  stolen  goods  '.  " 
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Methought  when  first  I  eater'd. 

Such  splendours  round  me  shone. 
Into  a  world  I  ventured 

Where  rose  another  sun : 

Whilst  music,  never  cloying. 

As  skylarks  sweet  I  hear ; 
The  sounds  I  'm  still  enjoying, 

They  'II  always  soothe  my  ear. 

Here  paintings,  sweetly  glowing. 

Where'er  our  glances  fall, 
Here  colours,  life  bestowing. 

Bedeck  tliis  green-wood  hall ! 

The  king  there  dubs  a  farmer,' 

There  John  his  doxy  loves ;' 
But  my  delight,  the  charmer 

Who  steals  a  pair  of  gloves ! ' 

As  still  amazed,  I  'm  straying 

O'er  this  enchanted  grove ; 
I  spy  a  harper'  playing 

All  in  his  proud  alcove. 

I  doft  my  hat,  desiring 

He  'd  tune  up  Buxom  Joan ; 
But  what  was  I  admiring  ? 

Odzooks !  a  man  of  stone. 

But  now  the  tables  spreading, 

They  all  fall  too  with  glee ; 
Not  e'en  at  Squire's  fine  wedding 

Such  dainties  did  I  see ! 

I  loDg'd  (poor  starveling  rover!) 

But  none  heed  country  elves ; 
These  folk,  with  lace  daub'd  over. 

Love  only  dear  themselves. 

Thus  whilst,  'mid  joys  abounding. 

As  grasshoppers  they  're  gay  ; 
At  distance  crowds  surrounding 

The  Lady  of  the  May.» 

The  man  i'  th'  moon  tweer'd  slyly, 

Sof\  twinkling  through  the  trees. 
As  though  'twould  please  him  highly 

To  taste  delights  like  these." 

The  days  of  this  modem  Arcadia  are  numbered.  The  axe  is 
about  to  be  laid  to  the  roots  of  its  beautiful  trees ;  its  green  avenues 
are  to  be  turned  into  blind  alleys ;  its  variegated  lamps  must  give 
place  to  some  solitary  gas-burner,  to  light  the  groping  inhabitants  to 
their  dingy  homes ;  and  the  melodious  strains  of  its  once  celebrated 
vocaliBts  shall  be  drowned  in  the  discordant  dismal  drone  of  some 


■  Alhiding  to  three  pictures  in  the  Pavilions,  —  viz.  the  King  and  the  Miller  of 
MansKeld, — the  Sailors  in  a  tippling  house  in  Wapping,— and  the  Oirl  stealing  a 
kiss  from  a  iileepy  gentleman. 

'  The  htatue  of  Handel. 

^  IJer  Koyal  Highness  the  Princess  of  Wales  ^iittlng  under  her  splendid  Pavilion. 
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a  of  employ,  and  the  screeching  re«ponses 
rsting  family.  What  would  the  gallant,  gay 
^htly  EuphruHvne,  Nan  Catley,  8ay,  could 
lue  uses  "  their  harmonious  groves  are  con- 
Truly  their  wonder  would  be  on  a  par  with 
pat  musical  magician  encounter  on  the  other 
■ggs  and  his  Broomstick  !  "  > 


t  idayed  oo  hit  mncical  broonutick  at  the  Ha^rmarket 
%«  fi^wiag  long  bai  his  portrait  at  the  top,  with  oa 
noom,  and  on  lh«  other  a  French  horn. 

Inlroductioo. 

joUjr  fellntr  hiu  beard  of  Ske^nello, 
Btri^nelUi,  tbnt  iir\inl>  >o  prelly 
aticailo,  5ud>  cnuiiiv  be  hni  made,  O, 
be  fidillioK  trade,  O, 
hat 's  a  pity  ! 

Bard  or  teen,  O,  hit  phi*  to  pretty, 

tnre  shops  si)  grin,  O, 

Bomic  nose  and  chin,  O, 

Id  think  a  man  could  shine  so 

,t  Eh.  Eh,  Eb,  Eh  ? 

I  between  31  y  Lord  Skaggs  and  his  Brounuliok. 

By  U.  Howard. 
•^  Biddy  over  the  hopper,  ^.) 

B  did  on  bit  Brooinatick  play, 

■Dstick  to  hini  thus  did  say, 

Man  you.  Matt,  to  play  on  me, 

<■  a*  good  a  head  —  as  thee  ? 

I  I  Ul  bet  yon  a  crown 

t  half  the  town 

you  have  got  no  wit  of  your  own.^ 

Redutire. 

amaxed,  at  ertt  poor  Balaam  did, 
be  kliij^ah  sxs  he  once  wa«  chid  ; 
domestic  tliin^,*  lays  aiigry  Matt, 
t  thou  thus  presume  at  me  to  prate, 
I  you  up  from  low  t4>  hij^h  degree, 
need  you — to  the  ijuolity  ?  ' 

90ii  aiorroir,  Gouip  Joan.) 
W  now.  Master  Skaggs  1 ' 
roooistirk  then  repUes, '  Sir, 
t  have  been  in  rags. 
It  the  age  t>eeu  wiser, 

Master  Skaggf ! 

vur  hornbook  o'er, 
arn  to  know  your  letters, 
presume  once  more 
ertaiu  your  betters, 

Master  Skeggs  I ' 

1 '  says  Matt,  enraged  ; 
w  my  letters  well,  sir ; 
i — but  I  'm  engaged, 
<m6  that  t  could  apell,  sir. 

Broomstick  vile  ! 
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Who  has  not  beard  of  Guildhall  on  Lord  Mayor's  Day,  and  the 
Easter  Ball  at  the  Mansion  House  P  But  we  profane  not  the  pene- 
tralia where  even  Cktmmon-Councilmen  fear  to  tread  >  The  City 
Marshals,  and  men  in  armour  (Hero*  malgri  eux  /) ;  the  pensive-look- 
ing state-coachman,  in  all  the  plumpness,  pomp,  and  verdure  of 
prime  feeding,  wig,  and  bouquet ;  the  postilion,  "  a  noticeable 
man,"  with  velvet  cap  and  jockey  boots  ;  the  hi^-bred  and  high^Sed 
aristocracy  of  the  Poultry  and  (Jheapside,  and  their  Banquet,  which 
might  tempt  Diogenes  to  blow  himself  up  to  such  a  pitch  of  obesity, 
that,  instead  of  living  in  a  tub,  a  tub  might  be  said  to  live  in  him, 
are  subjects  infinitely  too  lofty  for  plebeian  handling.  Csesar  was 
told  to  beware  of  the  Ides  of  March ;  and  are  not  November  fogs 
equally  ominous  to  the  London  citizen  ?  If,  then,  by  some  culinary 
magic,  he  can  be  induced  to  cram  his  throat,  rather  than  to  cut  it, 
— ^to  feast  himself,  instead  of  the  worms, — to  prefer  a  minuet'  in  the 
Counpil  Chamber  to  the  Dance  Macabre  in  the  shades  below,  —  the 


Lords,  Dukes,  and  Earls  I  please, 

With  singing,  fun,  and  grunting; 
I  blow  the  horn  with  ease. 

And  I  can  ride  a-hnnting, 

Broomstick  rile ! ' 

Redtatire. 
This  said,  the  Broomstick  hastily  he  took. 
And  snapp'd  it  short  at  one  malicious  stroke. 
Nor  ended  there  his  dread  rerengeful  ire> 
But  with  a  grin  he  thrust  it  in  the  fire  ; 
Though  soon  his  voice  in  penitential  strain 
His  Broomstick  thus  bemoum'd,  but  moum'd  io  rain. 

{Mgfond  thepherdt,  ^.) 

<■  My  poor  Broomstick,  of  Broomsticks  the  best, 

On  which  I  was  wont  for  to  play. 
Whose  notes  were  the  sweetest  confest, 

To  ashes  is  quite  burnt  away  ! 

Oh,  where  shall  I  find  one  so  dear, 

That  the  table  oft  set  in  a  roar  * 
Thy  grunting,  so  soft  to  the  ear, 

Shall  revive  the  choice  spirits  no  more ! ' " 

There  is  a  curious  Tobacco  Paper  of  Skaggs  playing  on  his  broomstick  in  full 
concert  with  a  jovial  party  !  One  of  the  principal  performers  is  a  good-humound 
looking  gentleman  bating  harmony  out  of  the  salt-box. 

'  "  Still  a  beau,  though  my  locks  are  grey. 

Dancing,  prancing, 

Laughing,  quaffing. 
Who  but  I,  on  my  Lord  Mayor's  Day, 
To  charm  the  hearts  of  the  gay,  boys  ? 
Sec  me  advance,  all  powder  and  friz. 
The  pretty  girls  lift  their  glasses  to  quiz, 

With  looks  so  sly. 

They  giggle  and  cry, 
*  What  an  elegant  fellow  the  Alderman  is !  ' 
Sidling,  bridling,  gammon  and  strut — 

Zounds  !  my  cough,  ma'am  : — 

Now  lead  off,  ma'am — 
Capering,  upering,  shuffle  and  cut, 
For  that  is  the  time  o'  day,  Iwys  !  " 
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■id  Magog  have  not  been  celebrated 


cords,  in  what  butgnjmc  or  tetter  to- 
tKe  the  deere  trttsure*  of  hii  time  and  eye-sifftii. 
In  th>*  certainty,  that  there  ii  no  iiilijcct  upon 
kia  fpivemmmt  with  the  like  (tate  and  ma^iii* 
I  Ciily  of  Ijondon."  Thin  nrai  wid  liy  the  author 
^013.  The  fullowing  Hit  o(  City  Poets  will  show 
~ant  otic  In  the  olden  time  : — George  Peek  ;  An- 

Thotnat  Jd'nUltton ;  John  Squire  ;  John  IVeb- 

Toftor  (the  Water- Poet,  one  of  Ben  Jonaon'i 

•-n.,u.  1  .   EJvard  Cajrton,  and  T.  B.  (of 

!>anU  ;  John  Tatham  ;    Thomat 

I  he  last  of  the  poetical  parvani 

te  iuiuiortal  v«ne.     One  of  tha  moat 

nta  waa  **  IjonJon't  Triumph  ;  or,  the  Solemn 
1  Honourable  Gentleman,  Robert  Titchbum,  Lord 
bkg  his  oalli  at  H'fttmintler,  the  momin'  after  Si- 
fSii,  llk>G.  With  tlie  Speeches  spoken  at  K<iat<r> 
f^ln  the  fint  placa,"  (tayi  the  City  I'oet  T.  D.) 
pMMttabla  aooetie  exerdiing  arm*  in  CrippUgatt 
i  march 'd  in  a  military  order  to  the  houie  of  my 
f  (Ml  him,  and  from  thence  marcli'd  before  him  to 
^yart  of  them  under  the  red  colcmn  embarqued 
lit  and  another  part  took  »-ater  at  Stone  Stairea, 
ivnifla  to  the  other  ;  and  thence  wafting  to  the 
m  an  encounter  between  each  party,  which  con* 
r  ;  a  third  Ixxly,  omniitiiig  of  pikes  and  muiqtketa, 
I  there  fram  the  iMtlienienti  of  the  owtle  gave 
of  thnae  that  pau'd  along  the  ittreame.  Part  be> 
Mrall  bar^ea,  with  drums  heating,  and  tnimpeu 
■Mick  to  take  the  eare^  while  the  floggi  and  silver 
iectable  to  the  beholders. 


^nnpanie 


^^    .  .  together  with  the  military  aouldien 

ktor  lolemnltie,  than  which  there  hath  not  been 
name*  ever  unce  the  city  stood.  The  Lord  Alaior 
lies  went  to  their  teverull  stations  appointed  for 
j  Maiur  lieiiig  now  readie  to  proceed  on  his  way, 
■rith  drums  beating  and  colours  flying,  all  in  a 
<t  them  the  aged  pensioners  of  the  city,  doing  a 
niotananoe,  went  bearing  the  escucheuns  of  the 
f  of  that  Company  out  of  which  the  Lord  Maior 

S -ushers  adom'd  with  gold  eluuiies ;  behind 
gownes  furr'd  with  foynes,  and  ujiun  them 
>wed  tlie  Worshipfull  Company  of  Skinnen 
t  member.  Next  thcoe,  the  city  officers  passing 
rith  the  Sword,  Mace,  and  Cap  of  Maintenance 
Recorder,  and  all  the  aldermen  in  scarlet  gowns 
hack  !  !)  Thus  attended,  he  rode  from  BainarvTM 
lies  standing  on  both  sides  of  tiie  way  a>  farr  as 
esdy  to  reoaive  him.  When  he  was  come  right 
seem'd  to  meet  him.  On  the  pageant  stood  two 
ir'd  iu  the  habit  of  their  country  ;  at  the  fuure 
k  cloth  of  silver,  with  their  haire  dishriveld,  and 
m'd  to  be  the  emblenie  of  a  city  pensive  and  for- 
lOr :  the  Moors  and  leopards,  like  evill  customs 
tie  of  undefended  virtue  ;  whicii  made  an  iiged 
the  pageant,  nmnUed  in  a  black  garment,  with  a 
kila  the  condition  '>f  his  native  city  ;  but  thus  he 
tiKh  uf  the  Ix>rd  Maior,  as  if  now  he  had  espy'd 
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CHAPTER    V. 


But  Easter-iMonday  was  not  made  only  for  the  city's  dancing  digJ 
nitaries.     It  draws  up  the  curtain  of  our  popular  merriments;  «n« 
Whit-Monday,  1  not  a  whit  less  merry,  trumpets  forth  their  joyou 


the  tafety  of  hii  country,  he  threw  off  his  moumint;  weetla,  and  with  the  futlon 
speech  made  known  the  joy  he  liad  for  the  election  of  to  happy  and  jatt  a  i 
gistrate. 

•  •  •  • 

('  The  ipeech  lieing  ipnken,  the  finl  pageant  past  nu  before  the  Lord  Mara^ 
far  M  Mtreera'  Cluippel ;  a  ffyant  being-  twelve  foot  in  height  going  before  the 
pageant  for  the  delight  of  the  people.  Over  against  Soper-Lane  End  stood  another 
pageant  also  ;  upon  this  were  placM  several  sorts  of  beasts,  as  Lyons,  tygcm,  tiiBii, 
leopards,  foxes,  apes,  monkeys,  in  a  great  wildemeue ;  at  the  forepart  whereof 
sate  Pan  with  a  pipe  in  his  band  ;  in  the  middle  was  a  canopie,  at  the  portal 
whereof  sale  Orpheui  in  an  antique  attire,  plajnng  on  his  harp,  while  all  the  bcaata 
■eem'd  to  dance  at  tlie  sound  of  his  melody.  Under  the  canopie  sate  four  tatynJ 
[Jaying  ou  pipes.  Tlie  embleme  of  tiiis  pageunt  secm'd  proper  to  the  Company  oi 
of  which  the  I<ard  Maior  was  elected  ;  putiin);  the  spectators  in  mind  how  miu 
they  ought  to  esteem  such  a  calling,  as  dad  the  Judges  in  their  garment*  of  1 
nour,  and  Princes  in  their  robes  of  majeiitie,  and  makes  the  weahhy  ladies  eonCi 
winter,  to  appear  clnd  in  tlieir  sable  ftirrs.  A  second  signification  of  this  emblem  may 
he  this,  —  that  as  Orplteun  tam'd  the  wild  beasts  by  the  alluring  sound  of  his  me- 
lody, lo  doth  a  just  and  upright  governor  tame  and  govern  the  wild  affections  et 
men,  by  good  and  wholesome  lawea,  causing  a  general  joy  and  pence  in  the  place 
where  he  commands.  Which  made  Orpheua,  being  well  experienced  ia  this  truth,  • 
to  oddresse  himself  to  the  Lord  Maior  in  these  following  line*.  ' 

•  •  ■  • 

"  The  speech  being  ended,  the  Lord  Maior  rodo  forward  to  his  house  in  Siietr\ 
Street,  the  military  bands  still  going  before  him.  When  he  was  in  this  houie,  the 
saluted  him  with  two  volleys  of  shot,  and  so  marching  again  to  their  ground  in 
CrippU-gate  Churchyard,  they  lodg'd  their  colours  ;  and  as  they  began,  so  concluded 
this  dayes  triumph." 

The  above  is  one  of  the  rarest  of  the  city  pageants,  and  also  one  of  the  mmt  in-  | 
teresling.  When  tlie  barges  wherein  the  stildiers  were  came  right  against  WhUt^i 
hall,  they  saluted  the  Lord  Protector  and  his  Council  with  several  rounds  of  mus-| 
ketry,  which  the  Lord  Protector  answered  with  «'  signal  testimonies  of  grace 
courtesie."  And  returning  to  M^hitehnll,  after  the  Lord  Mayor  had  uken  th«1 
oath  of  offic«  l>efnro  the  Barons  of  the  Exchequer,  they  saluted  the  Lord  Protector  I 
with  '^another  volley."  The  city  of  London  had  been  actively  instrumental  in  the] 
deposition  and  death  of  King  Charles  the  First,  and  Onmwell  could  not  do  leMJ 
than  acknowledge,  with  some  show  of  respect,  the  blank  cartridges  of  his  oldl 
friends.  The  furr'd  gowns  and  gold  chains,  however,  made  the  amende  konanbttA 
when  they  '*  jumped  Jim  Crow,"  and  helped  to  restore  King  Charles  the  Second.     I 

■  June  9,  I7B6.  On  Mliit-Tuesday  waa  cc!ebrate<l  at  Hendon  in  Middlesex,  al 
burletque  imitation  of  the  Olympic  Games.  One  prir«  was  a  gold-hiced  hat,  to  b«  j 
grinned  for  by  six  candidates,  who  were  placed  on  a  platform,  with  horaei' 
to  exhibit  through.    Over  their  heads  was  printed  in  capitals, 

Detur  Tetriori  ;  or 
The  ugliest  grinner 
Shall  be  the  winner. 

Each  party  grinned  five  minutes  aoliu,  and  then  all  united  in  a  grand  ehoinu  { 
distortion.     This  prize  was  carried  by  a  porter  to  a  vinegar  merchant,  tlu 
wu  aoeuMsd  by  his  competitors  of  foul  play,  for  rinsiug  his  niuuth  with  < 
The  whole  waa  coneludeid  by  a  hog,  with  his  tail  shaved  and  soaped,  being  latl 
among  nine  peasants;  any  one  of  which  that  could  seize  him  by  the  qume^  i 
throw  him  acroM  hi*  shoulders,  was  to  have  him  for  a  reward.     This  oocaaio 
much  B[iort ;  but  the  animal,  after  running  some  mile*,  lo  tired  his  hunters 
they  gave  up  the  chase  in  despair.     A  prodigious  concourse  of  people  attend*  _ 
aiaoug  whom  were  the  Tripolijic  AmUiMtulor,  and  several  other  persons  at  dial 
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!  return  of  these  festive  Reasons  when  the 
Bwn  and  its  beautiful  suburbs,  in  spite  of 
L  and  taxes,  repair  to  the  royal  park  of 
nielancholy  !  We  delight  to  contemplate 
beir  endless  variety  of  character  and  ros- 
ta  holiday-makers  hurrying  to  the  jocund 
ime  pleasures  which  the  genius  of  wakes, 
I  for  her  votaries.  The  gods  assembled 
a  more  glorious  sight  than  the  laughing 
I,'  rolling  down  from  its  enchanting  sum- 

E!  Hark  to  the  loud  laugh  of  some 
ir  roll  and  tumble.  Yonder  is  a  wed- 
during  village.  See  the  jolly  tar,  with 
iusers,  checked  shirt,  radiant  with  a  gilt 
\ece,  rellnw  straw-hat,  striped  stockings, 
t  bri(fe,  with  her  rosy  cheeks  and  white 
leir  heels  and  hearts!  And  the  blythe- 
their  train  —  noviciates  in  the  temple  of 
irill  be  called  upon  to  act  as  principals ! 
wishes,  and  good  humour.  Scandal  is 
'ay ;  disappointment  gathers  hope ;  and 
■  an  Irish  wake,  shall  make  many. 

tl  Oyes!  Oyes! 

ripatetic  pieman  rings  his  bell 

g,  noon,  or  when  >ou  sit  at  ere ; 

ind  gentlemen,  I  Ruess 

)ds  no  ^host  to  tell, 

tifi,  recitaiire, 

tii.es  and  gingerbread  to  sell  1 

^  Greenwich  UUl,  or  Holiday  Gambols,"  with  the 


sin,  who  are  nek  of  the  iport, 
guid  follies  of  ball-room  or  court, 
re  tile  Mall,  and  w  Greenwich  resort. 
I  irith  raptures  that  never  can  pall, 
lelighia  of  aMembly  and  InUI, 
trselvM,  and  just  nuthing  at  all." 

token  of  returning  hilarity.  The  Regent'<  Park, 
Gelds,  presented  one  merry  mass  of  animated 
as  a  regular  fair,  —  with  swings,  roundabout*, 
I,  theatreii,  donkey-mces,  penny  diaif>e<i,  and 
ington  murder,  the  Queen's  marria^,  the  arrival 
re  uf  the  Clmrtiat  rioters  !  Uanipscead  lleath, 
led  out  their  itud.H  of  Jerusalem  ponies.  Copeu- 
ue  and  the  White  Conduit,  echoed  with  jollity; 
ueUes  witli  crirJcet,  five*,  and  archery.  How 
wey  described  the  origin  of  "  Sally  in  our  Alley," 
iion  with  tender  emotion,  and  called  forth  hia 
I 'prentice,  making  holiday  with  his  sweetheart, 
m,  tlio  puppet-shows,  the  flying-chairs,  and  ail 
whence  proceeding  to  the  Farthing  Hye-bouse, 
heese-cakea,  gammon  of  baoon,  stuffed  beef,  and 
«nes  the  author  dodged  them.  Charmed  witli 
lt«  drew  from  what  he  iiad  witnessed  this  little 
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Tarls  of  goo»el)erry,  raspWrry,  crnnberry  ; 
Hare  boniie-bouchM  brought  from  Idanbury  ; 

Puffs  and  pie-iet 

Of  itll  sons  and  sites  ; 

GiDzer  beer, 

That  won't  moke  you  queer, 
Like  ihu  treble  X  alt  of  Taylor  and  Hanbury  1  " 

"  Here,  good  Chrigtians,  are  five  Reasons  why  yciu  s/touldn'i  go  to 
a  fair,  publisheKl  by  the  London  Lachrymose  Society  for  the  sup- 
pression of  fun." 

"And  here,  good  Christians,  are  five-and-fifty  why  you  shouUl ! 
published  by  my  Lord  Chancellor  Cocke  Lorel,  President  of  the 
Ilijifh  ('ourl  of  ftluinmery,  mid  Conscience- Keeper  to  his  merry 
Mi«jc»ty  of  Quecrumania,  for  the  promotion  of  jollity." 

These  sealous  rivals  vociferated  in  each  other's  ears,  sous  inter- 
miitiiion.  The  former  gave  awny  his  five  reasons  for  nothing — which 
was  nlMiut  tlieir  value :  still  Chancellor  Cocke  Lord's  fifty-five  had 
the  greater  circulation,  though  at  the  noli  me  langcrc  price  of  a 
Penny  Magazine. 

One  of  the  better  order  of  mendicants,  whom  time  had  touched 
with  a  Identic  and  reverent  hand,  and  on  whose  smooth,  pale  brows, 
hun^  the  blossoms  of  the  grave,  arrested  our  attention  with  the 
following  quaint  ditty,  which  pleased  us,  inasmuch  that  it  seemed  to 
smack  of  the  olden  time. 

"  I  lore  but  only  one, 
Aud  ihou  art  only  she 
That  loves  but  only  one — 
Let  me  that  ooly  be ! 

Requite  me  with  the  like. 

And  say  thou  unto  roe 
Thou  lov'si  but  only  one. 

And  I  am  ouly  he  I  " 

"  Cold  comfort  this,  broiling  and  frying  under  a  burning  hot  sun  ! ' 
soliloquised  «  solitary  ballad-singer.  "  But,  what's  the  use  of  sigh- 
ing.'"    {Singing.)    "Gently,  Simon  Scrape,  you  can't  afford  to  sing 
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to  yourself  solus. — Good  luck  to  me  1  A  rush  o'  two! — A  merry 
holiday  to  your  honours !  "  And,  having  two  strings  to  his  liow,  and 
one  to  his  fiddle,  be  put  a  favourite  old  tune  to  the  rack,  commenced 
killing  time  by  beating  it,  and  enforced  us  to  own  the  soft  impeach- 
ment of 

THE  BALLAD-SING EK'S  APOLOGY  FOli  GREENWICH  FAIR. 

Up  hill  and  lioMii  hill,  'tis  alwnys  the  snme  ; 
Mankiml  (-tci  ^'rumbling,  und  fortune  to  bUfflof 
To  fortune,  'tu  uphill,  ambition  and  strife ; 
And  fortune  obtoin'd — then  liie  downhill  of  life  I 

We  toil  up  the  hill  till  »  the  top ; 

But  are  not  permitted  '  i  to  slop! 

(I  how  much  mor«  quK  k  »<  im;^i  und  than  wc  climbt 

Th«re  'i  no  lucking  fojit  Uic  swift  wheels  of  f)ld  Time. 

Gsy  Grevnwich  !  thy  happv  young  holiday  train 
llrro  roll  down  the  hill,  and  then  mount  it  usain. 
Tile  upi  and  downs  \i(v  has  brini;  tvrrow  uul  aXK  ; 
But  frolic  and  mirth  utiemi  those  at  the  fair. 
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Il^ondon,  of  high  city  lineage, 
I  glad  will),  and  wh^r  shouldn't  Greenwich  f 
tch  a  cdicIl  figure  it  cut»! 
1  we  crack  our  gingerbread  nuU  ? 

' '      lent  powers, 
'.  u*  take  oars  ! 
.....  ».:.^r,  m«ttieuts, 
1,  and  Uie  gravity  your»t 

1  spark  of  pood  liumour  alive, 
t»  and  »|K>rls  We  revive. 
in,  for  now  is  your  time  — 
tny  ballads  ?  tbey  're  reaion  and  rhyme." 

Lfalrfl  were  celebrated  pUces  of  resort  in 
lodicum  of  &trange  monsters. 

'Geo.  1.  R. 

1,  and  particularly  those  thnt  are  lovers 
;  seen  during  the  time  of  Peckham  Fair, 
ig  Wild  Beasts  and  Birds,  lately  arrived 
the  World. 

led  the  I'elUcan  that  suckles  her  young 
»  Egypt. 
act,  a  beautiful  bird,  not  one  of  the  kind 

was  brought  from  Archangcll,  being  a 
liaving  the  finest  tallons  o£  any  bird  that 
ft  of  his  head  is  covered  with  hair,  tlie 

mbles  the  wool  of  a  Black  ;  below  that 

liT,  that  he  cloaks  his  head  with  at  night. 

curiosity. 
This  is  the  bird  that  takes  the  lofliest 
Tliere  is  no  bird  but  this  that  can  fly 

a  naked  eye. 

I  from  B  Lioness,  and  like  a  foreign  Wild 

le-Panther,  from  Turkey.     This  Beast  is 

!  one  of  the  greatest  rarities  ever  seen  in 

be  seen  thousands  of  spots,  and  not  two 

id  surprising  Ht/trnas,  Male  and  Female, 
Africa,  These  Creatures  imitate  the 
the  Negroes  out  of  their  huts  and  plant- 
ley  have  a  mane  like  a  horse,  and  two 
lore  than  any  other  creature.  It  is  re- 
ts are  to  be  tamed,  but  Hytenas  they  are 

"oho  Savage,  having  all  the  actions  of  the 
at  his  full  growth}  will  be  upwards  of 

irising  Creatures  of  different  sorts,  too 
'  seen  from  9  in  the  rooming  till  9  at 
till  they  are  sold.  Also,  all  manner  of 
are  bought  and  sold  at  the  above  place 
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BIr.  IMathews's  Bartholemew  Fair  showman  had  surely  %een  Joh 
Bennett's  bill  i 

The  grand  focus  of  attraction  was  in  the  immediate  vicinity 
the  "  Kenlish  Drovers,"  and  what  a  roaring  trade  did  it  drive  whe 
Flocklon's  Fantochti  and  Musical  Clock,  Mr.  Conjuror  Lane,  Sir  Jef^ 


§ 


Jrey  Dunstan,  and  the  Mackabee  Monsters,  made  Peckham  fair 
St.  Bartholomew  in  little.     This  once  merry  hostelrie  was  a  favouri 
suburban  retreat  of  Dicky  Suett.     Cherub  Dicky  !  (we  never  thin 
of  him  without  a  smile  and  a  tear,)  who  when  (to  use  his  own  pecu- 
liar phrase)  his  "copper  required  cooling," mounted  the  steady,  old- 
fashioned,  three  mile  an  hour  Peckham  stage,  and  journeyed  hither  to 
allay  his  thirst,  and  qualify  his  alcohol  with  a  refreshing  draught  of" 
Derbyshire  ale.     The  landlord  (who  was  quite  a  character)  and  be 
■were  old  cronies  i  and,  in  the  snug  little  parlour  behind  the  bar,  of" 
which  Dicky  had   the  etttr^e,  their   hob-and- nobbing*  struck    out 
sparks  of  humour  that,  had  they  exhaled  before  the  lamps,  woul^l 
have  set  the  theatre  in  a  roar.     .Suett  was  a  great  frequenter  of  fair^l 
He  «tood  treat  to  the   conjurors,   feasted   the  tragedy   kings   and 

f|ueens,  and  many  a  mountebank  did  he  make  muzzy.  Once  in  a 
rolic  he  changed  clothes  with  a  Jack  Pudding,  and  played  Barker 
and  Blr.  Jlerriman  to  a  precocious  giantess  ;  when  he  threw  her  lord 
and  master  into  such  an  ecstncy  of  mirth,  that  the  fellow  vowed  hys^| 
terically  that  it  was  cither  the  devil,  or  (for  his  fame  had  travelle^l 
before  him)  Dicky  Suett.  He  was  a  piscator,'  and  would  make  a 
huge  parade  of  his  rod,  line,  and  green-painted  tin-can,  sallying  forth 
on  a  fine  morning  witli  dire  intentions  against  the  gudgeons  and 
perch :  but  Dicky  was  a  merciful  angler :  he  was  the  gudgeon,  few 


'  All  iports  that  inflict  pain  on  hny  living  thinp,  without  attaining  some  um 
end,  are  wanton  und  cowardly.     Wild  bosrs,  wolvm,  foxes,  *.c.  may  be  hunted 
extermination,  for  they  are  public  robben ;  but  to  hunt  the  noble  deer,  for 
ttXkA  pleaxttre  oi  huntin|<  him,  i«  base.     How  beautirully  has  8hakspeare  plei 
the  cauie  of  humanity  in  his  picture  of    the  "sobbing  de«r;"  and  SWidu 
Knowlea  has  some  fine  lines  on  this  detestable  spurt. 

"  And  yet  I  pity  the  poor  crowned  deor, 
And  nlwnvs  fancy  'tit  by  Fortune's  spite. 
That  lordly  head  of  his  be  bears  so  high-— 
Like  rirttie,  stately  in  calamity, 

And  htJiitcd  by  the  human,  worldly  hound, 

Is  made  to  fly  before  the  pack,  that  ntrnight 
Burst  into  sonjf  ut  prospect  of  his  death. 
Vou  say  their  cry  i.s  harmony  ;  und  yut 
The  chorus  scarce  is  music  to  my  ear, 
When  I  bethink  me  what  it  sounds  to  his  ; 
Nor  deem  I  sweet  the  note  that  rings  the  kneJI 
Of  the  once  merry  forester  I  " 

With  all  our  lore  of  honest  Ixaak  Walton,  and  admiration  of  his  dieerful  pietyl 
and  beautiful  philosophy,  wc  feel  a  shuddering  when  the  "sentimenml  old  sava^-e  ' 
gives  his  niiuule  iiistruciinns  to  Uie  tyro  in  angling  how  most  skilfully  to  tran>fil 
the  writhing  worm,  (as  though  you  "  toeed  him  !  '*)  and  torture  a  poor  fish.  P»« 
catur  is  a  cowardly  rojfue  to  sit  upon  s  fair  bank,  U»e  sun  shining  abore.  and  lh( 
pure  stream  rippling  beneath,  with  his  instruments  of  death,  playing  pan^  agxinai 
p«ng,  and  life  infiiitrst  life,  for  his  cnntemjJalire  rocreutinti.  M'hat  would  lie  say 
to  a  hook  through  his  own  gullet  ?  Would  it  milig^nte  his  dying  agonies  to  henr  1 
dirge  (even  tl\c  milkmaids  song  !)  chanted  in  harmonious  concert  with  a  brother 
the  angle,  who  liad  played  tlie  like  sinister  trick  on  his  companion  in  the  water* ' 


ng  his  comiral  figure,  stole  his  bait,  and 
Ipots  and  old  shoes.  Here  he  sat  in  his 
per,  dreaming  oP  future  quarterns,  and 
pt  would  make  the  man  in  the  moon  hold 
whole  planet  with  laughter.  His  hypo- 
I  valley  ;  he  dug  his  grave  with  bis  bottle, 
dat  a  troop  of  spirits.  Peace  to  his  mane^ .' 
^  where  he  familiarly  stirred  the  embers; 
loed  to  "  Old  ff'igs  I "  chanted  by  Garrett's 
Be  l>eta)  when  be  danced  hop-scotch  on  a 
tkrs  and  tobacco  pipes  I  Hushed  is  the 
Dent,  as  if  to  give  our  last  assertion  a  flat 

Ce  calls  "  the  lie  direct,"  some  stray  Cory- 
Apollo  of  a  select  singing  party  in  the 
knusically  apostrophised  his  filouzelinda 


I  her,  she 's  rosy  wilhout  roa^, 

M  brown  tum'd  up  wiih  britrlit  gambouge : 

iVitar,  she  plays  the  harpsichols, 

Dty  pouods  in  Thr«e  per  Ceut  Consols. 

if  law,  was  my  fond  heart  beguiled ; 
'  ear— she  whisper'd,  "  Draw  it  mild  I" 
e  bell  :  what  muffin-man  doe«  not  ? 
I  gain'd  yourp 'tnf,  perhaps  you  'II  stand  your  pot. 

•nour  bright,  jent  pnckuig  for  a  cheat; 
buck  ni«  well  when  he  was  on  his  beat, 
lok  his  head,  "  ray  dolor  lie  your  dow'r; 
ake  my  staff',  and  go  and  cry — the  hour." 

dded'  were ;  she 's  won,  and  we  are  one ; 
moon,  has  had  a  little  son. 
mart,  there 's  none  than  Sally  smarter; 
,  and  now  I  ».iy  it  nrler. 

"Geo.  2,  R. 

to  all  gentlemen,  ladies,  and  others, 

.t  the  end  of  the  great  booth  on  Bhck' 
ge  lately  come  from  the  We*t  of  Eng- 
irs  of  age  alix>e,  having  two  heads,  one 
face  smooth  ;  having  no  hands,  fingers, 
undress,  knit,  sew,  read,  sing,"  {Query — 
')  "  and  do  several  sorts  of  work  ;  very 
ehaviour.  She  has  had  the  honour  to  be 
le  King's  physician,  and  several  of  the 
re  satisfaction  to  all  that  ever  see  her. 
eight  in  the  morning  till  nine  at  night, 

lies  may  see  her  at  their  own  housea,  if 
der  never  was  shewn  in  England  before 
1741. 

"  Vivat  Rex." 
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Our  West  of  England  lady'  beats  little  Matthew  Buckinger  by  a 
head. 
Peckham'^  and  Blackbeath  Fairs  are  abolished ;  and  those  of  Cam- 


'  That  the  caricaturist  baa  been  out-caricatured  by  Nature  no  one  will  denf 
WilkfS  wa*  to  abominably  ugly  that  he  said  it  always  look  him  half  an  hour  to  ti 
sway  hii  face  ;  and  Mirabeuu,  speaking  uf  his  o»ii  countenance,  said,  "  Fancy  i 
tiger  marked  witli  the  aniall-^Kix  !  "  M'e  have  m«ii  an  Adonis  contemplate  fine  i 
Cniikihank's  wiumsical  fibres,  of  which  hii  particular  ahanka  were  the  fiov-iAv 
and  rail  at  the  artist  for  libelling  Dame  Nature  !  How  marvellously  ill-favour 
were  Lord  Lovat,  Alagliabecchi,  Scarron,  and  the  wall-eyed,  bottle-nosed  Buok^ 
horse  the  Bruiser  !  how  deformed  and  frightful  Sir  Harry  Dimsdale  and  Sir  Je' 
frey  Dunstan  !  What  would  linve  been  said  of  the  painter  of  imaginary  Sii 
twins  ?  Yet  we  have  "  The  tnje  Dtscriplion  of  two  Monsterous  Children,  born( 
in  the  parish  of  Swaiibunio  in  Buckiii^linm»tiyre,  the  4th  of  Aprill,  Antiu  Domii 
1566;  the  two  Children  having  ttulh  their  iM^liea  fast  juyned  together,  and  imhr 
oing  one  another  with  their  arraes  :  which  Children  were  both  alyve  by  the  ^patx  i 
half  an  howcr,  and  wer  baptised,  and  named  the  one  John,  and  the  other  Joan/'- 
A  limilar  wonder  was  exhibited  in  Queen  Anne's  reign,  viz.  <*Two  monstro 
girls  bi»m  in  the  Kiii4;ilom  of  Hungnry,"  which  were  to  !«■  seen  "  from  8  o'clock  ia 
the  morning  till  D  at  night,  >ip  one  pair  of  stairs,  at  Blr.  William  SuilcJiffe,  a  Drug- 
ster's  Shop,  at  the  sign  of  the  Golden  Anchor,  in  the  Strand,  nenr  Chari ng-C ross.* 
The  Siamese  twins  of  our  own  time  are  fresh  in  every  one's  memory.  Shaksp 
throw«  out  a  pleMant  sarcasm  at  the  cliaracteristic  curiosity  of  the  Knglish  nation 
Trinculo,  upon  first  beholding  Caliban,  exclaims, — "  A  strange  fish  !  were  I  ia 
EngUiml  now  (its  I  once  was),  and  tuid  but  this  fish  painted,  not  a  holiday  fool 
there  but  would  give  a  piece  of  silver  :  there  would  this  moiuiler  make  a  man: 
when  ihey  will  not  give  a  doit  to  relieve  a  lame  lieggar,  they  will  lay  out  ten  to 
see  a  dead  Indian.'" 

*  Packham  Fair,  August  1787-  —  Of  tlie  four-fooled  race  were  bears,  moukeya, 
dandng-dogs,  a  learned  pig,  &c.  Mr.  Floektnn,  in  his  theatrical  booth  opposite  the 
Kentuh  Drover*,  exhibited  the  Italian  fantocini  ;  the  farce  of  the  Conjurer  ;  and 
hia  ^'  inimitable  musical  ■clock."  Mr,  Lane,  "first  ])erfonner  to  the  King,"  played 
off  his  ''' snap-snap,  rip-rap,  crirk-urack,  and  thunder-tricks,  that  the  grown  labie* 
stared  like  worried  cat*."  This  extraordinary  genius  "will  drive  about  forty 
twelve-penny  nails  into  any  gentlenuiii's  breech,  place  liim  in  a  loadstone  chair, 
and  draw  them  out  wittiuul  the  least  pain  !  He  is,  in  short,  the  most  wonderful 
of  all  wonderful  creatures  the  world  ever  wondered  at."  i 

Sir  Jeffrey  Dunstan  sported  his  handsome  figure  within  his  booth  ;  outside  oCfl 
which  was  displayed  a  staring  likeness  of  the  elegant  original  in  his  pink  utia^l 
smalls.  His  dress,  address,  and  oratory,  fascinated  the  audience  ;  in  fact,  <•  Jeffjr^ 
was  quite  tooish  !  " 

In  opposition  to  the  "  Monstrous  Craws  "  at  the  Koyal  Grove,  were  shown  in  • 
bam  ''  four  womlerful  hum.iu  creatures,  brought  three  thousand  miles  beyond 
China,  from  the  Kickashaw  Mncka^xee  country,  viz. 

"  A  man  with  a  chin  eleven  indies  long.  ^| 

"  Another  with  as  many  wens  and  warts  on  his  face  as  knots  on  ma  old  haroi^l 
back.  ^" 

<■'  A  third  with  two  large  teeth  five  indies  long,  strutting  beyond  bis  upper  lip, 
as  if  his  father  had  been  a  man-tiger  ! 

"  Aud  the  fourth  with  a  uohle  large  fiery  head,  that  looked  like  the  led-Lot  um 
on  the  tup  of  the  monument  !  " 

"  These  most  wonderful  wild-bom  human  beings  (the  Monstrous  Cnwt),  vt 
females  and  a  male,  are  of  very  snial)  stature,  being  little  less  or  more  than  fo 
feet  high ;  each  with  a  monstrous  craw  under  his  throat.  Their  country, 
guage,  &c.  arv  as  yet  unknown  to  mankind.  It  is  supposed  they  started  in  sin 
canoe  from  their  native  place  (a  remote  quarter  in  South  America,)  and  l>«>r 
wrecked,  were  picked  up  by  a  Spanish  vessel.  At  that  period  they  were  each  of  i 
dark  olive  complexion,  but  which  lias  astonishingly,  by  degrees,  changed  to  til 
colour  of  that  of  Europeans.  They  are  tractable  and  respectful  towards  itrangers, 
and  of  lively  and  merry  disposition  among  themselves  ;  singing  and  dancing  Ip  l)i« 
must  extmordinary  way,  at  the  will  and  pleasure  of  the  company." 
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|h<  are  fkst  going  the  way  of  tUl  fain.  Bow, 
jiWest-end  (Hampstead^),  and  Brook  Green 
pith  their  swings,  roundabouts,  spiced  gin- 
1^,  and  haUpettny  rattles  are  pa^ed  away. 
ff  Andrews  ot'Moorfieidd^  are  do  more  ;  the 


Mr  petty !)  wu  held  at  Union  Hall  oo  the  4th  Julr, 
jLmttrwtU  Pair,  which  is  ai  ol4  a*  DomcwlaT  Book. 
f  tiiCM  ill-conditioned,  peddling,  neddllng  Dag-berry 'i. 
iBine  forenoon  in  Iwering  a  eanae  between  an  ormnge- 
tben  rejourn  the  oontruverty  of  three- pence  to  a  se- 
^  you  ipMk  best  to  the  purpme,  it  ii  not  worth  the 
four  lintnJs  ile»erve  not  to  hooourshle  a  grare,  u  to 
b  be  eiitomlwd  in  an  am's  psck-i&ddle." 
■ad  (ixcy  years  u^.  Mount  Vesuirius,  or  the  burning 
and  homplpe-dandng  ;  a  forest,  vritli  tli»  hunxmn 
ttie  yminji  Folander  from  Sadler'*  WclU;  lereral 

brous  dialo^uF  between  Mr.  SwntcbaU  and  bis  wife  ; 

'  B<J(cr«de,  &£.  all  for  three- pence! 
Icssn.NcUun  and  I<ee  sent  down  a  theatrical  caravan 
tto  mcideniirly  mnnnerated.     But  the  "  Grand  Victo- 
p>int  of  attraction.     Its  refectory  was  worthy  of  the 
B,   beef,  tongue,  polony,  portable  swip,  and   bleep's 

^  of  Iamb,  moek-turile  soup  that'i  portable, 
jjr  jacket*  out,  and  made  the  folks  comfort-able  ' 

fer  of  a  menagerie  at  Edmontun  Fair  walked  into  the 
'  cubs.  He  then  paid  his  reapeets  to  the  husband 
'I/ion.  After  the  usual  compliinviitsry  greetiiigx 
t  roughly  thrust  open  themiinsttfr's  jaws,  anii  put 
at  the  same  lime  a  shout  that  made  it  tremble. 
}ut  in  leu  than  tn-o  months  afterwards,  when  re. 
B  fiiir  in  the  prorinces,  he  cried,  like  the  starling,  "  I 
k  !  "  demanding  at  the  same  time  if  the  litm  wo^ed 
the  joke  hud  been  played  iiuite  often  enough,  did  wag 
I  The  keeper  fell  n  victim  to  bis  temerity. 
«to  give  notice  that  HighyaU  Fair  will  be  kept  on 
riday  next,  iu  a  pleasant  shady  walk  in  the  middle  of 
I 

ibe  turned  loose,  and  he  that  takes  it  np  by  the  iaiI 
thall  have  it.     To  pay  twopence  entrance,  aud  uu 

0  be  run  by  two  men,  a  hundred  yards  in  two  sacks, 
>urage  the  sport,  the  landlord  at  the  Mitre  will  give 
by  six  men,  the  winner  to  have  them, 
le  ten  shiUings,  \vill  be  run  fur  by  men  twelve  times 
shilling  entrance  -.  no  let*  than  four  to  start ;  a* 
the  sec4ind  muu  to  liavc  all  the  money  above  four. 
It  that  never  won  that  value." 
ftamble  ;  or,  The  World  going  quite  3Iad.  To  tl>« 
bear  of  the  News.'  London  :  Printed  fur  J.  Bland, 
iou*  broadside. 

jr  seasons  was  an  epitome  of  Bartlemy  Fair,  Its 
ring  on  the  top.  A  stage  near  the  H'iadmiU  Tavern, 
sous  for  its  grinning.matches.  Moorlieldii  liod  <ine 
1st  the  Merry  Andrew  was  practising  liisbufTuonuriea 
|uarter,  the  itinerant  Methodist  preacher  was  holding 
■  his  ranting  parson  exclaim, 

mansion*  of  Moorfieldi  I  '11  bawl, 
mothers  brothers,  sisters,  all. 
ihops,  and  listen  to  my  call !  " 
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Gooseberry  Fairs  '  of  Clerkenwell  and  Tottenham  Court  *  Road,  (the 
minor  Newmarket  and  Doncaster  of  Donkey-racing  !)  are  come  to  a 
brick-and-mortary  end.  High-smoking  chimneys  and  acres  of  tiles 
shut  out  the  once  pleasant  prospect,  and  their  GefTray  Gambados 
(now  grey-headed  jockeys  t)  sigh,  amidst  macadamisation  and  dust, 
tor  the  green  sward  where  in  their  hey-day  of  life  they  vritched 
the  fair  with  noble  donkeyship  ! — Croydon  (famous  for  roast^pork^ 


The  Act  12  of  Queen  Anue  aimed  at  tU»  eiipi>res!iion  of  the  Afoor/hhW  merri- 
ment*. The  showmen  asked  Justire  Fuller  to  license  tliem  in  April,  17l7i  '"'t'  io 
vain.  Fuller  had  u  battle-royal  with  itlcssrs.  Saunden  and  Masgaret,  two  .Middle- 
■es  juftice;),  who  aided  with  llio  cuiijurer?,  nnd  forbade  the  execution  of  Litt  witr< 
rant,  Juxtice  Fuller,  however,  having  declared  war  againit  Moorlields  mouate- 
bankinj;,  was  inu^orahle,  and  committed  the  iniiurgenta  to  the  house  of  correctlan  i 
from  whence,  after  three  hours'  duraaoe  rile  they  were  released  by  three  otber 
maf^istrates. 

Kennington  Common  wa*  also  a  favourite  spot  for  this  odd  variety  ofaports.     It 
was  here  that  Mr.  Mawworm  encountered  tlie  brick-bats  of  his  oangregation,  and  j 
bad  his  ■<  pious  tail  "  illuminated  with  the  squibs  and  crackers  of  the  imregenerate.  | 

'  This  fair  communcwd  in  the  New  Kivcr  pipe-fields,  and  continned  in  a  direct 
h'nc  as  far  as  the  top  nf  Elm  titroet,  where  it  terministed.  The  equMtrians  always 
made  a  point  of  ^allupiiij;  their  donkeys  furiously  past  die  bouse  of  correction. 

'"  April  a,  1  J4li. — At  the  Amphiilieatrical  Koolh  at  Totletiham  Court,  on  Mnik. 
day  next  (beinf;  Easter  IVIonduy),  Sir.  French,  dtsiif^iing  to  please  all,  in  making 
his  Country  Waki^  ctimiilete,  by  doabling  tlte  pnze>  given  to  be  played  for,  as  well 
as  the  sports,  has  already  engaged  some  of  the  best  gamesters, "Country  against 
London,  to  make  sides.  For  Citdgplling,  a  laced  bat,  value  one  pound  five  ahll-  , 
lings,  01*  one  guinea  in  gi>ld  ;  for  U'restling,  one  gttinea  ,  Money  for  Boxing,  be>J 
sides  Stage-money.  And,  to  crown  the  diversion  of  the  day,  be  gives  a  fine  Smtick 
to  be  jigged  for  by  Northern  Lasses  against  the  Nymphs  to  the  westward  of  St. 
Giles's  Church— to  be  entered  at  the  Ki^ral  Oak,  in  High  Street,  hy  Uob,  Clerk  of 
the  R<n-els,  or  his  deputy.  To  prevent  disorder,  no  gamester  or  otliers  will  be  ad- 
mitted without  a  tirJtet,  or  paying  at  the  dutir.  Those  who  engage,  their  money 
to  be  returned.  The  doors  will  lie  upcnt5d  at  eleven  o'clock  ;  the  spurt  to  begin  ac 
two.  Cudgelling  as  usual  b«fore  llie  prizes.  Best  seats,  Two  Shillings  ;  Pit  and 
First  Gallery,  One  Shilling  ;  Upper  fJallery,  Sixpence." 

Mr.  French  advertises.  May  Vl,  1748,  at  his  booth  at  TnUenJuim  Cour*,  six  men 
sewed  up  iu  sacks  to  run  six  times  the  length  of  the  stage  backwards  and  forwards 
for  a  prize,  —  a  prize  for  wrestling  and  dancing  to  tlie  pipe  and  tabor,  —  and  the 
gladiator's  dance.     He  also  kept  the  race-course  on  Tothill- Fields,  August  4,  1748. 

"  August  8,  \130.  —  At  Reynolds'  Great  Theatrical  Bimlh.  in  TotUtiham  Court, 
during  the  time  of  the  Fair,  will  be  presented  a  Comical,  Tragical,  Farcical  Drull, 
called  The  Kum  Duke  and  the  Queer  Duke,  or  a  Sledley  of  Mirth  and  Sorrow. 
To  which  will  be  added,  a  celebrated  Operaiical  fupjtet-Shoir,  culled  Punch's  Ora- 
tory, or  the  PleasuFfs  of  the  Town  ;  containing  several  diverting  passages,  pani>  1 
cularlya  very  elegant  dispute  between  Punch  and  another  great  Oratar(ileiileyp) ; 
Punch's  Family  Lecture,  or  Joan's  Chimes  on  her  tongue  to  some  tune.  No 
Wires — aU  alive  t  With  entertainments  uf  Dancing  by  MonAienr  St.  Luce,  and 
others." 

'  "At  the  IjOtnlon  Spam  (17J>4),  during  the  accustomed  time  of  the  WtlAFair^ 
will  be  the  usual  entertainment  of  Roaxt  Pork,  with  the  fam'd  soft.flavor'd  Spew 
Ale,  and  every  other  liquor  of  tlie  neatest  and  best  kinds,  agreeable  entertain- 
roents,  and  inviting  usage  from  tlie  Publick's  most  obedient  servant,  George  Duw- 
dell." 

Talking  of  Wetth  Fairs,  reminds  us  of  a  Dutch  Fair  that  was  held  at  Froj/mvn 
in  the  year  17!'5,  when  a  grand  fete  was  given  by  King  George  the  Third,  iu  oel«- 
liration  of  his  Queen's  birth-day,  and  tlie  recent  arrival  gf  the  Princess  of  Wales. 
A  number  nf  dancers  were  dressed  as  haymakers  -,  Mr.  Byrne  and  his  company  i 
danced  the  Morris-dance  ;  and  Savoyards,  in  character,  assisted  at  the  roerrimenla. 
Featt  of  horsemanship  were  exhibited  by  professors  from  the  Circus  ;  and  bootlia 
erected,  with  signs  on  the  outside,  for  good  eating  and  drinking  within,  and  the  sale  I 
of  toys,  work-bags.  |iocket.b<N)ks.and  fancy  articies.     Alundeu,  Kock,  and  litclodoa  J 
diverted  the  company  with  their  mirth  imd  music;  and  AlaJcDty  purliti)>alcd  in  tbaj 
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ty-Buth,  and  Bamet,  are  as  yet  nnsup- 
jf  Diischief — {[the  English  populace  (their 
MoriouB  for  this  barbarity^ — have  totally 
jkk,  the  growth  of  ages,  that  made  Fairlop 
VOU8  of  the  better  sort  of  holiday  folks, 
m,  tax-cart,  or  Tim-whisky-     How  oAen 

too,  under  its  venerable  shade. 
f  on  May-day),  during  the  early  part  of 
patronised  by  the  nobility  and  gentry, 
ting  Pond  for  the  ruder  class  of  holiday 
"ir  room,  on  the  west  side  of  Sun-court, 
ng  the  time  of  May  Fair,  the  astonishing 
~  his  wife."    Though  short,  she  wa« 


r  hiMd  two  day*,  and  iru  under  tlia  ta«t«(ul 

Hctoria  (not  Vieloria  for  the  Fair  /)  it  vnu  ren. 
Pair  beyond  the  fim  Friday  f "  Friday  'i  a  dry 
ntdywork  of  the  Barking  Mapstralea. 

.  abroad  let  no  dog  bark  !  " 

Mr  Ducking  Pond,  on  Monday  next,  the  S7lh  init, 
|d  dag  tea  yean  old,  hardly  a  tooth  in  hii  head 
irhU  goodneu  to  all  that  Itave  wen  him  hum) 
but  the  bitch  called  the  Flyin^r  Spaniel,  from  the 
|ia  water,  who  has  beat  all  she  tuu  hunted  against, 
Wd.  To  begin  at  two  o'clock, 
en  won't  take  it  amiu  to  pay  Twopence  admit- 
K,  which  will  be  allownl  at  Cath  in  their  reckon- 
lliout  a  ticket,  that  such  as  are  not  liked  may  be 


Us  Nero  with  hit  art  and  skill 

be  Flyiog  Bitch  against  her  will !  " 

tavons. 

tened  on  Monday  next  at  LimthoHte  Cttute,  being 
I  are  to  play  for  Four  Pounds,  and  a  lainb  to  be 
to  all  genJemen  iportuiien;  and  lereral  other 
let  Ten  o'clock  iu  the  foninoou." — foitnutn,  Jlh 

[90.  —  This  is  to  acquaint  the  publick,  that  on 
lUdays,  the  undenneulioned  ilivernious  will  take 
in  for  by  men  ;  a  6ne  Ham  to  be  plaved  for  at 
to  be  jumped  for  in  a  sack  ;  a  large  Piumb-ptid- 
tD  be  cudgelled  for,  —  with  smoking,  grinning 
divenions  ton  tedious  to  mention. 
S  usual." 

I  A  cruel  press-gang  (this  in  the  freedom  of  the 
masted  monarchy  of  the  middle  classes  I )  inier- 
ter-side  sports. 

Ban  ever  lost  his  appetite,  the  finder  of  it  must 
;  been  renowned  fur  strong  muscles  and  strung 

I. — A  strange  eating  worthy  is  to  perfonn  a  Tryal 
is  the  day  of  our  Fair,  for  a  wager  of  Five  Oul- 
la  of  bacon,  a  bushel  of  Frencii  beans,  with  two 
ind  to  drink  a  gallon  of  strung  b«er." 
won  "  here  receives  farinaceous  illustration  ! 
I>nie,  "  who  had  exhibitecl  as  the  Strong  Wo- 
I  IBI7,  at  a  very  advanced  age.  Madame  also 
Ifi2. 
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beautifully  formed,  and  of  a  lovely  countenance.  She  first  let  dak 
her  hair  (a  light  auburn),  of  a  length  descending  to  her  knees,  Mrbidi 
»he  twisted  round  the  projecting  part  of  a  blacksmith's  anvil,  and 
then  lifted  the  ponderous  weight  from  the  floor.  She  also  put  her 
bare  feet  on  a  red-hot  salamander,  without  receiving  the  least  in- 
jury. Alay  Fair  is  now  become  the  site  of  aristocratical  dwellings, 
where  a  strong  purse  is  required  to  procure  a  standing.  At  Horn 
Fair,  a  party  of  humorists  of  both  sexes,  cornuted  in  all  the  variety 
of  Bull-Feather  fashion,  after  perambulating  round  Cuckold's-Point, 
startled  the  little  quiet  village  of  Charlton  on  8t.  Luke's  day,  shout- 
ing their  emulation,  and  blowing  voluntaries  on  rams'  horns,  in 
honour  of  their  patron  saint.  Ned  Ward  gives  a  curious  picture  of 
this  odd  ceremony, — and  the  press  of  Stonecutter  Street  (the  worthy 
successor  of  Aldermary  Churchyard)  has  consigned  it  to  immortality 
in  two  Broadsides  ^  inspireil  by  the  Helicon  of  the  Fleet, 

"  Around  whose  brink 
Dards  rush  in  droves,  like  cart-horses  to  drink, 
Dip  llieir  d.irk  beards  among  its  streams  so  clear, 
And  wliile  they  gulp  it,  wish  it  ale  or  beer," 

and  illustrated  by  the  Cruikshank  of  his  day.  Mile-end  Green,  in 
ancient  times,  had  its  popular  exhibitions,  which  almost  constituted 
a  fair : — 

"  Lord  I'omp,  Id  nolliing  that 's  magnificall, 
Or  ihul  muy  tend  to  London's  graceful  state 
Be  unperfurincd — as  showes  and  solcmne  feaites, 
Watclics  in  armour,  triuniplu-s,  cre»et-ltghtes, 
Boncfier*,  belles,  and  p«ales  of  ordinunce. 
And,  Plwsure,  sw  that  plaii^  be  published, 
Miiie-^mcs  and  maske<,  with  niirtli  and  laiuslrelsie; 
p4ge!»nts  and  School-fi-astcs,  beaics  and  puppit-plaie» : 
Myseifi;  will  muster  upun  M de-end -greene, 
As  though  we  saw,  and  feared  not  to  be  secnc." 

And  the  royal  town  of  Windsor,'  and  the  race-course  in  TothiBU^ 
Fields  '  were  nut  witliout  their  merriments. 


'  "  A  New  Summons  to  ull  the  Mrny  (  Wagt&il)  Jades  tu  attend  at  ffom  Fair,"  \ 
— *  A  New  Summon*  t«  /forn  Fair,"  bolli  withuut  date,  with  woiNKnit*. 

•  •*TUo  Thn*  Lofdc*  and  Three  I  Julie*  M  Limdun,"  I.IOM. 

•  ••  On  Wtiltir«'lrty  ihp  I3lli,  at  tt'iinltnr,  a  piwe  of  (ilate  is  to  lie  fought  for  at 
cuil.  ■  ■  .U>,  fnjiD  U*rk»l]irp  and  .Middlesex.  The  next  day  a  liat 
Bn>l  Nir  hy  ion  men  on  a  nidr,  frxjin  the  couutin  afurrMiid, 

T«"'  ■■-  i<--.  ■■■■ -i  I.  ..•.-...  .1.1 'velllnitUTed,  hui  (/— i/A«<  / 

lie  HI  lirnt  (•>  I  ■■'*^*  vullie  ;   Hnd  llie  arrond 

fivi  And  »»  tl  >i\K  ii(  Thr  Merry  tTirfi  of  I 

H'lii       '.      '  "Id  woinrn  licl'ini^di);  to  U'liiiUiir  tovtii  cluillrngv  niiy  nix  uld  women 
in  till    ui.  1 1  I  -.I-  (wr  iinM  not,  Imaevrr,  go  farther  than  otir  ovn  country  /)  to  otlt- 
snilil  ilii-tii,     Tlir  l-m  in  tl>tw  hrau  m  hjiVR  a  niit  of  hrad-rloths,  and  (what  old  : 
vriiinrii  (jriirndly  want !)  a  iioir  of  i>ul-orai^kent." — Retui' t  Journal,  Septfntbet  'J„  i 

»♦  AKonHnq  la  I.axr.  Srpt«niti«(r  M.  174!!.— On  \V'edneiHlMy  n«it,  the  2rUi  in»t.  i 
will  tic  run  for  l>v  A'tfn  {'■  M  in  Tn'/titl  t'iftU,  a  |iuriic  i>f  giild,  nut  rjii-eedini;  thv  I 
tbIim- i>f  l''ttty  I'uundn.      T  I  Iw  rulilW   tu  llin  mdd  ;  the  tectmd  t<i(w»| 

\mti»  ;  tlu<  ihit-d  lo  tiiirtri '  :  ^lenny  ;  the  la>t  t<i  a  halter  fit  for  iJir  urck  of] 

Mtf  M*  Ui  Kuni|ie.     !■  .1 '.  ^         'I'l  't  fuhjwt  t»  thv  fcillna-ini;  article*  . — 

**  Nu  per>un  will  In'  ii:  1    1  1  in  lidt;  but  Taylors  and  Chininry-awMpcis  ,  tluifor« 


I  times  want  "  mending." — that  hit  "  little 
prt  him,  although  he  i«  the  "  lutl  "  to  cova- 

feir  wBtchea  "  don't  bo,"  and  they  shall  be 
ing  "  does  not  produce  a  "  movement." 
blain  t}iat  their  trade  is  "dead  ;"  and  the 
nr(bin<!  in  their  line  i»  "Jtul,  itaU,  and 
■B'are  compelled  to  return  tJieir  bills  to 
^^manufacturers    vow  they   have  not  a 

hese  are  nut  time«  for  "  feathering  their 

bliged  to  "  bolster  up  "  their  business  by 

Ibey  can. 

b  others  talk  of  distress,  hold  up  their 

rer  ««»'  »ueh  a  deal,"  and  that  they  daily 

ban  pack  ins-cases! 

t  declares,  Uke  tlie  "  cabin-boy,"  tliat  he 

</" 

lasing  stock  is  really  making  "ducks  and 
ill  his  customers  are  "on  the  wing." 
pinning  a  long  yarn  "  as  unproliUible  as 
[eri'ul  talcs  "  without  the   prospect  of  a 
uly  of  making  a  rope  for  lumself. 
lays  that  the  omnibuses  have  run  away 
It  his  vocation  is  all  at  a — stand! 
MP  "How   are  turnips?"   or  "How  are 
that  they  are  "  Flat — very  flat." 
r  calling  and  prufession.     Some  have  re- 
o(  course,   many  Journey-men   become 

;re  is  no  such  thing  as  colour,  yet  the 

nd  everybody  looks  blue. 

undoubtedly  universal,  and  the  tmaUett 


)  hi«  hnt,  the  latter  a  plumage  of  white  featlien ; 

d-wand,  and  the  ul1i«r  a  bnub. 

\j  practised,  will  be  allowed  upon  any  enn<ider> 

t  rider,  lect  he  thereby  canie  a  retrograile  motion, 
iret!  timM  in  the  rirer. 

above  thirty  years  old,  or  under  ten  montlii,  nor 
of  firty  pounds. 
X  montlu  ill  traininjr,  particularly  above  nairs, 

that  did  to  one  nigh  a  t«WD  tea  miles  from  Loiu 
(vn  tu  that  place. 

im-e,  tliree  fartbin)^  of  which  are  to  be  given  to 
.e  care  and  atteniliuire. 
.nches,  if  Uioiighi  proper." 

with  *■'  an  ordinary  of  proper  tfictualt,  particu. 

re  •»  rare  »por<  in  TotMtt  Field*  I " 


VICTORIA    REGINA. 
Na  I. 

THB  ACCBSSION. 

Faib  aeeou  the  unto  mortal  sigfat 

As  forms  which  haunt  the  dnamiog-UtDd  ; 
Yet  mingles  with  her  beauty  Ivigbt, 

A  something  of  command. 

A  calm  and  gentle  sense  of  power 
Is  throned  upon  that  loray  brow ; 

But  'tis  unto  the  spirit 's  dower 
Of  noertaen  tba  we  bow. 

And  to  the  deep  affections  shrined 
Within  that  bosom  free  ftom  guile ; — 

The  purity  of  heart  and  mind 
Tut  beameth  in  the  smile. 

The  spirit  of  a  1<^  lace 

Breaks  through  the  softness  of  her  mien  ; 
Yet  blends  she  still,  with  matchless  grace. 

The  vxman  with  the  Queen  1 

Let  England's  chivalry  draw  nigh 

Her  &rone, — to  waich  with  holiest  seal, — 

And  guard  with  noblest  feal^ 
Its  honour  and  its  weal  I — 

And  England's  people  round  her  form 
A  bulwark  of  brave  hearts  and  tme. 

Whose  strength  of  love,  nor  art,  nor  storm, 
Nor  years,  shall  e'er  subdue  I 

And  while  her  goodness  dnrms  away 
From  Faction's  self  its  subtlest  wiles, 

Long  may  she  rule  with  golden  sway 
The  Children  of  the  Isles  I 


No.  IL 

THB   PEOCi:.AlfATION. 

Mt  mother,  most  belored  I  upon  thy  breast 

Noto  let  my  tears  flow  forth  1 — ^Tbe  pomp  is  o'er. 

And  the  strong  rush  of  feelings,  late  suppress'd 
In  their  full  tide,  may  be  controU'd  no  more  I 

I  have  kept  down  my  swelling  heart,  and  stood 

Before  my  people  with  a  brow  serene. 
Quelling, — as  thine  and  Albion's  daughter  should, — 

My  nature's  weakness  through  th'  o'erpowering  scene. 

A  Mighty  Nation's  voice,  with  loud  acclaim. 
Math  hail'd  me  Sov'reign  of  the  brave  and  free. 

And  mingled  rapturous  blessings  with  my  name ! — 
I  wait  a  holier  benisou  from  thee  I 


t tumult  of  my  loul  away 
I  accents,  rootber,  dov  and  mild  ; 
liagitler's  loftier  fortuoM  pny  1 
I  QMcn.' — 'lis  mora  to  be — rur  tim.o! 


TBB   1IAB.RIA0K. 

high  pomp  aod  tumptuoui  »t«lp, 
rth's  tegal  children  wait, 
brilling  with  emotioQ3  itrong 
pint  in  the  glittering  throng. 

|t«,  b«for«  God't  altar  stand 
i— the  Lady  of  ilie  land, 
|b  chosen  ; — and  the  ncred  vow 
tch  Unks  tlieir  fatea^r  evtr  now  ! 

ferem(En  of  broad  realm*  is  there, 
Oman — as  the  humblest  are ; 
Id  litm  her  beaming  eye, 
fd,  turns  confidingly. 

\  treature.  Prince  ! — The  ^ant  arm 
•If  may  shield  her  Queen  from  hami, 
can  be  that  dearer  part 
Id  blight  to  save  the  (f'ooMii'f  kevt ! 


,,        No.  IV. 

TOE    BIRTBDAr. 

^d  the  joyous  tidings  on  ! 

IT  of  dread  is  past ; 

I  of  tenfold  tenderness 

our  Queen  are  cast  I 

e  no  more  may  reign,  as  once, 

jur  hearts  olune — 

bom  to  England's  lore, 

to  Engiaud's  throne  ! 

eed  the  joyous  tidings  I  tell 
\  hath  heard  the  prayer 
s  breathed,  from  day  to  day, 
the  young  and  fair  t 
rless  beauty  was  our  pride, 
sh  morning  glow ; 
more  sacred  charms  adorn 
and  mother  now  I 

land  !  and  joy  to  him, 
d  of  that  fair  breast ! 
iir  pour'd  by  full  hearts  forth, 
vin^s  on  tlusm  rut ! 
le  brightest  days  by  far 
land  e'er  hath  seen, 
which  she  's  gorero'd  by 
ig  and  noble  Queen  I 
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What  is  the  world  to  a  man  wlio  has  not  neon  Paris  ? 

Why,  in  aober  sadness,  such  an  one  is  not  fit  to  live,  ami,  wt 
worie,  will  not  be  allowed  to  live.  O  Miss  Bluggins !  Miss  W3 
gins  !^-<lefend  me,  ye  powers,  if  any  powers  there  be  that  preside  orer 
untravelled  young  gentlemen^  from  the  horrors  of  another  tea-party  at 
the  Alugginses ! 

Paris — Paris — Paris  i"  Never  been  to  Paris  ?  What !  not  to  Paris  ? 
— not  at  Paris  ?  Astonishing  ! — incredible  ! —  can't  be  !  Never  beard 
of  such  a  thin(»  I     Who  'd  have  thought  it ! 

Such  was  the  entertainment  I  received  the  last  night  I  took  tea  at 
Muggins's.  Muggins  had  trai'elled, — so  bad  his  wife,  Mrs.  Muggins, 
—and  so  had  bis  daughters,  Emnieline  and  Philadelphia  Muggins; — 
they  had  actually,  bodily,  substantially,  and  in  the  flesli,  been  to  foreign 
parts  —  boldly  dared  the  perils  of  the  vasty  deep,  landed  at  Boulogne, 
Hnd  penetrated,  like  the  allied  armies,  to  the  very  gates  of  Paris.] 
Tliere  was,  unluckily,  no  mistake;  they  had  been  at  Paris  these  same' 
JMugirinses  —  Itad  been,  did  I  say  ?  By  King  Pepin  !  lliey  are  at  Paris 
now!  —  they  were  at  Paris  when  I  took  tea  with  them  in  Camomile 
Street — they  have  been  at  Paris  ever  since.  Their  hearts  and  souls, 
eyesj  ears,  noses,  fingers,  and  tongues  arc  at  Paris;  and  all  they  can 
talk  of,  think  of,  or  dream  of,  are  the  men  and  women,  streets  and 
lanes,  sights,  sounds,  smells,  and  tastes  of  Paris — Paris — Paris  ! 

"Confound  the  bit  of  you  ! "  said  I  to  myself,  as  I  turned  the  comer 
into  Bishopsgate  Street,  after  having  bid  an  affectionate  good  night  to 
all  the  Mugginses,  —  "  confound  the  lot  of  you  !  where  did  you  J'orgtt 
to  learn  manners?  Here  have  you  been  crowing  over  me  all  the 
evening ;  because  I  have  not,  like  yourselves,  taken  advantage  of  the 
present  unprecedentedly  low  fares,  and  earned  the  reputation  of  a  tra- 
veller at  ft  cheaper  rate  than  I  can  stay  at  home.  Who  would  make 
bis  life  misenible  in  tliis  way,  when  thirty  shillings  there,  and  thirty 
shillings  back,  will  make  a  man  of  him  ?  Who  that  can  get  a  Conti- 
nental reputation  for  sixty  shillings  would  nllnw  himself  to  be  crowed 
over  in  this  manner.  I'll  be  even  with  the  Mugginses.  I  will  go  to 
Paris,  through  Paris,  and  come  out  at  the  other  side,  that  I  will.  I  'U 
book  myself  all  the  way  this  very  night,  and  start  before  daylight  iu 
the  morning.     Au  rcvoir,  mon  ami  Muj^fpiis  !  " 

"  Hut  with  the  morning  cool  reflection  came."  A  passport  I  must 
have  ;  and,  as  it  did  not  suit  my  views  to  pay  for  a  passjwrt  at  the  Fo- 
reign Otfice,  1  went  off  to  the  oHice  of  the  French  Embassy  in  Poland 
Street,  indicated  by  a  little  shabby  house,  with  a  little  shabby  green 
door,  ojid  u  little  shabby  brass  plate,  as  the  establishment  where  letters 
of  introduction  to  the  Gallic  territories  might  bo  had  for  the  asking.  I 
entered  my  name,  age,  profession,  destination,  with  several  other  Jittio  ' 
particulars,  in  a  book  kept  for  the  purpose,  and  was  desired  to  ctdl 
again  at  the  same  hour  on  the  following  day.  This  little  affair  being 
arranged,  I  betook  myself  to  the  Kegent  Circus,  that  common  centre 
of  the  travelling  world,  and  stood  for  a  long  time  undecided  what 
course  to  adopt.  I  bad  two  objects  in  view.  Paris  was,  of  coarse,  the 
first ;  but  money  wns  the  second.  Vanity  commanded  me  to  go  ;  but 
economy  whispered  mc  in  the  ear,  not  to  make  a  fool  of  myself  in  going. 
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mcuTTcncc  of  favYiiirable  drcnmBtnnceK.  The 
to  go  "  all  the  way,"  —  the  entire  animal  for 
Hie  Bull  and  Mouth  was  even  lower.  For  one 
s  level  with  the  presuming  Mugginses— only 
[•^ 'twas  cheaper  than  standing  still.  The 
i  is  a  noble  animal,  and  promises  to  convey 
k  winjp  in  eight-and-forty  hours.  The  Dull 
dvertises  fifty  ;  but  then  the  Bull  and  Moutli 
hp  Spread  Eagle  —  that  nia<le  all  the  dilfer- 
|ied  my  back  «u  tlie  Spread  Kagle, — had  the 
tild  have  done  the  same, — and  made  up  my 
•place,  because  it  is  my  rule  of  travel  never 

Eon  ;  but  I  made  up  my  mind  to  go  to  Paris 
i  Boll  and  Mouth,  and  with  that  determiu' 

gings,  I  scrutinised  carefully  the  bookstalls, 
have  it,  was  enabled  to  provide  myself,  for 
I "  Guide  to  Paris  "  of  the  year  of  the  baule 
Isor  d'Ecolier  Franifais,"  which  struck  nie  as 
The  phrases  most  essential  to  tlie  ordinary 
be  found,  intended  to  initiate  the  neophyte 
)  true  Parisian  pronunciation  !  The  curious 
Idea  of  the  arrangement  of  this  work  from  the 


^01  •«•  pott  Tnle  mira ! 
pii  pwif  uu  tabbclll 

t  tny  bynti;;.  Mottitwa  Par- 
(■■■wio;:;  in:>y  uy  nay  p«w 
pui*v«  bcJl  kay  vou  puttvey 
micy  ««« t 

Br>  wmil*  aaiu  ooa  ale  I 

tlikcr  blae  t 

■r  la  vulcy  I'ajia  f 


How  '1  jam  Bolbrr  r 

What  a  ihucUag  bail  ball 

ll  'I  alt  very  wril.  If r.  Vtrf 
a«« :  but  }»•  doB't  Mft 
hrrri 

T1>«i*yo«  gowitk  yoarcy*  o«l  I 

{"laRapl 

Wbo  Mule  tke  donkey? 


1  rather  ont  of  date,  I  thought  would  do  very 
»bly  well  Paris  looks  ujwn  paper  f  No  wonder 
tures  !  Bless  us  !  there  's  the  Lnuvre  —  very 
juite  St.  Paul's  ;  Notre  Dame,  very  fine  too, 
er  Abbey  ;  theTuileries — queer  sloping  roofs 
[  and  the  Triumphal  Arch — all  very  high,  and 
een  for  the  small  charge,  as  the  puppet-show- 
billings  sterling. 

I  restaurateurs,  and  bills  of  htre — such  a  bill 
iner  to  look  upon  !  Diner  el  la  carle ;  or,  if 
fish,  tfualrc  putts  H  choix  ;  dessert,  a  pint  of 
WH.  Think  of  that,  ye  poor  ^v^etches,  who 
•  penny  roll ! — think  of  bread  d  discretion  ! 
aired,  as  directed,  to  Poland  Street,  and  in 
I  inserted  iu  the  book  of  yesterday,  we  were 
torts.  My  turn  »Nm  came;  and  not  without 
lered  into  the  presence  of  Alnnsieur  Auguste 
ffaires  to  the  embassy-  My  name,  age,  resi- 
don,  and  so  forth,  were  answered  as  soon  as 
I  de  Bacomt  regarding  me  during  the  progress 


d 
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of  the  examination  with  fixed  attention ;  after  which  the  attendant 
secretary  handed  me  a.  slfp  uf  scmi-transpiu'ent  paper,  and  with  much 
polUcssc  bowed  me  out  of  the  apartment. 

Emerging  into  Oxford  Street,  I  set  about  translating  my  passport ; 
and  having  sufficiently  admired  the  royal  arms  of  France,  wherewith  it 
was  surmounted^  with  the  help  of  a  pocket-dictionary,  I  made  out  the 
subject  matter  as  follov^■8  .* — 


"  IN   THE  NAME    OF   TBB    KINO. 

"  These  are  to  will  and  command  all  mayors,  prefects,  commandants 
of  garrisons,  and  others  in  authority,  to  receive  and  protect  Erasmus 
Twig,  of  the  firm  of  Twig  and  Figg,  wholesale  grocer  and  foreign 
fruit  dealer,  of  Rosemary  Lane,  Minories,  now  proceeding  singly  to 
Paris,  via  Calais  or  Boulogne,  and  to  give  liim  every  aid  and  assiataoce 
in  their  power,  in  case  of  necessity. 

(Signed)  "  A.  db  Bacomt, 

Charge  des  Affaires." 

"  Very  polite,  upon  my  word  !  '  In  the  name  of  the  King ! ' —  that 
is  something.  And  then  to  be  received  and  protected  by  all  ptefetUt 
mayors,  commandants  of  garrisons  i" 

Flattered  to  find  myself  a  person  of  such  vast  importance  in  the  eyes 
of  all  prefects,  mayors,  and  commandants  of  garrisons,  and  considering 
what  Phlladclnhta  Muggins  would  think,  and  how  the  other  Mugginses 
would  stare  when  they  heard  of  it,  I  drew  myself  up  to  my  full  height 
opposite  the  sliop  of  a  carver  and  gilder,  where  was  exhibited  close  to 
the  door  a  mirror  of  one  plate  of  glass,  six  feet  square,  or  thereabouts, 
ticketed  at  the  moderate  figure  of  three  hundred  guineas,  in  whose 
bright  reflection  I  sported  mif  figure,  very  much  to  my  own  aatia- 
faction. 

The  fact  is,  thought  I,  Monsieur  Auguste  de  Bacomt,  Charge  des 
Affaires,  was  struck  with  my  appearance  when  he  gave  me  bo  natter- 
ing a  letter  to  the  Gallic  functionaries.  And  faith,  now  tliat  I  look  at 
myself  in  that  three-hundred-guinea  glasK,  I  think  myself  not  ouite 
the  ugliest  fellow  on  the  shady  side  of  Rosemary  Lane.  Ah  !  Pnila- 
delphia  Muggins,  Philadelphia  Muggins  '■  the  time  »nfl_y  come  when — 
But  what  the  devil 's  this  .■*  Here 's  sumething  I  didn't  see  before,  as  the 
exciseman  said  when  he  found  the  contraband  tobacco.  Something 
like  an  order  for  groceries  in  the  margin  of  my  passport,  headed  '  i>B- 

BCRIPTION.'  " 

No  mortal  ever  yet  beheld  a  veritable,  honajide,  genuine  ghost  with 
more  unmitigated  horror  than  I,  unhapjiy  Twig  that  I  am !  beheld  my 
own  portrait  in  pen  and  ink  on  the  margin  of  my  too  flattering,  as  I 
fondly  thought  it,  letter  of  introduction  to  the  mayors,  prefects,  and 
commandants  of  garrisons. 

Such  a  description !  That  I  should  live  to  describe  it !  Thus  it 
was,  however,  between  you  and  me  and  the  post ;  but  for  Gracious' 
aake,  humane  reader,  never  let  it  bo  known  in  Camomile  Street, 
Thus  it  was : — 


i 


i 


OCIOIIFTION. 


Bilr,     ,        ,    Rtd.wlry. 

FWihtiil,         Lo«,  irtDfVenetjr  wrinkled. 

Jlyn,     •        .    8wl«cllf,C'«yl*i>  (■'MB, 

(P.S.  ThU  l<  an  «bom>ublf  ftltchOMl  ) 
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I  inToluntarily  exclaimed,  "  am  1  then  so 
El  am  I  to  carry  this  offensive  record  of  my 

s,  mayors,  and  commandants  of  garrimni? 
tes  of  fortilied  town^,  to  snigf^ling  soldiers  of 
Iternti  ?  Impudence  !  Confound  that  sncer- 
■  !  I  thought  he  was  laughing  at  me  all  the 
11  not  curry  my  own  caricature  about  with  me- 
British  gold  among  a  parcel  of  foreigneenng 
iry  man  jack  of  them,  frog-eater»,  fellows  that 
rbat  care  I  for  old  Muggins  ?  And  as  for  Pbi- 
k  thousand  pounds  {fhetf  call  it  twelve,  but  / 
■there 's  as  good  fish  in  the  sea  as  ever  was 

ll  magnanimous   soliloquy,   I  turned  away  in 
i   along  Oxford  Street,  and  so  down  R^ent 

the  Bull  and  Mouth  and  the  Spread  Eagle 
loe  ns  if  no  such  unique  examples  of  animated 
see  of  this  terraqueous  globe,  fully  determined 
oinaliiy  of  abandoning  my  country,  and  expend- 
ring  foreigners,  who,  while  they  fleece,  laugh  at 
jp  of  mind,  who  should  I  stumble  upon  in  the 
'friend  and  fellow  apprentice,  Tom  Taylor,  with 
ars  of  my  time  in  the  eminent  wholesale  house 

and  Muscovado,  of  Thames  Street- 
"omising  youth  for  business  ;  very  fond  of  the 

I  the  like  of  that,  and,  moreover,  a  remarkably 

I I  did  my  best  to  help  him  out  of  scrapes  every 
TTould  not  do.  Tom  l>ecame  a  dissenting-mi- 
try,  by  which  he  gained  a  little  money,  a  great 
was  better  still,  a  remarkably  handsome  wife, 
I  come  ap  to  town  to  spend  a  day,  and  see  the 
I 

lltions,  —  Tom  was  remarkably  glad  to  see  me, 
^ad  to  see  him, — his  Reverence  introduced  me 
nvited  me  to  join  their  exploring  party,  and  to 
hotel  in  the  evening. 

If  I  do  make  a  day  with  you,  Tom,"  said  I,  in 
ion  ;  "  but  the  fact  is,  I  was  just  on  the  point 

my  friend.     "  Don't    you   think,  now,  friend 
od  deal  to  see  in  London." 
,  Tom,   'Pon  my  life,  now,  that 's  very  true-    I 
f  tliat  before.     But  some  friends  of  mine  tell 

I  to  Westminster  Abbey  ?  "  inquired  Tom. 

'eplied  I. 

I  wonder  at  you,  Mr-  Twig !  "  exclaimed  Mrs. 

e  Tower?  "—"  Not  yet-" 


lens." — "  Never." 

fellow ! "  exclaimed  the  minister,  putting  his 

may  go  to  Paris  any  time  these  twenty  years. 
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Come  with  us^  and  recollect  the  proverb,  that   '  far-off  fields   look 
green." " 

We  accordingly  wolked  very  leisurely  aa  far  aa  Westminster  Abbey. 
With  what  reverential  awe  did  we  enter  that  hallowed  fane  I — "  that 
receptacle  of  the  dust  of  hemes,  statesmen,  poets,  conquerors,  and  kings  I 
— that  temple  whose  venerable  walls  enclose  more  de])arted  wit,  and. 
worth,  and  fame  than  all  the  Pantheons  that  have  flouted  the  skv  since 
the  days  of  Greece  and  Rome  I     Here,  in  the  pride  of  youth  and  hope, 
strength  and  beauty,  have  the  successive  monarchs  of  our  mighty  Eng- 
land, nmid  the  clangour  of  trumpets,  the  roaring  of  cannon,  and  the 
acclamations  of  their  people,  assumed  the  external  syml>ols  of  that  ex- 
tended sway,  which,  if  it  d(K's  not  rule,  influences  at  least  all  the 
world ;  and  here,  after  various  fate  and  fortune,  in  the  silence  of  night, 
and  in  darkness,  have  many  of  them  returned,  to  be  deposited  in  the 
silent  tomb,  no  more  to  fill  with  their  renown  auglit  save  the  page 
of  history, — no  more  to  carrv  in  their  right  hands  the  destinies  of  mil- 
lions — no  more  to  be  fawned  upon  or  flattered, — now  lying  low  as  the 
meanest  of  their  subjects  !     There  needs  no  preacher  to  set  forth  the 
vanity  of  human  wishes,  the  absurdity  of  human  ambition,  the  hollow- 
ness  of  human  enjoyments  here,     llcrf  we  read  a  sermon  in  every 
stone, — the  sejjulcbre  becomes  a  teacher, — the  very  walls  are  eloquent  f 
From  the  Abbey,  which  my  friend  Taylor  assured  me  is  aa  much 
superior  to  Notre  Dame  both  in  intrinsic  beauty  and  in  the  magic  of 
its  associations,  as  Aluseovado's  sugar  warehouse  is  to  a  swcct-stnlf 
shop,  we  went  to  the  Houses  of  Parliament,  where  we  performed  the 
customary  operations  of  seating  ourselves  by  turns  upon  the  Woolsack, 
and  in  the  Speaker's  chair,  without  finding  any  material  addition  made 
thereby  to  the  stock  of  information  we  already  might  have  possessed 
either  in  law  or  politics. 

Our  destination  was  next  to  the  river,  and  we  were  speedily  at 
Hungerford  fllnrket,  whence  we  embarked  in  a  Greenwich  steamer  ; 
two  clarionets  and  a  harp  on  board,  striking  up  "  Rule  Britannia"  with 
the  enthusiasm  of  true  Britons.  It  was  high  tide,  the  day  was  fine, 
and  the  broad  silvery  stream  was  coverjid  with  every  variety  of  cmfl, 
whether  of  business  or  pleasure,  from  the  lumbering  barge  slowly 
worked  up  with  the  advancing  tide  by  lier  sweeps  (like  an  cnormuus 
black-beetle),  to  the  dashing  six-oared  cutter,  manned  by  a  crew  of  gal- 
lant young  lawyers,  at  this  moment  putting  off  in  high  style  from  the 
Temple  Stairs.  Soon  we  swept  through  London  Bridge, — that  model, 
fui  Tom  Taylor  called  it,  of  lightness,  grace,  and  strength,  the  ample 
arches  of  which  rather  skimmed  over  than  spanned  the  river ;  and 
}>ecame  lost  in  tiie  forest  of  niasta  that  grow  upon  the  bosom  uf  old 
Thames. 

"  Talk  to  me  of  the  Seine  I  "  exclaimed  Tom  Taylor,  with  a  curl  of 
the  lip. 

"  What  1  you  have  seen  the  Seine?  "  inquired  I ;  "and  is  it  really, 
now  as  fine  a  river  as  this  ?  " 

"  As  IhisJ  "  pxclaimed  my  companion,  in  astonishment;  "as  this — 
the  commercial  artery  of  Europe, —  the  hif;hway  of  nations,  —  the  ele- 
ment of  wealth,  fertility,  and  beauty  !  The  Seine,  forsooth  !  a  pitiful 
runlet  of  two-milk  whey;  whose  most  important  services  are  those  it 
renders  to  swimming-scliools  and  washerwomen !  " 

"  Lord  !  "  said  I  to  myself,  "  what  fools  these  Alugginses  must  be,  to 
be  sure ! " 
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ing  up  and  donii  the  spacions  courts  and  no- 
ce,  for  truly  nuch  it  is,  of  the  Greenwich  pen- 

I their  chaste  and  beautiful  chapel ;  lingered 
where  the  thousand  triumphH  of  the  Britinh 
(tonvoas ;  hut  were  most  of  all  gratified  with 
disfaction  that  beamed  in  the  weather-beaten 
■d  veterans  who,  outliving  all  the  chances  of 
ped  here  in  the  weli-eamed  repose  provided 

intry. 

jfloT,  who  was  waxing  of  late  rather  oratorical, 
fthe  horrors  and  the  miseries  of  war.  Can  we 
gallant  tars  have  bo  long  preserved  to  £ng- 
when  England  provides  for  them  in  age, 
kae,  Ko  gluriou:i  an  asylum  ?  Well,  indeed,  may 
lood  in  her  service,  when  she  shelters  them  in 
igns.  Glory  and  honour  cannot  surely  desert 
(worthy  recompense  of  her  brave  defenders  not 
jpnour.  Jlay  we  never  see  the  day  when  the 
t  be  treated  with  the  marked  consideration  of 
tfor  surely  never  will  he  cease  to  deserve  it." 
>  fine  sayings,  of  which  I  have  forgotten  the 
Igry  than  we,  let  me  go  on  to  observe  that  the 
ks  the  white-bait  season — suggested  ideas  of 
ially  refreshing  than  oratory,  and  all  that  sort 
rhich  was  a  suggestion  of  mine  that  we  should 
Artichoke,  and  then  make  the  most  of  our 
afternoon,  to  which  my  worthy  friend,  Tom, 
Irillingly  agreed. 

fate  uf  the  traveller  to  fall  in  with  a  good 
be  feels  himself  able  to  do  it  justice :  to-day, 
Dver.  Dinner  being  over,  I  ventured  to  nsk 
French  cookery,  of  which  I  had  heard  and 
Rrhich  my  guide-lniok  and  theJMugginses  were 
le  splendid  thing  they  made  it  out  to  l)e  ;  and 
'Was  true  that  with  an  old  shoe  aud  an  onion 
jUt  a  "  polage  "  that  might  tickle  the  palate  of 

o  6nd  with  the  dinner  of  to-day,  Mr.  Twig  ?  " 
h  an  expression  of  surprise. 
ear  madam,"  1  replied.     "  The  stewed  eel« 
tts  uncommonly  good ;  and  the  Imshed  veni- 
Mulliga  tawny — superb." 
;  was  excellent,"  observed  the  lady. 
I  said  but,  because  I  would  not  give  you  a 
Englishman   if  he  is  not  to  be  allowed  to 
ety  of  French  dishes  is  extraordinary.    I  hap- 
irisiun  bill  of  fare — " 

terrupting  you,"  observed  Tom,  "  but  that 
leak  is  produced  curiously  enough.  I  hap- 
aartera  once  upon  a  time  at  the  Cafe  de 
the  trick.  There  the  bill  of  fare  exhibits  a 
d  dishes ;  but,  in  truth,  there  are  never  more 
For  instance,  there  appear  on  the  '  carle'  a 
of  veal,  another  hundreu  of  beef,  and  a  third 
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Iiundred  of  mutton.  A  piece  of  eftcb  of  tbes«  meAts  it  kept  ummer- 
ing  in  a  stew-pau,  and  a  copper  of  universal  gravy  with  a  few  band* 
ful»  of  sliced  vegetables  are  always  at  hand.  You  order,  for  example, 
'  l^'got  moulon  ttvec  sauce  piquaule,'  —  that  sounds  well,  and  probably 
you  may  think  it  will  eat  as  well  as  it  sounds:  a  scrap  of  meat  is  im- 
mediately cut  from  the  shapeless  junk  in  the  stew-pan,  is  then  well 
slopped  with  universal  gravy,  and  a  dash  of  the  vinegar-cruet  supplies 
the  'sauce  piquante.'  if,  haply,  you  prefer  '  btruj' a  la  sauce  Tomatel 
or  '  u  la  Jardiniere,'  it  is  all  the  same :  a  little  red-lead  or  brick-dust 
colours  the  universal  gravy  for  the  former,  and  a  pinch  of  dried  sage 
gives  a  refreshing  verdure  to  the  latter.  Veal  is  treated  in  a  manner 
precisely  similar :  whether  you  order  '  veau  a  Foseillc,'  or  any  of  the 
other  ninety-nine  variations  that  are  played  upon  the  subject  in  the 
stew-pan,  it  is  all  the  same,  —  the  sorrel,  spinage,  anything  green  will 
do,  is  plastered  over  the  bit  of  meat,  and  served  up  to  order.  'Tis  the 
universal  gravy  that  does  it." 

"  iVIuggms — Mugging,"  thought  I  on  hearing  all  this, "  what  a  faop^ 
less  old  ass  you  must  be  !  " 

Having  enjoyed  ourselves  sufficiently  at  the  Artichoke,  and  paid  onr 
not  unreasonable  bill  with  the  readiness  of  guests  who  have  been  well- 
treated,  and  wish  to  come  again,  we  made  the  best  of  our  way  to  the 
Brunswick  Wharf,  where  places  were  to  be  taken  for  our  journey  by 
railway  to  tt>wTi.  A  train  was  that  moment  about  to  start ;  we  got 
into  one  of  the  carriages,  and,  in  less  time  than  I  bike  to  chronicle  the 
event,  were  deposited  at  the  town  terminus,  where  we  gt>t  a  hackney 
coach,  and  drove  off  at  full  speed  for  tlie  Zoohigical  Gardens,  regret> 
ting  very  much  that  time  did  not  jiermit  us  to  take  the  Tower  and  the 
Oiicks  in  our  way>  We  reached  the  gardens  in  good  time,  and  had 
another  opportunity  of  admiring  the  extraordinary  way  in  which  the 
co-operative  wealth  and  intelligence  of  mighty  London  procures  mate- 
rials of  knowledge  and  enjoyment.  We  had  seen  in  the  earlier  part  of 
our  excursion  the  creative  genius  of  art  in  various  ways  elicited  for 
purposes  of  profit,  glory,  or  jJleasure,  ^  Acre,  as  Tom  Taylor  observed, 
"  Nature  herself,  coy  and  reserved  Nature,  is  called  from  her  wild  re- 
treats to  be  made  tributary  to  man's  enjoyment.  The  monarch  of  Af- 
rican wilds  ;  the  denizens  of  the  sandy  deserts  of  Arabia  ;  the  grisly 
tyrant  of  the  Polar  ice ;  nay,  the  very  inhabitants  of  air,  are  brought 
fumiliarly  before  our  eyes,  and  the  student  of  animated  nature  may  lay 
luide  his  books,  and  in  this  place  become  intimate  witli  the  animals 
that  formerly  he  must  have  journeyed  thousands  of  miles  amid  dangers 
and  privations  innumeralile,  to  have  looked  upon." 

When  we  liad  puid  our  customary  tribute  of  biscuits  to  the  bear.' 
apples  to  the  elephant,  and  twigs  of  hawthorn  to  the  giratfes,  and  ex- 
amined the  other  curiosities  of  the  place,  we  thought  it  high  time 
to  retire ;  and,  getting  into  our  coach,  we  desired  the  coachman  to 
drive  us  as  near  as  possible  to  the  foot  of  Primrose  Hill.  Here  we  got 
out  ;  and,  taking  advantage  of  a  footpath,  were  speedily  at  th«  sum- 
mit, where  a  delightful  view  more  than  rewarded  us  for  the  toil  of  our 
ascent.  The  sun  was  sinking  in  the  west,  and  its  horizontal  rays 
glancing  along  the  thousand  roofs  of  smoky  London,  and  lighting  up 
aa  in  Hume  the  giant  dome  of  St.  Paul's,  towering  in  bulky  eminence 
over  the  wide-extended  city ;  behind  us,  in  deep  and  hormonioua 
slinde  were  the  richly-wooded  and  luxuriant  "  sister  hills  "  of  Hamp- 
ttlcfitl  and  Highgate,  and  at  our  feet  was  the  Regent's  Park,  and  the 
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Mn.  Tsjlor  wvb  in  eestuj ;  ind  Twb 
pg  we  hod  seen  tiut  daj. 

ning  my  rvrerend  friend,  inqu]'rin(;Ij^, 
and  ihiuk  they  call  it  the  rrimro««  Hill 

1  called  it  Rnbbiah  Hill,  or  Mount  Mmrj, 
Duld  be  more  appropriate  ;  a  naked  xtKX, 
||d  a  dtlapiduLeJ  M-inumill  on  the  top,  ore 
B  you." 

J,  and  drove  as  rapidly  »  pomible  to  Pla- 
'^  rere  indaleing  imrMflvf^  witli  a  ci^w 
B  Turn  Tuylur  hapftened  to  take  up  a 
orer  tii«  public  amuseinent*.  prnpowfd 
le  to  rest,  we  ntif;ht  finish  nur  grog,  aud 

I  evening  in  going  to  the  plsy. 
('  I  inquired. 

diet  by  a  gentleman,  his  fint  appearanc* 
r  replied  my  friend. 
"  We  can't  be  wrong." 

II  or  comical,  1  Buppose,"  rtjoined  Taylor, 
KThereupon  off  we  went  together  to  the 

lied  ;  the  boldness  of  the  aspirant  to  histri- 

•prinkling  of  critics  prompt  to  "  sqtiabash  " 

who,  "  neitJier  having  the  accent  of  Chris* 

ian,  pagan,  or  man,"  might  have,  in  tlie 

ed  the  enactment  of  a  part  av  difliciilt  of 

Jl-illumined  critics  themseh'es,  as  that  of 

great  astonishment,  and  probablv  disap- 

aspirant  did  no/  break  down  in  the  ghiitit 

y,  —  in  addition  to  a  comi)lete  knowledge 

i  art,  and  of  i>tage  bussiness  general! r,  he 

kt  deep  feeling  that  exhibits  the  man  uf 

I  soul  in  every  tone,  and  with  much  art  he 

formance,  that  he  might   have  truly  said 

wear  1  use  no  art  at  all."     The  play  went 

ltd  have  waited   for  the  after-piece  ;  but 

kat  there  was  nothine  to  see  after  Hamlet. 

e  French  tragedy,  Tom  ?  " 

»ipe  in  fetters,  Twig." 

"  in  the  Beg^'s  Opera ;  but  what  has 

I  It  ?     Why  that  if  it."—"  /*  what  t  " 
tragedy  of  which  you  spoke." 

1* 

iinipipe  in  fetters,  or  tragedy  upon  stilts." 
T  I  opened  by  degrees  my  heart  to  the 
told  him  all  the  history  of  my  t;eing 
a  simply  because  I  had  the  misfortune  of 
also  hinted  my  suspicions  that  if  I  had 
Jd  say  that  I  had  been  on  the  Continent, 
Philadelphia  Aluggins — a  very  nice  girl, 
ijection  to  change  tlie  inburmonious  name 
id  of  Twig  ;  that  »lie  hud  the  reputation  of 
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ttrelve  thousand  pounds,  and  might  possibly  be  good  for  three  ; 
was  very  fond  of  her,  and  did  not  want  her  money  (of  coarse  not .') 
finally  implored  Tom  Taylor,  for  old  apprenticeship's  sake,  to  give  i 
a  wrinkle  how  I  might  circumvent  the  enemy,  and  take  Philadelpl 

*'  Come  down  to  the  country  with  us  to-morrow,"  replied  mv  ho 
table  friend^  and  we  can  see  what  is  to  be  done.     Town  is  a  bad 
for  giving  advice,  and  a  worse  for  taking  it." 

"  Ob !  I  see ;  and  when  I  come  up  to  town  again,  put  a  bold  &ce 
on  the  matter,  and  say  I  've  been  to  Paris.     Eh  ?  " 

Down  to  the  country  we  went  together  the  following  momin^- 
the  Reverend  Thomas  Taylor,  Airs.  Thomas  Taylor,  and  myself.    A( 
the  expiration  of  three  happy  weeks  I  returned  to  town  with  a  stock  of 
kealth  and  spirits  sufficient  to  last  me  at  least  a  twelvemonth. 

My  first  visit  was  to  Camomile  Street,  to  the  Mugginses.    On  i 
tering  the  drnwijig-room,  who  should  meet  my  embarrassed  eyw  1 
Philadelphia,  and  alone.     It  was  with  difficulty  that  I  repressed  tlie  I 
quick  throbbing  of  my  palpitating  heart,  and  forced  my  trembling  lipi | 
to  utter,  "  How  's  your  mother  ?  " 

"  Quite  well,  I  thank  you,  Mr.  Twig." 

"  And  the  governor .''  " 

"  Laid  up  with  the  face-ache.     Sliocking,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  very — very  glad — very  sorrvj  I  mean." 

"  But,  bless  me,  Air.  Twig,  where  have  you  been  hiding  these  tbne 
weeks  ?  " 

"  Ya  !— eh  .-• — why — the — fact — is — on  the  Continent, — grand  lonr»J 
you  know, — Paris,  and  all  that — -^" 

••  Have  you,  really  .'    Delightful,  isn't  it  ?  "— "  Delightful,  indwdl" 

"  And  the  Louvre, — isn't  it  sweetly  pretty?  " — "You  t/uiy  sa  j  tiHttJI 

"  And  the  statues  and  pictures,  ain't  they  darlings  ?  " — "  Ducks '  " 

"And  the  Palais  Royale?  " — "  Don't  mention  it." 

"  And  the  Trrw/eries  ?  " — "  Uncommon  natty." 

"  And  the  beautiful  Seine?  " — "  Say  no  more !  " 

"Oh,  dear  I  "  exclaimed  the  sentimental  girl,  "  is  there  any  tiling 
this  world  more  sweetly  prettv  than  dear  delightful  Paris  .*  " 

"  There  is — there  is, "  said  1  in  a  tremulous  tone,  drawing  the 
of  Phihidelphiu  gently  within  mine,  and  gazing  intently  on  her — "the^ 
is  something  in  this  world  more  beautiful  than  Paris,  with  all  »** 
beauties  —  that  is,  to  me  :  something  that  surpasses  all  the  —  I  me*^ 
everybody  that  ever  I " 

"  In  the  name  of  goodness,  Mr.  Twig,  what  is  it  ?  tell  us  ! '"  el 
claimed  I^Iiss  Muggins,  colouring  to  the  tips  of  her  fingers. 

"  Can  you  ask  ? — can  _yo«  ask  ?  "  exclaimed  I  impassionately.   * 
the  loveliest  of  earthly  creations, — 'tis  Piiilswlelphia !  " 

"Oh,  Twig  !  "  ejaculated  the  lovely  girl,  and  sank  upon  my 

My  business  was  done.     The  Governor's  face-ache  precluded  hin 
from  coming  to  close-tjuartera  with  mc  about  the  sights  and  liont  ( 
Paris :  and,  by  carefully  keeping  to  the  windward  of  Mrs.  Muggin 
and  talking  generalities  out  of  my  guide-book,  (which  I  had      "  ' 
rote  while  at  Tom  Taylor's,)  I  effectually  bamlniozled  the  old  lud 
even  Emmelinc  declared  that  she  thought  I  travelled  to  some  puff 

I  thought  so  too  when  I  went  to  the  bank  yesterday  to  touch  thr 
thousand  jwunds  sterling  —  Philadelphia's  fortune,  lo-niorrow — (f 
the  family  are  as  cracked  as  ever  about  travel,)  Mrs.  Muggins,  Eq 
incline,  my  wife  and  I,  are  off,  per  steamer,  to  l^otteniaiu  and  the  U 
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I  got  »  crown  I  " — SaAKgrZAms,  O'AVi/  laiiuilur. 

to  hear  must  be  aware  that,  every  now  and 
of  public  events  brings*  into  fasliion  some 
t  guarded  than  ita  fellows,"  which  i»  bruited 
ept  in  pica  by  correctors  of  the  press  for 
I,  and  stereotyped  for  the  pamphlets  of  bud- 
the  gallery  of  the  House  of  Coniraons,  and 
will  be  struck  by  the  pellet  of  the  word  in 
it  is  "  NoN-iNTSRVKMTioN  ;"  the  next,  the 
Oman  Empire.     Of  late,  the  crack  word  has 

IT,  sU  the  thrones  in  Europe  appear  to  have 

s  in  Napoleon's  time  they  were  overthrown. 

icount;  crowns  have  been  going  a  begging  ; 

las  been  in  want  of  change  ! 

angely  ad  captandum  in  the  magnanimity  of 

,  in  our  days  of  birchhood,  we  inclined  our 

r  the  frontispiece  of  Robertson's  History  of 

iuding  our  book,"  we  have  retained  a  tond 

•eat  superiority  of  that  Emperor,  standing 

|v  cuirass  and  tin- pantaloons,  over  the  pale 

de  tippet,  kneeling  before  his  father,  and 

i>  a  higher  see ;    the  abdicator  looking  ex- 

up  a  gum-tree,"  and  the  abdicatee  like 

itching  below.     Abdication,  for  the  use  of 

len  more  edifyingly  set  forth. 

[ied   this   regal    sacrifice   in    five  syllables 

}  middle  ages.     We  had  the  weakness  to 

Napoleon  at  Fontainbleau,  with  a  hundred 

throat  and  fifty  pieces  of  cannon  at  his 

ere  fonder  of  laying  down  the  law  tlian 

-that  is,  laying  down,  the  law  instead  of 

inred  to  us  that,  in  this  matter-of-fact  cen- 

ng  machines, — this  era,  of  which  Joscphua 

lume,  not  Adam  but  Joseph,) — this  epoch 

ft-headism,  —  potentates  could    be  found 

with  their  bread  and  butter,  and  indulge 

r  ABDICATION. 

i  heard  of  among  the  capitals  of  civilized 
e  opened  a  paper  since  January  last,  but 
occupied  an  honourable  station  in  the 
iwn  correspondent  "  department.  Week 
n  accepting  unattached  majorities  on  half 
t,  receiving  the  difference  ! 
ICC,  it  appears  that  "  All  for  love,  or  the 
ive  been  the  title  of  these  singular  per- 
in  the  nineteenth  century  ! — A  very  great 
irere  honour  driven  from  the  earth  its 
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refuge  should  be  the  breast  of  Kings ; "  and  romance  appears 
have  taken  shelter  in  the  same  retreat : — Romance  is  marked  with  the 
broad  arrow  :  —  romance  is  regalized .'  Cupid,  on  finding  his  torch 
broken  by  the  rollicking  spirit  of  the.  times  as  though  it  were  a 
watchman's  lantern,  has  thought  fit  to  lighten  his  darkness  with  a 
royal  spark ;  for  his  Majesty  King  William  is  said  to  have  flung 
aside  the  flats  of  Holland  in  favour  of  a  maid  of  honour,  "  fat,  fair,  and 
forty,"  unquestionably  deserving  to  be  made  titular  King  of  Cyprus 
by  way  of  compensation. 

The  universal  acclamations  lavished  upon  this  truly  royal  action 
began  at  length  to  fill  our  minds  with  alarm,  lest  the  example  should 
become  contagious.  The  epidemic  of  abdication  was  raging,  and 
"  by  the  fiimplicity  of  Venus'  doves  ! "  we  trembled  lest  our  own 
little  throne  of  England  should  be  weighed  in  the  balance  and  found 
wanting  by  those  who  honour  it  with  all  the  graces  and  virtues  of 
royalty.  We  looked  out  with  anxiety  in  every  Saturday's  Gazette, 
and  our  breath  came  short  whenever  her  most  gracious  Majesty's 
First  Lord  of  the  Treasury  opened  his  lips  as  if  he  had  something  to 
say.  A  mere  hint  of  the  word  abdication  from  such  a  quarter, 
would  have  put  three  kingdoms  into  crape  and  bombazine,  and  the 
colonies  into  weepers ! 

Judge,  therefore,  oh !  sympathizing  public  I  what  was  our  coo— 
steniation,  when  one  day  last  summer,  as  we  panted  our  way  up  the 
steep  ascent  of  St,  James's  Street,  while  the  clubs  sneered  at  oa^ 
peripatetic   philosophy   from  under  their  cool  awnings,   a   general 
buzz  and  murmur  issuing  from  the  portals  of  those  temples  of  go»— 
sipry,  concentrated   in   appalling  accents   the    fatal  word  abdica.— 
TioN ! — It  was  not  of  William  those  idlers  were  talking.     It  was  na^ 
of  Christina.     Neither  King  nor  Kaiser  occupied  their  minds  ;  or  H 
Kings  and  Queens  mingled  in  any  degree  in  their  calculations,  ^P 
was  as  regarded  the  odd  tricks  of  a  pack  which  hath  no  record  in 
the  Almanack  of  Saxe  Gotha.     There  was  a  sound  of  lamentation  ; 
but  its  ohs  !  and  ahs!  were  under  no  sort  of  control  from  the  pur- 
suivants of  the  Herald's  Office. 

"  What  will  become  of  us !  "  crted  one, 

"  Where  shall  we  hide  our  diminished  heads  !  "  exclaimed  anoth4 

"  Where  shall  we  breakfast  ?  "  sighed  a  third. 

"  Where  shall  we  dine  ?  "  a  fourth. 

"  Where  sup  ?  "  a  fifth. 

"  What  shall  I  do  with  my  mornings  ?  "  said  A. 

"  What  shall  I  do  with  my  evenings  .>  "  said  B. 

"What  shall  I  do  with  my  tiightitf  "  yawned  C. 

"  I  shall  have  twelve  hours  of  die  twenty.four  thrown  on 
hands  !  "  swore  his  Grace. 

"  I,  fifteen  !  "  simpered  his  lordship. 

"  I,  twenty  ! "  lisped  Si^  Henry. 

"  Decidetll^,  if  he  persist  in  his  project  of  abdication  I  will  br 
up  my  csUbhshment,  and  fly  the  country  !  "  faltered  one,  who  sh 
be  nameless. 

In  horror-struck  suspense,  we  gazed  upon  this  new  Caius  Marcia^ 
listening   anxiously  to  the  murmurs   of  the  ingenuous  youth  tai 
middle  age  of  Britain,  till  our  souls  grew  still   more  and  more  i" 
quieted  I 

"  What  can  he  mean,  pray  ?  "  resumeil  the  first  speaker. 
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-  Is  he  going  .  into  Parliament,  or  into  La 

teat  loss  this  nation  ever  sustained  !  "  added 
a  aolemnity. — "  What  a  patron  has  he  been  to 
?  perpetucUc  has  bubbled  ever  since  his  ac- 
>  been  imported  by  him,  under  a  treasury 
T  came  direct  from  Epernay,  under  an  escort 
f" 

•  caravan  in  crossing  Mount  Cenis/'  faltered 
I  accents,  "  and,  from  the  importance  of  the 
It  must  contain  some  royal  corpse,  or  a  copy 
w  the  National  Gallery. — JSIy  lords  and  gen- 
an  cheese — a  cheexe  for  him  ! " 
lly  freighted  for  him  from  Bourdeaux,"  cried 


I. 


cruise  in  the  Yellow  Sea  with  his  Madeira," 


im  her  first  turtle,"  cried  his  Grace. 

buck,"  rejoined  his  Lordship. 

)  its  compliments  to  him  with  a  pot  of  ca- 

r  of  tunny — " 
and  birds'  nests — " 
tumps — " 

'a  tongues — " 
et  soup—" 

the  earth  bring  tribute  to  him  I "  moaned  a 

y  this  time,  not  only  were  tears  in  my  eyes, 

Bih. 

Uicier !  "  resumed  one  of  the  mourners  ;^ 

lolidated  fund ! — I  have  been  drawing  upon 

ntbs." — 
«  guinea  for  these  two  years !  "  whispered 


tor  of  the  Exchequer  would  accept  our 

lames  in  his  books,  without  putting  them 

il"  exclaimed  the  most  energetic  of  the 
knew  him  give  us  a  bad  thing  —  except 

tot  abdicate !  "—cried  the  Duke,  stamping 

o  much  in  the  tone  of  the  oath  swurn  by 
lieutenant  should  nol  die,  that,  like  the 
«d  a  tear  upon  the  word,  and  blotted  it 

ing  of  all  this !  "  we  exclaimed,  staggering 
'e  white's  window,  with  the  consciousness 
unation  was  impending,  to  endanger  the 
of  the  country  at  large.  But  at  that  mo- 
ith  excess  of  emotion,  we  chanced  to  raise 

a  i 


eg 
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our  eyes,  and  lo !  the  first  object  they  encountered  explained  the  mya- 
tery.  There  stood  the  Hall  of  Eblis— the  Club  of  CrockJbrd— "  by 
its  own  lightness  made  stedfost  and  immovable !  "  There  stood  the 
temple  •whose  incense  rises  to  Heaven,  charged  with  the  fumet  of 
yheMants  and  the  aroma  of  haunches,     There  the  palace  where. 

If  to  live  well  mean  nothing  but  to  eat, 
a  hundred  Monthyon  prizes  for  enormous  virtue  ought  to  be  daily 
distributed ! — There  stood,  in  short,  the  great  safety-valve  of  the 
effervescence  of  aristocratic  leisure !  — • 

"  Crockforo  ahdicate  t "  was  our  immediate  ejaculation.  "Crock- 
Jbrd  abdicate  f"  And  it  was  all  we  could  do,  though  the  dog-star 
WAS  raging — and  the  street  crowded,  to  refrain  from  smiling  our 
pensive  bosom  likelhc  »V«flr />rfi«»Vr  at  Astley's,  exclaiming,  in  tones 
of  cracked  thunder,  "  It  may  not  be  !  " — Great  powers  of  darkness  ! 
— ABDICATE  !  In  whose  disfavour  ?  Who  would,  could,  should,  or 
might  succeed  to  such  a  throne  ?  Belgium  and  Greece  had  a  hard 
matter  to  find  sovereigns  ;  but  trho  will  presume  to  point  out  a  suc- 
cessor for  Crockford  ?  Were  Talleyrand  resuscitated  for  the  pur- 
pose, or  even  old  Warwick,  of  king-making  memory,  he  would  be 
at  a  nonplus  !  Popes,  Chancellors,  Primates  may  be  replaced.  No 
■ooner  does  an  India  director  drop,  than  fifty  polite  addresses  from 
eood  and  sufficient  men  curry  favour  with  the  proprietors  of  East 
India  stock,  in  the  columns  ol^  the  Time*;  but  who  —  tvho  will  ever 
consult  the  Polite  Letter  Writer  with  a  view  to  addressing  circulars 
to  the  members  of  Crockford's, — members  who  avowedly  digest,  but 
neither  read,  mark,  nor  learn  ! — 

Were  even  Crockey  himself,  like  his  great  prototypes,  Alexander 
of  Macedon  and  Elizabeth  of  England,  to  name  his  successor, 
the  nomination  would  be  all  —  Bayonne  !  —  (we  were  about  to  say 
gammon!)  Crockey  will  be  the  Sordanapalus  of  the  empire  of 
Clubs.  No  one  shall  come  after  him.  As  the  Huns  pricked  their 
eves  with  their  swords,  to  weep  tears  of  blood  for  Altila,  so  shall 
tne  marmitons  of  St.  James's  Street  prick  theirs  with  their  larding- 
needles  to  weep  for  Crockey  !  "  Cos  vy  ?  "  (as  he  himself  woum 
say) — "  Cos  there  von't  be  never  sich  another ! " 

William — Curistina — Cbockky  ! — oh  !  mystic  Cerberus ! — oh  ! 
ihrice-honoured  triad!  —  triumvirate  to  be  drunk  hereafter  with 
three  times  three,  in  solemn  silence!  — royal  Graces,  departed  Des- 
tinies ! — can  it  be  that  you  have  conspired  together  to  withdraw 
yourselves  from  the  allegiance  of  your  faithful  subjects  ! 

We  're  fiilleu  unoa  gloomy  days — 
Star  a(\cr  sur  decays : 
Every  bright  throne  that  &hed 
Lijjht  on  our  age  bath  fled  ; — 

But  this  flight — tins  Inxi  abdication  would  b«  the  unkindest  cut  of 
•11. — No,  no  I  Satiiez  la  cvvpe,  great  CrockcVi  in  pity  to  our  sons  and 
nephews  • — Holland  had  a  son,— Spain  a  uaughtrr, — yodb  aceptre, 
great  King  of  Clubs,  would  be 

U'tToch'd  from  an  unUneil  hand 
No  son  of  yours  tucceeding  1 

It  ia  not  for  such  aa  you  to  descend  into  the  pale  monotony  of  pri- 
vate life-     lUosll  the  word  ! — relent ! — die  game,  old  boy  !— game 
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,  ■pleading  chesinat  tree 
lli^ge  smithy  itands : 
li  a  mighty  mao  is  lie, 
arge  and  sinewy  hands, 
muscles  of  his  brawoy  arrot 
roDg  as  iroD  bands. 

is  crisp,  and  black,  and  long, 
X  is  like  the  tan, 
'  is  wet  with  honest  sweat, 
us  whate'er  he  can, 

s  the  whole  world  io  the  face, 

owes  not  any  man. 

t,  week  in,  from  mom  till  niglit, 

n  hear  his  bellows  blow, 

aear  him  awing  his  heavy  sledge 

jMasured  beat  and  slow, — 

lion  ringing  the  old  kirk>chimes, 

j^e  evening  sun  is  low. 

fttt  cominij  home  from  school 

I  at  the  open  door  : 

ito  see  Ihe  flaming  forge, 

pr  the  bellows  roar, 

rthe  burning  sparks  that  fly 

■ff  from  a  threshing-floor. 

B  Sonday  to  the  church, 
S  among  his  boys ; 
the  parson  pray  and  preach, 
*  his  daughter's  roice, 
the  village  choir, 
bakes  his  heart  rejoice. 

Io  him  like  her  mother's  voice, 

,ln  Paradise  1 

■lust  think  of  her  once  more. 

Iter  grave  she  lies, 

sis  hard,  rough  hand  he  wipes 

torn  out  his  eyes. 

joicing,  sorrowing, 
throngh  life  he  goes; 
ring  se«s  some  task  begin, 
ening  sees  it  close; 
attempted,  something  done, 
led  a  night's  repose. 

tanks  to  thee,  my  worthy  friend, 
ksson  thou  hast  taught ! 
I  sounding  forge  of  Life 
ones  must  be  wrought, 
I  sounding  anvil  shaped, 
rning  deed  and  thought. 

llEJiRV   W. 
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fri|c  ®\lt  UrDger. 

"kditsd  and  illubtratbd  bt  alfubo  cbowquill. 
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HE  INTRODUCTION. 

My  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Thorley  was 
purely  accidental,  and  arose  out  of  a  com- 
merdal  transaction  which  I  had  with  the 
well-known  firm  of  Holdfast,  Steady,  and 

Co.  of Yard,  in  the  City  of  London. 

Having  postponed  from  various  causes 
the  coranii.ssion  with  which  I  bad  been 
intrusted,  and  bearing  that  the  packet  wa^j 
to  sail  on  the  following  day,  I  hastily 
threw  aside  my  books,  my  slippers,  and 
my  indolence,  and  hurried  off  to  execute 
my  correspondent's  commands,  not  with- 
out experiencing  some  npprehension  tliat  my  procrastination  might 
have  alrea<ly  rendered  my  intentions  abortive. 

Through  lane  and  alley  I  made  my  tedious  way,  jostling  in  my 
expedition  smart  clerks  and  greasy  porters,  all  as  busy  as  so  many 
snts,  and,  to  my  great  relief,  at  last  entered  the  quiet  precincts  of 

Yard,  with  no  other  damage  than  a  slight  contusion,  occasioned 

by  my  coming  in  contact  with  an  empty  milk-pail,  which  the  milk- 
maid (a  stout  Irishwoman  of  fifty  summers)  swung  carelessly  against 
my  right  leg. 

After  buffeting  the  motley  throng,  the  place  really  appeared  a 
haven  of  rest,  into  which  I  had  run  from  a  "  sea  of  troubles." 

A  ticket-porter,  with  his  short  white  apron  and  his  pewter  badge, 
wss  walking  up  and  down  with  t)ie  calmness  of  a  peripatetic  philo. 
Miphrr — I  nm  quite  sure  he  was  not  a  Cynic  ;  for  upon  inquiring  for 
the  office  I  sought,  be  politely  pointed  it  out.  At  the  same  time  I 
thought  1  detected  a  look  of  wonder  at  my  ignorance  of  the  locality 
of  tbt  greatest  house  in  the  world  —  that  is,  his  world  —  which  was 
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icditary  yard,  wherein  he  moved  and  got  his 

D  baize  doors,  with  their  orbicular  ground- 
red  like  a  pair  of  huge  eyes  deprivnl  of 
Sious  office. 

m  oldness  — s  certain  wear-and-tear  about 
h  cozey  and  respectable, 
bald  head«,  and  spectacles  both  of  silver 
Aold,  and  onlv  one  smart  hat,  and  that  was 
lead  of  a  gentleman  about  two-and-twenty, 
Complexion,  dressed  in  a  cut-away  New- 
tld  white  corduroys. 

nd  fro  on  an  office-stool,  with  a  penknife 
^r  and  thumb,  and  darting  it  javelin-wise 

iUiam,"  said  a  soil  voice,  in  a  tone  of  remon- 
Uiam,  that  is  so  childish  of  you  !  "  And  the 
uiife,  removed  it  beyond  his  reach. 
ung  man  coloured  with  confusion,  and  wheel- 
I,  walked  off,  "  whistling  as  he  went  for  want 
|d  behind  the  intervening  partition-  I  after- 
V  William  "  was  the  eldest  son  of  the  senior 

emanly-looking  man,  dressed  in  the  fashion 
h  his  eilver-rimraed  spectacles  thrown  up 
dm  I  recognised  as  the  speaker,  now  came 
Panded  my  business. 

bicated  the  purport  of  my  visit,  and  handed 
Sch  I  had  been  intrusted,  he  begged  me  to 
torn,  and  he  would  furnish  me  with  the  ne- 

Bce,  covered  with  a  well-worn  Turkey-car- 
i  map  of  the  world,  as  yellow  as  if  the  fugs 
'  been  sublimated  on  its  dingy  surface ;  a 
nrer  the  fire-place,  almost  as  obscure  as  the 
with  horse-hair  bottoms :  a  library  table 
1  an  easy  chair  covered  with  black  leather, 
Qts.  Everything  around,  indeed,  appeared 
ished  firm. 

himself  down  to  his  desk,  afler  inviting  me 
;  deliberately  adjusted  his  spectacles,  coni- 
t  broad-shouldered  porter  entered  witli  a 
1  to  feed  the  flame. 
w,  without  turning  his  head,  "how  'a  the 

J  better,  I  *m  obleeged  to  you,  sir,"  replied 

ed  to  supply  the  grate.     "  That  doctor  as 

nd  ha'  done  her  a  world  o"  good." 

I  the  old  gentleman. 

M,"  continued  the  man.     "  But  the  old  'oo- 

d  a  bit  when  he  drew  up  in  his  carriage." 

t  home  in  no  time,"  said  the  porter.  "  Why, 
'taking  of  a  dish  o'tea  with  the  old  uoman — 
{  so  pleasant  like,  it  done  one 's  heart  good." 
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"  Take  care.  Smith !  "  said  the  old  gentlenuoi,  with  mock  gravHj. 
•'  These  medical  gentlemen  are  very  insinuating." 

"  Oh,  lank,  sir  J  I  'm  not  afeared  of  his  insinivations, — not  I.  She 
ain't  no  lamb  to  be  run  away  vith,"  replied  the  porter  ;  and  chuck- 
ling at  the  conceit  of  the  uid  gentleman,  he  quitted  the  room,  no 
doubt  to  retail  the  joke  to  the  gentlemen  of  the  outer  office. 

"  Excuse  this  interruption,  sir,"  said  the  old  gentleman.  "  But 
Smith  is  an  old  and  valued  servant  ;  man  and  boy,  he  has  served  the 
house  above  forty  years,  and  is  a  8ort  of  privileged  person  in  the 
establishment,  1  '11  be  bound  he  would  not  be  tempted  to  quit  the 
firm  for  an  alderman's  gown." 

I  expressed  my  pleasure,  and  quoted  some  common-places  about 
fidelity  and  long  service,  concluding  with  my  real  conviction,  that 
good  masters  make  good  servants,  meaning  to  pay  him  a  compli- 
ment, 

"  I  agree  with  you,  sir,  on  that  point,"  replied  he,  "and  thank 
you  for  the  intended  compliment ;  but  I  am  not  one  of  the  firm,  I 
am  merely  their  confidential  clerk.  My  name  is  Josiah  Thurley,  «t 
yonr  service." 

We  bowed. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  continued  be,  "  for  five-and-twenty  years  I  have  occu- 
pied this  room  in  that  capacity." 

"And  a  very  comfortable  room  it  is,"  said  I ;  "but  the  prospect 
I  think  is  rather  melancholy,"  pointing  at  the  small  churchyard 
which  was  visible  through  and  came  close  up  to  the  brosid  window. 

'•  ISIelancholy  I  "  replied  he.  "  Why,  my  dear  sir,  that  little  patch 
of  green  is  as  pleasant  in  my  sight  ait  a  turf  to  a  lark  !  As  Alilton 
says,  '  the  mind  is  its  own  place  ;'  and  you  cannot  imagine  the  infi- 
nite delight  1  take  in  that  confined  view,  or  the  pleasant  material* 
for  meditation  which  it  supplies.  And  then  to  hear  the  pealing  of 
the  church-organ  breaking  through  the  quiet  of  this  place  is  so 
soothing,  and  breathes  such  a  calm  and  holy  spirit,  that  it  is  truly 
enviable." 

"  Really,  Mr,  Thorley,"  said  I,  surprised  to  find  so  much  poetical 
enthusiasm  in  the  narrow  confines  of  an  office,  "you  are  to  be  en- 
vied the  possession  of  such  pleasant  thoughts  and  feelings." 

"  And  yet  am  I  rather  diffiilent  of  expressing  them,"  replied  he  ; 
"  for  I  have  met  with  more  ridicule  than  sympathy.  But  I  am  like 
a  bird  in  a  cage,  upon  whom  these  rays  of  poetry  fall  like  th« 
glimpses  uf  the  sun,  and  cheer  me  in  the  prison  to  which  my  occu- 

Iiation  d<Mimg  me.  At  the  same  time  I  must  confess  that  time  and 
labit  have  at  last  so  moulded  my  mind  to  this  limited  sphere  of 
action,  that  liberty  would  now  be  irksome  to  me,  and,  as  the  i>oet 
sings,  •  I  would  not,  if  I  could,  be^'ree.' "  "And  that  there  is  wisdom 
in  that  resolve  experience  teaches  us,"  I  remarked.  "Among  a 
thouMud  instances  that  could  be  cited  there  is  none  more  conclu.sive 
than  the  example  of  the  amiable  Charles  Lamb,  who  was  all  his  life 

Eining  to  be  free  from  the  thraldom  of  business  ;  an<l.  when  at  last 
enttaineil  his  object  he  discovered  that  he  had  only  been  pursuing 
a  delusive  phantom  of  the  imagination,  and  candidly  confessed  his 
error." 

"  Good,  kind.hearted  Elia  !  "  exclaimed  Thorley ;  "  with  what  de- 
^ght  I  used  to  devour  his  contributions  in  the  London  Magaaine. 
Bir,"  continued  he  emphatically.  "  I  once  ha<l  the  honour  of  being 
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rraordinary  man.  I  shall  never  forget  it. 
I  did,  you  may  readily  conceive  the  rrati- 
ia  dinner-party  given  by  my  friend  M 
ytn  unassuming  quietness  in  his  manner, 
IVBsion,  accompanie<i  with  a  hesitation  in 
Hecluded  him  rrom  taking  that  prominent 
lly  usurped  by  the  '  lion  '  of  a  party.  In 
pf  those  lions  whose  roar  is  more  like  that 
I  the  king  of  the  forest.  When  the  conver- 
■  became  very  facetious,  and  the  puns  he 
'an  order  peculiar  to  himself,  created  infi- 
^e  guests.  For  example,  handing  up  his 
jd  the  hostess  to  '  Uijuidale  him ;'  and  again, 
p  from  a  dish  of  early  peaa,  a  gentleman 

I  not  quite  a  treat?  he  answered,  '  Yes,  sir, 
aa  a  German  would  say.     A  lady  inquiring 
of  war  ?    he  seriously   answered,  *  Gun», 
fHU  !  '     Helping  one  of  the  guests  to  a  wood- 
hetler  half,  sir,'  said  he.—'  You  've  favoured 
lan.  — '  Don't  mention  it,'  said  Lamb ;  and 
ing  manner, '  I — I  charge  you,  sir  ;  for,  you 
t  with  it ! '    A  stout  gentleman,  just  arrived 
King  very  volubly   upon  a  tiger-hunt,   in 
id  been   personally    engaged,  when   Lamb 
IT  fat  Indian  friend  is  really  Indif-fal-igable.' 
adies    in    the   drawing-room    my    friend's 
aome  beautiful  drawings,  and  discoursing 
horticulturist  upon  anemones,  grandifloras, 
ry  pretty,'  said  Lamb,  peeping   over   her 
ido  tell  us,    Mr.  Lamb,  which  among  the 
»?'  said  she.      'The  rose,  the  hly,  or  the 
it  Apollo's  devoted  worshipper,  the   sun- 
r — •  Aly  dear  young  lady,'  said  he,  '  I  have 
i  the  result  of  fancy,  while  mine  may  be 
ir  of  taste  ;  for  of  all   the  flowers  that  are 
Which  .* ' — '  A  caulijlower,  my  dear,"    re- 
which  set  all  the  expectant  auditors  in  a 
ory  and  my  language  fail  to  do  justice  to 
ttilion  of  his  words  is  like  collecting  spent- 
flattened  against  a  stone  wall." 
irae  upon  literary  matters  I  expressed  ray 
lis  acquaintance,  and,  with  a  flattering  in- 
Ht,  I  shook  hands  with  the  old  man,  and 

more  intimate  knowledge  of  each  other, 
o  me,   null    rosa,  that   he    had   committed 

had  never  appeared  in  print ;  and,  one 
tlemen  of  the  establishment  had  departed, 
le  porter,  remained  to  close  the  office,  he 
awer  in  his  writing-table,  and  drew  forth 
russia,  and  carefully  locked. 
lid  he,  smiling.  '•  Don't  be  startled  by  its 
,  such  is  the  force  of  habit,  I  don't  think  I 
d  register  them  in  a  volume  of  any  other 
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leBved  vitfa 

IB  J  loeafanCMai,  I^^  oaly  to 
017  dttts.  m  it*  hrycriricJ 
te  oooftma-lar  I  n  aoH 
theftilliMiiBrfthe 
■at  ad  J 


aflnnioas;  and,  being  inte 

I  be  otemqited  in  the  entry  of 

dw  book,  and  there  it  lies  en 

oat  ci—tiim  anj  sospicion  of 

afive  ta  ii£eale ;  and,  abouJd  any  of 

of  bang  an  antfaor,  I  ahodd 

bat  dwfK  worthy  matter-of* 


vaau  JnUKhlj  '  vnir  bm  dovn  an  as«,' — m 
We  are  tbe  pr— ha  af  fitaasare  and  mmmeree  genera])j 
hj  tbe  vond.    That  tUa  m  a  ralgar  error  I  am  con- 
fix- the  caaiMiliaa  of  tbeae  triies  bare  Bcrely  been  the  in- 
reocatian  oimj  loaaic  beora.    Uke  £aop  I  may  truly  nj, 
te  my  *  gaaw  ct  Marblei,*  vbick  I  have  pUyed  after  the 
dntie*  of  tbe  day  bate  been  fidfika." 
HaTing  coiBnutted  tbe  Old  Lujgu  to  my  castody,  with  strict  ici' 
junctions  not  to  brealbe  a  aylbdite  t»  a  Ufing  aonl  of  its  contents,  or 
the  author,   I  perused  tbe  atn^gc  valaae,  marking  thoae  pieof* 
which  appeared  £t  for  pabliealiaB,  and  onaB  returning  it  CTpreaMB 
a  wish  tnat  he  would  "  gire  it  to  die  poblic;''  offering  at  the  aune 
time  to  illustrate  it ;  hot  tbe  old  dsk  nntinetmly  shuddered  at  the 
idea  of  submitting  lua  bdMon  to  aaeb  an  ordeaL 

♦♦  No,"  said  he ;  "  I  wrote  tbem  aolely  for  my  own  recreation  ; 
but  when  I  am  gone,  should  yoa  still  cMcrtain  a  favourable  opioioa 
o(  them,  Tou  are  at  libernr  to  pubtidi  tbem.  I  will  bequeath  the 
volume  to' you  as  a  legacy. 

The  worthy  old  man  now  deepa  quieliy  in  tbat  aame  churchyard, 
wherein  while  living  he  fflWkd  m  macb  matter  fir  meditation,  and  I 
DOW  present  to  the  public  tboec  papers,  tbe  eaeapoaition  of  which 
gmve  so  much  harmlem  pleasure  to  tJoe  antbor,  and  with  the  sincere 
wish  that  my  readers  may  at  ieait  dcrire  aone  portion  of  that  plea, 
sure  in  the  perusal,  I  handily  sobmh  my  editorial  labours  to  their 
f«vourable  notice. 

Auraso  CaowQt^iu,. 
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the  country  has  its  ^reat  man,  who  stands 

the  smaUer  folk  as  a  pear-tree  in  the  midst 

es. 

k  by  his  extraordinary  tact  and  ability  ob- 

bunence  in  the  town  of  B .     He  was  a 

Ky  man,  measuring  about  six  feet  in  hia 

lar  features,  illuminated  with  a  pair  of 

ough  the  precise  colour  of  his  optics  waa 

the  ladies,  arising  from  the  reflection  of 

ing  drab  hat,  turned  up  with  green,  a 
incompassing  his  long,  skinny  neck  ;  bis 
Ol-iitting,  and  his  drab  gaiters  hung  loosely 
^  pair  of  wide,  easy,  lack-lustre  shoes  com- 
jirary  pursuits  were  peculiar,  but  not  un- 
k  avidity  the  miscellaneous  "hotch-potch  " 
pines,  and  was  reportetl  to  know  "  every- 
tnoyment  of  a  tolerable  income,  and  was  re. 
[  inferiors  "  Squire,"  whilst  his  familiars 
(though  he  had  really  no  more  pretensions 
to  the  D.D. 

"  to  geology,  he  might  be  daily  seen  in  the 
tag  and  hammer,  Macadamizing  the  unof- 
tne  assiduity  of  a  parish-pauper  labouring 
Bn. 

nit  he  had  accumulated  materials  almost 
je-sweep. 

Upon  a  very  economical  scale,  consisting  of 
d  her,  although  poor  Mary  had  long  since 
ier,)  and  an  "  occasional  "  man,  who  served 
ty  of  groom  and  gardener  ;  for,  albeit,  Mr. 
rse,  he  poflsened  a  "  mare,"  which  in  point 
uch  a  square  head,  and  straight  neck,  and 
tatration  of  a  whole  book  of  trigonometry. 
■  very  like  a  wooden  one  animated ;  and, 
I  in  tne  neighbourhood  had  in  truth  but  a 

iues  outweighed,  in  the  Doctor's  mind,  her 
lal  beauty  ;  for  he  waa  frequently  heard  to 
lafe  and  sure-footed,  and  wtthal  so  docile 
rith  a  pack-thread ;  and  then,  as  for  start- 
perfect  insult  to  her  general  propriety  of 
ipable  of  freaks  so  unbecoming  m  one  of 

ced  in  years,  "  Mimmy  "  (so  called  by  her 
ivith  tail  and  ears  uncropped,  in  all  the 
their  natural  beauty. 

imself  was  perfectly  mechanical,  dividing 
1,  into  thirds.  The  morning  was  usually 
cal  pursuits  ;  his  alternoon  to  riding,  whilst 
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his  evenings  were  customarily  spent  at  one  or  other  of  his  acquainf 
ance's. 

With  the  males  he  smoked  his  coal-pipe,  and  quaffed  home- 
brewed, and  discussed  the  business  and  aAairs  of  the  parish  or  the 
count}-.  In  elections  be  became  an  orator,  although  his  warm  and 
eloquent  harangues  were  confined  to  the  circle  in  which  he  re- 
volved. 

He  was  a  staunch  Tory  in  his  politics,  and  successfully  brought 
over  the  whole  "  clique  "  to  his  way  of  thinking,  notwithstanding 
the  opposition  of  the  village-lawyer,  who  wa*  a  red-hot  radical,  and 
nightly  held  forth  in  the  tap-room  of  the  principal,  and  indeed  only 
inn  of  the  place ;  but  who  failed  from  his  want  of  character  in 
making  any  converts,  except  amongst  the  lowest  class,  who,  for- 
tunately for  the  safety  of  the  country,  as  Greene  asserted,  had  no 
voice,  albeit  they  were  loud  and  liberal  enough  in  their  applause  of 
the  lawyer's  levelling  opinions. 

With  the  female  portion  of  the  community  Josiah  was  a  great 
favourite,  for  he  had  a  "  world  of  small-talk,"  and  could,  moreover, 
join  in  all  their  snug  cribbage  and  whist  parties,  and  was  ever  ready 
to  give  his  opinion  as  well  of  muslins,  chintzes,  or  silks,  as  of  ilciwer- 
roots.  And  then,  he  had  "such  taste"  that  his  judgment  was  as  in- 
fallibly taken  in  ribands  as  in  politics. 

His  tame  "lionism,"  however,  was  doomed  to  suffer  a  partial 
eclipse.  Two  dashing  youths  from  college  came  to  spend  a  few 
days  at  the  residence  of  a  maiden  aunt  in  the  village ;  and  the 
novelty  and  brilliancy  of  their  vivacious  conversation  threw  Josiah 
completely  into  the  shade,  and  the  great  leader — the  Paganini  of  the 
little  coterie  —  was  compelled  to  play  second  fiddle.  Notwithstand* 
Ing  his  boasted  philosophy,  he  could  not  refrain  from  exhibiting 
evtdent  symptoms  of  uneasiness,  and,  like  a  carp  thrown  suddenly 
out  of  his  natural  element,  he  opened  his  mouth,  and  gasped,  and 
— said  nothing! 

If  his  personal  consequence  was  diminished,  his  character,  too, 
■t  this  juncture  was  assailed  by  suspicions  of  the  most  flagrant 
and  unseemly  conduct.  Scandal  was  busy  with  his  name,  and 
he  began  to  sufier  from  the  coldneia  and  neglect  of  his  former 
•Modates. 

As  usual,  detraction  only  uttered  her  blighting  innuendos  in  the 
moai  inaudible  whispers,  giving  him  no  chance  of  reply  or  justifica- 
lion ;  and  he  consequently  only  felt  the  effect  without  suspecting 
the  true  cause,  and  —  he  hammered  away  more  furiously  than  ever 
at  the  stones  in  the  neighbourhood. 

"Well,  Mary,"  said  old  Andrews,  the groom-gard«ner,  twirling  a 
notato-ilibble  in  his  band,  and  hanging  over  the  half-door  which  led 
uito  her  sanctum,  the  kitchen. 

"  Wfll,  Master  Andrews,"  said  JIary,  resting  awhile  from  her 
labours,  for  she  was  trying  hard  to  restore  the  "  shine  "  to  a  smoked 
■aocrpan,  which  time  and  her  industry  had  united  to  deprive  of  its 
-tin." 

"It's  main  hot,  Mary,"  continued  Andrews;  "and  this  'tatoo 
planting's  dry  work." 

"  Will  thee  have  a  drink,  Andrews  ?  " 

"  Why,  thank  ye,  I  don't  care  much  if  I  do,"  replied  he. 

"  I  'vc  nothing  but  tlie  weak  small." 
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KCMt,"  odd  he,  "and  that 's  enough." 

Mnt  mug  of  the  poor  liquor,  and  presented 

a'  cold  meat  or  so  ?"  inquired  Alary- 
how  'twill  hurt  rae  if  so  be  I  do,"  an- 
nothin'  but  knobs  o'  chairs,  and  purap- 
^ve  got  an  appetite  which  comes  and  goes 

produced,  and  the  couple  had  what  An* 

sterday,"  said  he. 
Alary,  as  if  it  were  really  an  extraor- 
have  a  birthday  ;  "  and,  pray  how  old 

[idrews. 
Blary  emphatically, 
p  hog,  ain't  it?  "  and  tlien  they  broke  forth 

f. 

%  I  be,  Andrews  ?  "  said  Mary. 

'pt,  maybe,"  guessed  the  gallant  Andrews. 

ptn  that  anyhow,"  said  JMary,  bridling  up, 

Jltd  at  the  insidious  compliment,  and  then 

k  you  don't  eat ;  take  another  slice  o'  meat, 

I  invitation  was  complied  with. 
t  the  matter  with  our  master  ?  "  said  An- 
ile in  a  winegar  fever  this  mornin'." 
r  said  Mary,  "  he  ain't  bin  right  sin'  thenn 
K  us." 

piked  boys !  "  muttered  Andrews.  "  8ure-ly 
ill  u'  joint ;  thot'  I  did  hear  say  thera  Wat- 
kut  the  brown  loaf  to  him  t'other  day.  Sar- 
I  and  flurried  this  mornin'  for  all  the  world 
irind." 

It,  them  Watsons,''  remarked  Mary. 
I  say  (and  he   knows  a  thing  or  two)  that 
t  possible  ;  and  that  a  dish  o'  fricaseed  wind 
|l  last  the  two  old  frumps  for  a  week  on 

I 

learty  laugh.  Andrews,  however,  notwith- 
'interruption,  managed  to  ply  his  knife  and 
ie  colloquy,  that  he  contrived  to  scrape  the 
f  bareness. 

le  of  the  "  Squire's  "  unaccountable  change 
fnnestics.  The  fact  is,  the  news  had  not  yet 
had  gone  the  customary  round  of  the  tea- 
'  extended  to  the  kitchen,  and  from  thence 
le  village. 

Mted,  that  late  one  evening  the  welil-known 
ne  was  seen  standing  at  the  door  of  a  small 
Dg  market-town,  where  dwelt  in  genteel 
"  who  had  certainly  no  claim  to  a  "  cha- 


t 


•horrified,"  while  the  married  ladies  dreaded 
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the  force  of  example,  and  all  concurred  Jn  the  opinion  that  the  "  Doc- 
tor "  was  a  very  shocking  old  man. 

The  Radical  little  lawyer,  with  the  fear  of  an  action  for  slander  or 
calumny  before  his  eyes,  pretended  to  take  up  the  cudgels  in  favour 
of  his  rival,  and  ingeniously  contradicted  the  report  wherever  he 
went. 

"Notwithstanding  the  well-known  difference  of  their  political 
views,  he  would  not — nay,  he  could  not  for  a  moment  entertain  to 
injurious  and  illiberal  an  opinion  of  Greene  as  to  think  he  could  pos- 
sibly do  so  and  so."  And  then,  having  completely  aroused  the  cu- 
riosity of  those  who  had  heard  nothing  of  the  malicious  report,  he 
proceeded  to  relate  the  shameful  rumour,  which  had  got  abroad, 

Poor  Greene,  however,  was  the  only  individual  in  the  village  who 
was  in  ignorance  of  the  rising  storm  which  threatened  the  wreck  of 
his  moral  character,  and  was  dailv  more  and  more  puzzled  to  inuu 
gine  the  cause  of  the  frigidity  and  indifference  of  his  friends. 

At  length  the  whole  mystery  burst  upon  the  astonished  philosopher 
like  a  thunder-clap. 

Busily  occupied  one  evening  in  the  arrangement  of  his  fractured 
pebbles,  his  tranquillity  was  suddenly  disturbed  by  the  announce- 
ment of  the  lawyer. 

"  This  is  really  an  unexpected  honour,"  said  Greene,  ironically. 

The  lawyer  l>owed,  looked  grave,  and  took  a  seat. 

"  I  have  ill  tidings," — commenced  the  man  of  law. 

"Eh,  what?"  cried  Greene.  "Why,  what  Radical  is  likely  to 
loae  his  election  ?  " 

"  None  ;  but  there  is  a  staunch  Tory  likely  to  be  '  put  out,' "  re- 
torted the  lawyer. 

"  How  so  ? 

"  Why,  I  am  sorry  to  say  it,  but  my  client,  Farmer  Hodges,  has 
instructed  roe  to  serve  you  with  notice  of  action  for  a  trespass." 

"  Me  f  "  exclaimed  Greene,  starting  up  from  his  seat. 

"  You.  He  accuses  you  of  riding  across  one  of  his  enclosures  late 
on  the  evening  of  the  10th  instant,  and  of  doing  considerable  damage 
to  his  crop  or  crops,  and  of  breaking  certain  fences  of  wood." 

*'  A  fine  story,  truly ! "  cried  Greene,  recovering  his  composure. 
"  Let  me  see — the  10th — that  was  Thursday — yes,  Thursday.  I  was 
never  out  of  the  house  the  whole  of  the  day." 

"  That  remains  to  be  proved.  Hodges  has  three  or  four  creditable 
witnesses  who  have  made  oath  to  the  identity  of  the  horse  or  more." 

"  Umph ! "  cried  the  mystified  Greene ;  "  this  is  strange  —  very 
strange  f — unaccountable  !  '     And  rising,  he  rang  the  belL 

AIar>'  answered  the  summons. 

"  where  is  Andrews?  "  demanded  he. 

"  Watering  the  cabbage-plants,"  replied  the  ancient  domestic. 

"  Send  him  in  immediately." 

Old  Andrews  appeared  with  his  blue  apron  tucked  up  on  one  side, 
end  the  perspiration  standing  upon  his  brown  and  ruddy  brow. 

"  Pray,  Andrews,  do  you  ever  recollect,"  said  Greene,  "  that  I 
have  ritlclen  Mimmy  of  an  cvenuig?  " 

"  No,  sir,  never.' 

"  Can  you  awear  to  this  ?  "  demanded  the  lawyer. 

"Take  my  bible-oath  on  it  afore  any  justice  in  the  county,"  re- 
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J  clenching  his  huge  fist,  and  beating  the  air 

u  asseveration. 

roeeeded  to  repeat  the  accusation  the  lawyer 

I 

bgo  I  "  cried  Andrews,  looking  excited  and 

Ipon  your  oath— (remeanber  an  oath  is  an 
t-are  you  ready  upon  your  oath,  I  repeat,  to 
mr  knowledge  and  belief,  the  grey  mare  was 
lie  evening  of  Thursday  last  ?  " 
Irepeated  Andrews,  scratching  his  ear, 
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I  people  have  recourse," 

fced,— "  Thursday  evening  ?  '* 
),"  said  Greene,  anxiously,  "  that  I  am  threat' 
•  damages,  and  that  I  rely  confidently  upon 
le  me.    Yes,  your  old  master  may  be  ruined ; 
id  the  last  farthing  I  have  in  we  world  in 

(•ly  at  his  worthy  master,  then  at  the  lawyer, 
Kmbled.     At  last  recovering  his  possession 

as  I  am  a  sinner,  and  hope  to  be  saved !  " 

ryer ;  "  that  is  enough." 

can  to  bear  false  witness  against  me  ?  "  said 

Odrews,  convulsively,  and  dropping  on  his 
•r  master !  I  b'lieve  for  a  sartainty  the  old 
(Kr  hand  o'  me.  There  's  never  no  mischief 
)  pie.  Them  two  devil-may-care  chaps  at 
I  me  into  this  scrape." 

fled  him  to  rise,  and,  after  much  circumlo. 
I  the  unfortunate  gardener  the  fact  that  the 
ecretly  feed  him  to  lend  the  mare  on  two  or 
ibr  the  very  purpose  of  mystifying  thecha- 
l>logist, and  involving  him  in  a  dilemma;  in 
^  as  we  have  seen,  they  had  succeeded  to 

id,  but  by  no  means  internally  pleased  witli 
1  rival,  and  retreated  completely  baffled  and 

ibly  alarmed,  but  readily  obtained  the  for- 
later,  who  was  too  much  delighted  at  having 
Sast  upon  his  character  to  harbour  any  vin- 
18  unwise  domestic,  who  had  been  made  the 
ons." 

be  affair  was  soon  spread  abroad,  and  the 
!,  who  really  esteemed  the  "  Doctor,"  now 
adgels  in  his  favour,  resolving  to  make  Iiim 
inmerited  slight  and  negki't  he  had  suffered. 
the  "  lark  "  of  the  young  gentlemen,  and 
pourse  with  them. 


WHEN 

The  consequence  wm,  they  compounded  with  Farmer  Hodges  for 
the  damage  done  to  his  "  crop  or  crops,"  and  soon  afterwards  quitted 
the  scene  of  their  "  rural  sports,"  laughin/(  heartily  at  the  mystifica- 
tion into  which  they  had  thrown  the  "  Macadamizing  old  square- 
toes,"  through  the  instiumentality  of  old  Andrews  and  the  Grey 
Mare. 


TUE   FtnST  SHORT  LIITUI  TAIL. 


WHEN  SHALL  WE  THREE  MEET  AGAIN  ? 

"  When  shall  we  three  meet  a^in  ?  " 

•*  Many  an  hour  of  anxious  pajn. 
Many  a  cherished  dream's  decay, 
Wliicb  the  world's  breath  melts  awav. 
Shall  make  the  iear>drop  fall  like  ram 
Ere  ye  three  shall  meet  again. 

"  Communion  with  the  world  around 
Shall  wrench  the  luiks  which  lore  has  bound  ; 
Cauticn't  eye  ttuill  »can  the  brow 
Of  the  friend  ye  doubt  not  now  ; 
Suspicion's  sidelong  glance  shall  tnoe 
Change  in  each  fiuniluu'  face  ; 
Scarce  one  kind  feeling  shall  remain 
When  ye  three  shall  meet  a^n. 

**  Yet  each  gift  the  world  bestows. 
Freely  round  your  path  she  strows. 
Love  ye  glory  ?     Ye  shall  die 
In  the  arms  of  victory. 
Wealtli  ?     Ye  shall  have  countless  gold. 
Power?    Your  sway  sbsll  be  uiiconiroll'd, 
Drtudtd  alike  on  the  earth  and  the  maitt — 
Thai  ye  three  shall  meet  again." 


— "  Oh,  gentle  fairy,  do  not  bestow 

On  tu  a  doom  so  fraught  with  woe  I 

Honours  and  riches  delight  us  not ; 

We  ask  for  a  butnbler,  a  huppiei  lot. 

W«  ask  to  keep  with  uiisiain'il  truth 

The  fiends  we  have  lored  m  the  duys  of  our  youth ; 

The  glow  of  the  heart,  which  u  our'i  to  retain — 

And  thus,  or  never,  to  meet  ugaiii." 


H.  N. 
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OOK   THE    THIRD. 
CHAPTER   VI. 

and  ?  "  demandefl  Woodruff", 
r  father,  Mr.  Lupton,  charged  me,  in  case 
Rou  there.     I  have  provided  a  vehicle  at  a 
kmoinent  we  reach  it,  fear  will  be  at  an  end," 
■t  clear  and  fresh.    A  healthy  breeze  swept 

El  the  trees, 
or  this  !  "  excLiiraed  Wooilruff,  "  and  you, 
can  never  compensate,  for  the  delight  I 
^d  estimation." 

to  heaven,  and  sunk  upon  his  knees,  while 

by  until  he  had  poured  out  hi«  heart  in 

lingering,  Colin  used  his  influence  to  urge 

liJiave  remained  in  this  ecstacy  of  adoration. 

the  night  suited  him  ;  individual  flowers 

Mnpanions  were  fused  into  masses,  he  could 

pness ;   he  plucked   them  with  the  eager 

I 

'lie  unaccustomed  exertion  overcame  him, 
wo  or  three  miles,  and,  notwithstanding  his 
sme  incapable  of  proceeding.  Under  these 
id  Verii)uear  volunteered  to  carry  him,  ■ 
|d,  while  Colin  lingered  behind  to  ascertain 
Dtrived  to  give  any  alarm. 
3  not  needless.  As  he  crouched  down,  to 
'me  horizontal  with  the  sky,  so  as  to  eiiahle 
Ijects  might  present  themselves,  he  fancied 
Hereupon  Colin  requested  his  friends  to 
t  remained  to  reconnoitre.  His  sus{>icion 
rapidly  advanced,  until  he  could  distinctly 
*hom  he  instantly  recognised  as  Jerry.  He 
riy,  calling  down  imprecations  on  his  own 
him  from  following  with  the  expedition 
i  have  u«ed.  His  doubts  satisfied,  Colin 
ry  his  companions  onward.  This,  however, 
ented;  and  Mr.  Woodrufl"  became  excited 
1  of  them  rather  to  let  him  be  killed  in  re- 
ee  those  horrible  walls.  Every  cflort  was 
his  long-lost  liberty  was  now  so  dear,  that 
wnd  time  deprived  of  it  made  him  tremble 

•Bined  upon  them,  Colin  recommended  that 
uaongst  the  brushwood,  until  the  others 
r  soon  found  harbour  beneath  an  elm,  that 
1  the  foot  of  whicli  lay  a  pool  collected  from 
t  Btandtng  there,  the  parties  approached. 
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and  the  voice  of  Jerry  could  distinctly  be  heard,  aa  he  swore  that  he 
thought  his  skull  was  broken  ;  while  his  tliscourse  in  other  respects 
seemed  to  bespeak  a  disordered  mind. 

How  the  circumstance  happened  Colin  never  could  distinctly  as- 
certain ;  but  scarcely  were  they  congratulating  themselves  on  the 
success  of  their  stratagem,  when  a  loud  cry  from  Jerry  Clink,  accom- 
panied by  a  wild  rush  upon  them,  announced  their  discovery.  Mr. 
Wootlruff  had  been  seated  against  the  bank,  and  before  him  the  friends 
now  stood,  resolved  to  defend  him  to  the  last.  A  tremendous  scuffle 
ensued,  during  which  Calvert  and  Vcriqucar  conducted  themselves 
gallantly,  and  severely  drubbed  three  of  the  assailants.  Jerry,  half 
frantic,  yelled  like  a  savage,  till  in  the  confusion,  the  old  man  re- 
ceived from  some  unrecognised  hand,  whether  of  friend  or  opponent 
was  never  known,  another  blow,  which  completed  that  work  the 
former  had  left  undone.  He  was  seen  to  stand  a  moment,  ns  though 
stunned ;  he  tried  to  utter  a  curse  upon  him  who  had  struck  the 
blow  ;  but  exhausted  nature  refused  the  promptings  of  that  savage 
spirit ;  his  tongue  sunk  for  ever  silenced,  and  old  Jerry  droj)ped  sud- 
jlenly  upon  his  back,  —  dead  !  This  event  put  a  termination  to  the 
engngemcnt.  The  body  of  Jerry  was  carried  off  by  his  associates, 
and  those  they  had  attacked  were  left  to  pursue  their  journey. 

In  due  time  the  party  arrived  at  the  village,  where  the  vehicle  was 
provided,  and  they  were  driven  off  to  the  Hall. 

As  for  old  Jerry,  a  coroner's  inquest  was  subsequently  held  over 
his  hotly,  when  the  facts  of  his  having  met  his  death  in  the  manner 
above  <lcscril»ed  being  clearly  established,  the  usual  verdict  was  re- 
turned. His  corpse  was  committed  to  the  ground,  and  the  matter 
gradually  subsideii  until  it  became  forgotten. 

Mr.  iiupton  was  at  the  hall  when  the  party  arrived.  There 
was  also  awaiting  Mr.  Colin  a  letter  from  Aliss  Jenny,  which  went 
far  to  destroy  that  pleasure  which  else  he  could  not  have  failed  to 
experience  from  the  success  of  the  enterprise.  But,  before  this  be 
commented  on,  it  is  necessary  to  record  certain  other  little  matters. 

The  story  of  Woodruff's  liberation  soon  became  known ;  and  as 
Kowel's  imprisonment  had  created  no  little  sensation,  the  presence 
of  so  important  a  character  excited  universal  attention. 

Colin  ciiuse<l  a  messenger  to  be  despatched  to  Fanny  Woodruff, 
for  the  purfwse  of  informing  her  of  the  arrival  of  her  father  at  the 
•Squire's  mansion,  and  to  appoint  an  hour  when  her  meeting  with 
hira  thould  take  place,  it  bemg  deemed  advisable  to  allow  some  time 
to  elapse  before  tnal  meeting  was  permitted. 

To  recapitulate  the  circumstances  atten<lant  on  that  meeting  forms 
no  port  of  my  design.  It  is  enough  to  state,  that  the  feelings  of  each 
were  wrought  up  to  the  extreme  ;  and  that  night  scarcely  separated 
them  without  tears. 

Some  time  after,  when  the  condition  of  all  parties  would  allow 
of  it  without  pain,  nn  entertainment  upon  a  large  scale  was  given 
at  the  Hull,  at  which  every  one  of  the  individuals  most  intorttcid 
were  present,  besides  a  number  of  tlie  neighbouring  gentry,  wboM 
synipntliies  hud  been  .iroused  in  that  stury  of  persecution  of  which 
Mr.  Woodrufl' had  been  the  victim. 

On  this  occision  it  wjui  that  the  blunt  and  honent  Roger  Cal- 
vert first  became  ac<iunintcd  with  Kanny  Woodruff.  They  were  suf- 
ficiently near  the  same  age  to  oontUtutc,  in  that  respect,  a  proper 
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no  means  deficient  in  personal  attractions, 
ht«ned  than  depreciated,  by  the  delicate  cha- 
Buuined  »ince  »he  made  the  painful  discovery 
isd  felt  for  Colin  would  never  be  returned, 
spiritualised  her  ltx)ks,  and  attached  a  degree 
■ance  which  it  did  not  ]>08«csj  before  ;  while 
vhich  she  watched  her  father  conspired  to 
and  character  with  those  requisites  which 
rfthe  discerning. 

*  the  Hall,  he  had  frequent  opportunities  of 
.     So  favourably  did  thcje  interviews  affect 
it  soon  became  evident  he  meditated  liming 
etty  bird.     And  though  at  the  outlet  Fanny 
I  be  wiioed,  yet  at  length  her  heart  relented ; 
he  disposition  of  Roger  a  better  substitute 
ce  of  a  thousand  might  give  her  ;  as  those 
no  means  opposite  to  each  other.    A  reason 
are  early  favour  to  his  suit   than   she  could 
Ipther.     At  the  same  time  she  heard  Colin 
vrma  of  his  friend,  as  could  not  fail  to  have 
I  predisposing  her  in  his  favour.       Then, 
[est  tie,  gratitude  for  the  part  he  had  taken 
om  she  had  lost.    This  amour  caused  Mr. 
py  considerably  ;  combined  as  it  was  with 
Aipton,  who  would  not  think  of  permitting 
te  Bon  of  one  of  his  dearest  friends, 
necessary  to  relate,  had  declined  the  duties 
•  leisure  thus  aiTorded  was  taken  advantage 
^ons  to  his  daughter  were  marked  by  ^Ir. 
'that  gentleman  feeling  that  no  reward  in 
pld  ever  return  the  service  rendered  him. 
power  to  give,   had  he  possessed  worlds, 
Ave  been  tlie  hand  of  so  dear  a  child,  with 
llace  her  in  ease  for  life. 
le  smiles  of  her  father,  it  is  no  wonder  that 
lailv  grew  more  favourable,  until  at  length 
ve  him  as  an  accepted  lover. 
I  mother,  our  hero  seized  the  earliest  op. 
ler  with  the  assurance  of  his  present  hap- 
ly to  her  a  present  of  two  hundred  pouncJs. 
•elf  in  terms  of  satisfaction,  but  itvf<jrmed 
ir  enjoy  a  mother's  highest  deli(;ht  and  be  a 
iperity,  it  would  be  more  congenial  to  her 
Otion  a  design  she  had  formed  of  rulirlng 
intry,  where,  out  of  sight  nf  all  who  might 
•  cause  of  unplea.sant  reflection,  she  could 
(  portion  of  her  life  in  humble  endeavours 
r  of  her  existence. 

Uier.  lie  saw  too  much  good  sense  in  her 
jtrovert  them,  although  he  strove  as  much 
en  the  asperity  of  the  self-accusation  with 
Igled.  All  he  could  j)roini>e  was,  that  she 
r  as  in  this  world  we  can  hope  to  be ;  and 
a  calculated  to  reconcile  her  to  herself 

y  2 


£ 


68 


COLIN    CLINK. 


Not  to  return  to  this  subject,  it  injiy  here  be  stated  that  l>efore 
tliosv  finiil  Bclventuri's  were  gone  tliroiigli  whifh  placed  Cdlin  at  the 
Buinniit  of  his  happiness,  Mrs.  Clink  carried  out  iier  views.  She 
retired  with  n  respectable  sufficiency  to  a  vill.ij;e  in  Derbjaliirc, 
where  she  <lwelt  in  peaceful  sechigion. 

Let  IIS  begin  with  that  coinniunicAtiun  from  M\&»  Jenny  previ- 
ously  adverted  to.     It  ran  as  fullows — 

"Since  Air. Clink  quitted  our  house  my  mother  has  had  much  to 
aay  to  me.  During  your  ab&ence,  it  seems  to  have  become  fixed 
that  I  shall  never  be  happy.  She  has  expressed  her  desire  that  I 
would  be{^  of  yoti  to  forget  me.  I  never  slept,  but  cried,  my  deareftt 
Colin,  all  night.  I  am  very  ill  now,  and  can  scarce  do  anything  but 
weep.  Were  I  of  that  religion  which  permiU  such  things,  I  would 
go  into  a  convent,  where  no  eye  could  see  how  heart-bruken  a  crea- 
ture 18  so  aoon  made  of  the  wretched,  but  devotedly  affectionate— 
J.C." 

I  cannot  better  describe  the  effect  produced  upon  Colin  by  this 
epistle,  than  by  ktating  that  within  ten  minutes  he  formed  a  dozen 
different  determinations  to  rescue  the  lady.  He  laid  Ali^x  Calvert's 
letter  before  her  brother,  who  at  once  declared  that  were  it  his  case 
he  would  run  away  with  her  at  once. 

Thi.o  suggestion  wonderfully  coincided  with  Colin's  state  of  feel- 
ing, and  in  ail  probability  he  would  have  done  so  within  the  shortest 
civen  space,  had  not  an  event  occurred  which  for  the  present  caused 
him  to  set  his  de«>i(;n  aside.     This  was  the  arrival  of  Mrs.  Lnpton. 

Colin  chanced  to  Ije  in  the  garden  when  the  carriage  drove  up, 

Wheji  it  stopped,  he  saw  that  some  lady  descended  from  it,  at- 
tcnde<l  by  two  females,  whose  assistance  appeared  needful  to  enable 
her  to  walk  into  the  house. 

The  sun  shone  brilliantly  ;  and  as  her  face  waa  turned  upward* 
Colin  saw  her  eyes  wore  not  tearless,  nor  her  heart  at  peace. 

Our  hero  felt  no  doubt  that  he  saw  Mr«.  Luptoti.  Nor  was  he 
mistaken.  As  she  entered  the  hall  she  regarded  everything  with 
that  interest  which  any  individual  might  be  supposed  to  feel,  who 
after  many  years  should  turn  over  anew  some  record,  wherein  was 
shown  the  past  as  now  being;  save  that  it  was  a  now  which  looked 
upon  no  future  of  possible  joy,  unless  in  that  world  which  is  beyond 
man'k  reach  to  darken  or  make  sad. 

As  early  nt\eT  Mrs.  Lupton's  arrival  as  was  consistent  with  the  fa- 
tigue she  had  undergone,  Mr.  Lupton  obtained  an  interview  with 
her  alone.  In  it,  coiiiinunications  of  deep  interest  must  have  been 
made,  as  the  services  of  Mrs.  Lupton'n  attendants  were  required  to 
save  her  from  fainting,  while  the  eyes  of  her  hu»band  betrayed  that 
on  his  part  their  conversation  had  not  been  conducted  without  tears. 

That  name  evening  Jlr.  Lupton  conducU<d  Colin  to  his  lady,  and 

prescntetl  hini  with  the  remark,  "  This,  madjtni,  is  the  young  man  of 

whutn  I  have  spoken."     A  gentle  inclination  seemed  to  mark  that 

•be  understood  what  was  said,  though  her  rojdy  betrayed  that  the 

ijrears  which  had  elapsed  since  last  we  saw  her  had  produced  no 

I  permanent   restoration  of  the  then  partly  overthrown   mind.     She 

[fookrd  at  Colin  without  emotioa  ;  and  though  i»lie  had  never  seen 

him  before,  rmiurked  — 

'•  Yes ;  I  remember  that  face  as  wcU-^iay  bctU'r  tliaii  any  other  ; 
though  it  IS  more  than  twenty  years  since  1  saw  it." 
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'emarked  that  Colin  bore  a  strong  resemblance 

continued,  "shall  I  aee  it  again? — Never! 
af^er  I  was  wed." 

Piosed  J\Ir.  Liipton,  in  a  kind  tone.  "  We 
er  some  future  time." 
eontinued  Jlrs.  Lupton,  "  I  be;?  pnrticulnrly — 
lut  me  out  of  this  house  any  more.  I  will  en- 
itly,  and  soon  get  out  of  the  way,  where  no 
1  roe  again." 

ircumstance  of  this  tempor.iry  alienation  Mr, 
«d,  leaving  the  unfortunate  lady  in  the  hands 
ft  of  whom    was   her   old    companion.  Miss 

hen  Colin  was  again  introduced  to  her,  Mrs. 
her  self-possession,  and  comprehended  certain 
r.  Lupton  had  mentioned  to  her  touching  that 
she  quietly  acquiesced,  not  because  she  felt 
ut  simply  because  her  husband  had  proposed 
ne,  while  his  every  wish  was  hers,  personally 
ce  not  unusual  with  individuals  who  regard 
I  here,  and,  consequently,  contemplate  the 
only  place  of  refuge. 

;  was  accelerated  by  an  event  which  shortly 

lich,  happily  perhaps,  put  an  end  to  all  Mrs. 

rs,  I  will  not  pretend  to  divine  ;  although  it 

he  nearness  of  death  will  often  produce  exhi- 

jards  this  world,  never  so  folly  made  under 

t  is  not  for  the  compiler  of  this  history  to 

ject;  and,  therefore,  the  reader  must  here 

Sirs.  Lupton's  faculties  had  returned,  she 

notwithstanding  what  we  have  previously 

5  of  her  young  friend.  Miss  Calvert,  with  the 

that  one  question  only  did  she  evince  the 

K>ner  was  she  aware  that  he  was  the  object 

had  caused  Miss  Calvert  so  much   trouble, 

Dom,  and  addressed  a  letter  to  her. 

placed  it  in  Miss  Calvert's  hands,  conveyed 

i  from  Colin,  and  the  other  from  her  brother 

ttl  all  those  passionate  appeals  which  nnght 

dging  from  this  epistle,  Colin  was  in  a  state 

oncluded  by  expressing  his  determination 

•uit,  though  even  Jenny  herself  should  be 

esses. 

Ion  at  first  inspired  poor  Jenny  with  mo- 
icially  as  she  found,  on  opening  her  brother's 
sed  her  by  no  means  to  sacrifice  her  own 

legree  counteracted  the  bitterness  of  those 
Bver  Mrs.  Lupton's  letter,  although  they 
vwing  a  correct  conclusion  as  to  the  cause 
er  saw  in  the  parentage  of  Mr.  Clink  the 

id  I  need  not  say,  but  grieve  she  did,  until 
sr  elighlly  knew  her  not  again ;  and  those 
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who  had  known  her  best  became  most  certain  that  if  this  waa  suiTered 
to  continue,  a  light  heart  was  for  ever  exchangeil  for  a  sad  one,  and 
the  creature  whose  presence  had  diffused  happiness  was  converted 
into  one  of  those  melancholy  beings  over  whose  mind  seems  to  have 
settled  an  everlasting  cloud.  Then  it  wag  that  the  obstinate  began 
to  soften.  Everybody  loved  Jenny,  and  grieved  to  see  her  grief. 
So  at  length  they  proceeded,  from  the  exertion  of  counter-influence* 
upon  her,  to  the  tacitly  understood  holding  out  of  hope  that  matters 
might  yet  be  arranged. 

Meanwhile,  as  the  Squire's  object  in  introducing  his  son  to  Mri. 
Lupton  had  been  fulfilled,  Colin  took  the  earliest  opportunity  to 
return  to  London.  But  before  we  follow  him  the  reader  will,  per- 
haps, be  pleased  to  hear  something  respecting  certain  other  cha- 
racters, to  whose  interest,  be  it  hoped,  he  does  not  feel  indifferent. 

In  order  that  the  charge  brought  against  Uowel,  of  having  been 
guilty  of  the  murder  of  Skinwell.  might  be  substantiated,  Sir.  Lup> 
ton  had  not  omitted  any  means  likely  to  conduce  to  that  end ;  not 
the  least  important  of  which  was  the  disinterment  of  the  deceased's 
coffin  in  the  churchyard  of  Bramleigh.  This  was  undertaken  with 
quietness  ;  and  a  careful  examination  would,  doubtless,  have  taken 
place,  had  it  not  been  discovered  to  everybody's  amnzement,  on 
opening  the  grave,  that  somebody  had  been  there  before,  and  the 
corpse  was  gone.  This  fact  was  no  sooner  ascertained  than  specula- 
tions innumerable  started  into  existence ;  and  strange  stories  were 
published  of  lights  having  been  seen  in  the  churchyard  ai\er  dark  ; 
of  the  sound  of  a  spade  having  been  heard  there  in  the  dead  of 
night,  —  though  when  heard,  or  what  favoured  mortal  had  heard  it, 
could  not  be  precisely  made  out. 

These  things  however  ended,  as  such  things  usually  do,  where 
they  began.  The  mystery  was  never  positively  cleared  up  ;  although, 
on  the  examination  of  Doctor  liouel's  establishment  some  time  ailier, 
a  circumstance  occurreil  which  gave  ground  for  suspicion,  tliat  «■ 
that  gentleman  had  been  considerably  cut  up  by  the  lawyer  when 
alive,  he  had  seizeil  his  opportunity  to  return  the  compliment. 
Every  other  descriirtion  of  evidence  was  obtained  and  arranged  for 
the  anticipated  trial. 

Willie  the  Doctor  soliloquized  in  the  castle  at  York,  whither  he 
had  been  rcinoved,  information  was  conveye<l  to  him  of  the  rescue 
of  W(x>druff,  and  of  old  Jerry's  death.  His  brother-in-law  thus 
free,  Rowel  gave  uji  everything  m  lost,  and  for  some  time  after 
the  receipt  of  the  news  remained  in  a  state  of  stupor.  Regarding 
hiiHiii'lf  as  abandoned  by  fortune,  he  so  far  lust  spirit  as  to  sink  into 
one  of  the  nioz't  abject  creatures  that  ever  breathed.  Dreading  the 
course  which  \Vtio<lruff  might  adopt,  he  caused  a  formal  communi- 
cation to  be  made  to  that  injured  individual,  in  which  he  bound 
himself  not  (miy  to  restore  the  estate  su  lung  withheld,  but  to  make 
•very  re:<titution  in  his  power  for  the  injuries  sustained  ;  injuries  for 
which  nu  compensation  could  utnne,  but  which  be  yet  trusted  might 
b*  regarded  with  mercy. 

"  Unworthy, "  remarked  Woodruff,  when  this  statement  was  made 
to  him, — "  unworthy  ac  that  man  is,  whom  1  cannot  ever  again  name 
M  ■  relation,  yet  I  do  not  fcrl  disposed  to  gratify  any  feeling  of 
revenge.  No  ;  all  I  wish  that  man  to  do  is,  to  be  lelt  to  the  rcHfCtion, 
that  the  evil  labours  of  so  many  years  luirc  produced  only  a  harvest 
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liie  rot,  —  the  great  and  fearfttl  tml  of  the 
fais  Ood  and  him." 

who  heard  th<>^e  i>mtimmt)i  rouUl  not  but 
of  that  injured  individual,  vrt  thr  };iMirral 
,  that  he  forgot  justice  in  liis  anxiet,v  fur 
Ir.  Woodruff  peraisti'd  in  hiit  detenuinAiioa 
>law  without  other  punishment  than  that 
'  to  him  on  his  trial. 
irawing  on,  the  coortabulnry  mftde  thcmsrl vv« 
ererj  acrap  of  evidence,  in  Ute  hoix;  uf  fixing 
■whom  everybody  believed  it  to  belong.  The 
]g  and  attendant  on  the  case  were  of  6uch  an 
hen  the  day  of  trial  arrived,  the  moat  txtnU 
irinced  by  the  public. 

^to  give  the  details,  or  to  follow  through  it« 
■  of  circumstantial  evidence  which  tlie  in- 
p  had  accumulated.  Neither  is  it  nc«dful  to 
'^noat  able  defence  was  made  by  an  eminent 
Ipart  of  the  prisoner. 

Up  summed  up  in  an  address  whicii  occupied 
in  the  delivery,  after  which  the  jury  retired. 
rt  a  few  minutes  before  midnight,  and  before 
Vonounced  a  verdict  of  Not  Guilty.  No 
lian  tlie  prisoner  dropped  inst>n.sible  in  the 
t  court  murmured.  The  words  Nor  Guilty 
Itairs,  and  again  outside,  like  magic.  The 
I  for  the  murderer's  blood.  But  the  verdict 
bad  pronounced  him  innocent.  They  cried 
Ibrth,  and  desperately  threatened  to  wait  till 
te  him  on  the  si^t.  The  time  of  night,  the 
Iwund,  the  fearful  passions  of  the  niub,  now 
ff  ail  combined  to  render  the  scene  one  never 
I 

tees,  it  will  not  be  supposed  that  Rowel  was 
For  his  own  sake,  there  was  but  one  course 
lim  within  the  castle.  The  crowd  outside, 
to  disperse,  was  at  length  driven  away  by 
Some  of  them,  however,  assembled  again 
e  city.  The  cry  here  soon  became  "  For 
of  destruction  had  arisen,  and  the  threat  of 
KxL 

a  dense  press  of  men  moved  rapidly  but 
on  that  offered  the  straightest  line  between 
lent.  Scarcel}'  a  word  was  said  during  this 
many  were  the  heav}'  stakes  drawn  from 
d  converted  into  clubs,  aa  they  proceeded. 
of  mischief,  mistaken  for  iusticc,  seemed 
,  dark  power,  hurrying  headlong  and  irre- 
Molation. 

een  observed  from  the  city  ;  and  none,  save 
Dlitary  farm-eervant,  peeping  fearfully  from 
a  the  dog  barked,  and  the  tramp  atul  crash 
d  below,  knew  of  iliem  on  their  road.  Like 
a  when  the  world  is  asleep,  that  band  was 


I 
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only  known  to  have  been  by  the  trail  of  destruction  it  left  behind. — 
Comparatively  a  brief  time  afterwards,  the  walla  of  Nabbfield  were 
scaled,  the  gardens  were  trampled  down,  the  trees  uprooted.  Now 
came  the  thundering  at  doors,  the  tearing  down  of  shutters,  the 
smashing  of  glass,  and  the  shrieks  and  cries  of  the  inhabitants,  scarcely 
sensible  from  fear,  and  yet  scarcely  thrown  off  sleep.  The  invading 
party  had  entered  the  premises. 

Scattered  up  and  down  the  house  might  now  have  been  seen  des- 
perate men,  with  their  faces  blackened,  and  otherwise  disguised. 
Their  first  object  seemed  to  be  the  seizure  of  the  people  who  had 
the  establishment  in  charge  ;  and  as  this  task,  since  the  imprison- 
inent  ot  the  Doctor,  had  devolved  u])on  his  own  wife,  the  strong 
man  Robson,  with  their  usual  assistants,  the  force  that  had  thus 
suddenly  appeared  found  little  difficulty  in  effecting  their  object. 
Rob.son  himself  had  started  up  on  hearing  the  first  assault,  and  made 
his  way,  half-dressed,  into  one  of  the  lower  rooms,  where  he  en- 
countered half-a-dozen  of  the  men  described.  Thinking  the  dis. 
turbiirice  had  arisen  in  consequence  of  some  of  the  patients  having 
broken  from  their  cells,  he  began  to  call  upon  them  in  his  usual 
manner  to  submit  to  tijeir  keeper,  when  he  found  himself  seized  by 
many  arms  at  once,  and  informed,  that  if  he  were  not  quiet  they 
should  knock  him  on  the  head  without  ceremony. 

Sirs.  Rowel  contrive<l  to  take  refuge  in  a  small  outhouse,  where 
she  remained  shivering  with  cold  and  terror. 

The  dependants  of  the  establishment  having  been  secured,  the  mob 
proceeded  to  pile  up  the  furniture  in  the  middle  of  the  rooms,  and 
set  it  on  Hre  ;  while  others  broke  open  the  cells,  and  let  out  the  in- 
mates. Some  of  these  escape<l  into  the  woods,  and  during  several 
days  rambled  wildly  over  the  surrounding  country:  others  were 
conveyed  to  one  of  the  stables,  and  fastened  in,  under  the  care  of 
Robson;  while  a  few,  it  was  believed,  whose  midudies  rendered 
them  incapable  of  knowing  what  was  going  on,  were  burnt  to  death 
in  the  flames,  which  subsequently  enveloped  the  whole  in  one  sheet 
of  fire. 

The  incendiaries  then  departed  without  leaving  any  trace  whereby 
their  route  c(juld  be  discovered  ;  and  although,  eventually,  a  reward 
of  five  hundred  pounds,  and  n  pardon  to  any  person  not  actually 
guilty  of  the  offence,  were  offered  by  the  government,  no  clue  was 
ever  obtained  to  lead  to  their  conviction. 

Notwithstanding  the  violence  which  Doctor  Rowel  might  re- 
ceive by  making  his  appearance  upon  the  scene  of  his  crimes,  he 
no  sooner  was  informed  of  the  destruction  of  his  establishment  than 
he  grew  frantic,  and,  in  a  state  of  excitement  bordering  on  derange- 
ment, set  off  from  Vork  in  as  private  a  manner  as  possible. 

On  arriving  at  his  late  residence,  he  beheld  only  a  black  ruin,  with 
but  one  solilarv  object  near  it  which  had  survived  the  general  deso- 
lation,— the  olA  yew-tree  under  which  Woodruff  had  pasiscd  so  many 
weary  years,  and  which  now  brought  back  to  the  Doctor's  eye  a 
picture  of  all  that  had  led  to  this.  The  tree  used  to  look  black  be- 
fore;  but  now,  amidst  the  greater  blackness  of  the  place,  it  looked 
gaily  green  in  the  sunshine,  as  though  it  rejoiced  over  the  wild  jua- 
inr  that  had  overtaken  one  guilty  of  so  many  crimes. 

Outside  waa  a  throng  of  gaxers,  kept  off  l)y  the  constabulary.  On 
A  knull  at  some  little  dixtaiice  he  recognised  Lupton  and  Wo<xlruff, 
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letnpluyed  in  recovering  as  much  of  the 
escaped  with  partial  damage.  He  would 
lot. 

ri^i^e,  he  was  secure ;  and  hAving  drawn 
^  little  party  stood,  he  gnzrd  with  intensity 
(ions.  It  wns  plain  some  strange  idea  had 
i  leeiiied  written  in  his  features  that  sume- 
|»ich  he  would  hive  no  man  know. 
{ box."  thought  he,  "  and  it  could  not  escape." 
id  himself  thus,  the  possihility  was  still 
'plainly  as  did  the  mark  on  Ciiii's.  Htill  the 
tk  still  gazed.  At  last  they  carried  out  on  a 
MToken  furniture. 

i  tiie  Doctor^  madly,  as  he  daahed  his  fist 
nd  having  rapidly  opened  the  door,  rushed 

n  so  astonished  the  people,  that  all  fled  back- 

hpton,  and  Woodrufl',  besides  many  others, 

I  Doctor ;  while  the  first-named  gentleman 

ier  him,  in  or<ler  at  once  to  know  the  cause 

and  to  prevent  by  magisterial  authority  the 

d  might  ensue. 

line !  —  my  own  !  "  cried  the  Doctor,  as  he 

IX  of  considerable  dimensions,  deeply  acorch- 

igh.     At  the  same  time  he  clasped  his  arn>s 

J  interfered. 

id  Mr.  Lupton. 

'  again  exclaimed  Rowel,  "  and  no  man  shall 

Nn  innocent ;  they  judged  me  so  last  night. 

If  it 's  seen.     They  '11  swear  it  is  /lis  body." 

Bided  Air.  Lupton  in  astonishment. 

1  No ;  his  who  died.  They  shall  not  open  it." 

nroured  to  hide  it  with  his  body. 

his  niore  thun  appeared  upon   the  surface  ; 

nded  the  constabulary  to  protect  Mr.  Rowel 

1  convey  the  box  to  Kiddal. 

b  a  desperate  resistance,  and  raved  so  furi- 

«ras  required  to  get  him  into  the  carriage  ; 

•ary  to  bind  him  ere  his  conveyance  could 

la  done,  he  was  driven  off  to  the  residence 

ood  Forest. 

ions,  the  excitement  of  the  multitude  was  so 

udiciuus  measures  adopted,  the  disorders  of 

J  have  been  concluded  by  the  murder  of  the 

onsequence  was,  however,  happily  iivoided. 

med  JMr.  Lupton,  and   followed  tlie  crowd 

Jfsterioua  box  to  the  Squire's  own  residence. 

the  above-named  individuals,  with  one  or 
a  private  room,  whither  the  che.st  had  been 
'esent  while  a  heavy  luck  upon  it  was  broken, 
•layed  a  sight  so  horrible,  that  the  .strongcst- 
I.  Before  them,  huddled  up  to  make  it  (it 
I  corpse,  sufficiently  perfect  to  leave  not  the 

they  looked  upon  the  remains  of  the  unfur- 
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ttinate  Sklnwell.  By  what  motive  the  Doctor  had  been  actuated  in 
taking  the  body  from  its  grave,  could  only  be  conjectured  :  the  most 
probable  one  was,  that  he  had  done  so  to  destroy  all  traces  of  the 
poison.  But  why  he  should  still  preserve  so  horrible  an  object  few 
attempted  to  divine.  Whatever  the  cause,  however,  the  fact  waj 
proved ;  since  the  remains  were  subsequently  identified  by  many. 
Another  circumstance  remains  to  be  recorded,  as  it  may  also  serve 
to  illustrate  Doctor  Rowel's  conduct 

Beneath  the  head  of  the  corpse  was  found  a  smaller  anil  curiously 
ornamented  box,  wherein  the  title-deetls  of  Charnwood  had  been 
kept  during  many  generations.  On  beinp;  opened,  it  was  found  still 
to  contain  them  in  the  same  state  in  which  Kowell  had  so  many  years 
ago  possessed  himself  of  them,  after  securing  the  person  of  tlieir 
owner.  The  effect  of  Mr.  SSkinwell's  conduct  in  resisting  the  doc- 
tor's solicitations  to  co-operate  with  him  in  altering  those  writings 
now  became  apparent. 

Mr.  Woodruff  having  taken  them  into  his  own  custody,  be  and 
his  daughter  set  out  to  take  possession  of  their  hereditary  home. 
On  their  arrival,  however,  they  found  it  inhabited  by  tenants  whom 
the  reader  will  feel  surprised  to  find  there. 

No  long  period  was  required  ai\er  Colin's  arrival  at  Mr.  Calvert's 
to  enable  him  to  discover  that  deep  anxiety  reigned  throughout  that 
house  touching  her  who  so  late  was  its  life-spring. 

Miss  Jenny,  who  had  lately  confined  herself  much  to  her  chamber, 
was  introduced  by  her  sister ;  the  latter  having  communicated  to 
her  the  arrival  of  Roger  and  Colin. 

<  How  changed  !"  thought  our  hern,  as  his  spirit  sank  at  the  sight 
of  her.  In  her  face  was  written  that  ihcpaxt  was  all  of  a  pleasant 
existence  she  should  ever  look  upon.  Yet  when  she  saw  him, 
though  the  father  looked  solemn,  and  the  mother  chidJngly,  she  fiew 
to  his  arms.  For  what  were  a  father's  looks,  or  a  mother's  wishes? 
What  was  all  the  world  now  to  her  .-• 

At  this  sight,  so  unexpected  and  affecting,  her  mother  sobbed 
aloud ;  Mr.  Calvert  turned  away  in  silence.  Her  sister  seieed  her 
hands,  and  pressed  them  with  a  loving  pressure,  while  honest  Roger, 
with  the  tears  bursting  from  his  eyes,  struck  his  hand  upon  the 
table  in  sudden  agony,  and  exclaimed, 

"  Though  I  don't  swear,  I  say  she  thall  have  him,  damme,  if  she 
•han't ! " 

The  plainness  of  this  declaration  contrastetl  so  with  the  occasion 
that  scarcely  a  person  could  forbear  smiling  ;  while  every  one  felt  a 
conviction  that  Roger's  words  would  eventually  come  true.  But,  as 
suddenly  a»  that  conviction  flashed  across  the  mind,  so,  with  respect 
to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Calvert,  did  it  as  suddenly  cease.  For  though,  dur- 
ing some  few  moments  they  felt  half  inclined  to  relent,  yet,  aa  the 
cause  of  that  sudden  conversion  lost  its  temporary  influence,  they 
fell  back  upon  old  objections  with  increa<«ed  prejudice. 

Long  did  these  two  afterwards  di»cuss  the  matter,  while  Colin 
•nd  Jenny  were  rapidly  settling  it  without  any  diiicussion  at  all. 

While  the  l»<tt-named  pair  regarded  the  question  r.s  altogether  one 

of  ths  heart,  the  former  held  it  as  totally  a  question  of  the  head: 

bat,  inasmuch  as  the  worst  philosopher  may  venture  to  back  the 

lieart  againu  the  head  in  any  contention,  our  hero  and  Miss  Jenny 

rould  certainly  have  triumphed,  luid  it  not  bap{>cncd  tliat  before 
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tagbt  to  bear,  Mr.  Calvert  sent  a  message  to 
pany  io  the  study,  and  delivered  to  him 

irred,  Mr.  Clink,  I  feel  that  it  becomes  my 

ae  to  some  decisive  determination.     Much  as 

and  yourself,  there  are  causes  which  made 

"  your  preference  for  Jenny,  that  a  con- 

een  you  would  not  lead  to  happiness.     I 

causes  more  directly ;    but  they  are  in- 

gh  I  am  aware  that  such  matters  are  fre- 

indifference,  yet  I  feel  compelled  thus  to 

in  the  hope  that  nothing  more  will  be  re- 

the  course  which  I  wish  you  to  adopt." 

i  bis  heart  seemed  to  swell  into  hts  throat, 

your  motives.     I  know  your  objections, — 

IDved."     He  would  have  spoken  more,  but 

i,"  observed  Mr.  Calvert.  "  It  is  your  mis- 
It  was  my  hope  that  Jenny  and  you  might 
oquaintance  yourselves,  and  render  such  an 
lent  needless.  But  I  have  been  mistaken. 
>  longer.  Nevertheless,  carry  with  you  the 
ntinue  to  remember  your  worthiness,  and  to 
ending  to  the  young  affection  of  one  whom 
t  delight,  if  possible,  to  have  blessed  the 
hire  he  sought.  —  Bless  you,  my  friend  1 " 
I  cannot  part  with  you  without  betraying 

leplied  Colin,  "  makes  me,  sir,  lost  what  to 
Ime  harshly  I  could  have  replied.  If  you 
1  not  how  to  oppose  :  but  though  /  go  never 
r,  my  heart  will  be  left  with  those  I  leave, — 
e  out  my  life  with  the  memory  of  her  whom 
in  any  otlier  manner." 

ad  his  friend,  "  that  on  neither  side  shall  we 
:  it  will  be  our  duty  to  bow  before  those 
lOt  escape.  And  now,"  added  Mr.  Calvert, 
He.     We  can  do  no  more.     Good-b'ye !  "  he 

id  Colin  had  a  further  conversation  below 
producing  a  determination  of  importance. 
1,  throughout  hod  inspired  our  liero  with 
,uced  him,  after  the  scene  described,  to  draw 
BTved  part  of  the  house,  and  propose  that  tliey 
in  the  maimer  already  suggested, — that  is, 
an  elojiement ;  and  that  considerate  young 
[  the  task  of  informing  Jenny  of  the  design. 
1  them  that,  the  more  successfully  to  carry 
hould  take  leave  of  the  family  under  the 
»rts,  of  never  seeing  him  again ;  but  that. 
Ion,  he  should  retire  to  some  hutel,  where  he 
■rs  were  arranged  for  liis  and  Jenny's  de- 
gly  he  did,  c|uitting  Air.  Calvert's  house  not 
t  of  all,  except  Roger;  though  on  his  own 
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with  such  a  minerable  exhibition  of  sorrow,  considering  the  situation 
in  which  he  was  plucecl.  thut  the  pood  Calverts  were  quitp  astonish- 
ed, and  began  to  suspect  that  after  all  there  was  not  half  the  feeling 
in  him  they  lind  been  led  to  believe,  llogcr  was  iippenled  to,  l>i"it 
professed  to  have  no  ability  in  discovering  springs  of  action.  The 
truth  was,  tliat  he  fult  disinclined  for  conversation.  The  departure 
of  hi<s  friend  had  put  a  seal  upon  his  tongue. 

Within  a  few  clays  it  was  remarked  by  the  family  that  Jenny 
seemed  aitonishirjgly  recovered  from  her  melancholy,  and  luipe 
began  to  be  entertained  that  in  a  short  time  she  would  recover  her 
painful  disappointment,  and  become  again  that  pleasant  creature 
she  was  before  her  eyes  met  those  of  Air.  Clink.  However,  nt  the 
very  time  when  cvcryboily  expected  thut  this  desirable  consum- 
mation would  be  eflVctod.  then  it  was  discovered  to  everybody'* 
amazement  that  she  was  missing  ;  Roger,  too,  had  disappeare<l ;  nor 
was  Mijis  Jt'uiti/  Calvtrt  ever  f«iund  again.  A  guess  at  the  real  truth 
flashed  across  the  iirinds  of  every  one.  and  all  agreed  that,  instead 
of  ever  seeing  Miits  Jennif  again,  they  sliould  be  somehow  or  otlicr 
introduced  to  Alrn.  Colin  Clink. 

Mr.  Calvert  at  first  took  the  thing  in  dudgeon,  and  ordered  his 
horses  to  pursue  the  flying  trio,  but,  by  the  time  saddle  and  harness 
were  ready,  it  chanced  to  be  discovered  that  nobody  knew  whether 
to  prefer  the  east,  west,  north,  or  south  quarters  in  the  proposed 
search.  Probabilities,  however,  being  in  favour  of  Ki<ldal  Hall, 
Mr.  Calvert  and  his  son  set  out  on  an  expedition  to  that  residence, 
in  hopes  of  arriving  there  in  time  to  prevent  that  marriage  which 
Mr.  Calvert  determined  never  to  sanction. 

In  the  mean  time  our  hero  and  his  friends  were  making  force<l 
inarches,  until  our  little  party  had  the  pleasure  of  beholding  the 
walls  within  which  they  were  to  be  made  secure  of  future  happiness. 
Thus  felt  our  hero  and  his  pretty  companion,  while  Roger  regarded 
the  house  with  interest,  since  it  also  contained  her  who  was  every- 
thing to  him. 

Mr.  Woodruff's  residence  was  situated  in  one  of  the  pleasanteat 
portions  of  Leicestershire.  It  was  one  of  those  old,  large,  and  sub- 
stantial brick  buildings,  characteristic  of  a  particular  period  of  our 
domestic  architecture.  Its  gar<lens  were  full  of  stately  trees,  which 
seemed  to  speak  their  own  dignity,  and  declare  to  the  passer-by  that 
beneath  their  branches  had  flourished  some  generations. 

To  this  place  were  they  welcometl  by  Air.  Woodruff"  and  his 
daughter  ;  and  thooyh,  at  the  first  introduction  to  Aliss  Jenny  as 
the  intended  bride  of  Colin,  piK>r  Fanny  in  vain  endeavoured  to  hide 
the  feelings  of  the  moment,  yet  a  short  time  brought  her  back  to  « 
sense  of  tlie  situations  of  both,  while  the  presence  of  her  own  ac- 
cepted lover,  in  the  person  of  Roger  Calvert,  not  only  sustained  Jier 
spirits,  but  took  off  much  of  the  keenness  of  those  reflections. 

It  wa-*  aUo  on  this  occasion  Cvlin  learned  from  Fanny  that  her 
father  and  herself,  on  paying  ti>eir  first  visit  to  their  newly-recover- 
ed property,  found  it  occupied  by  the  family  of  that  identical  Aliss 
Wintlebury  whom  he  and  she  hacf  so  strangely  met  in  London.  At 
the  mention  of  that  name  Colin  blushed  m>  deeply  that  Miss  Jenny 
felt  misgivings  na  to  hi^  perfect  fidelity,  and  in  a  manner  half  in  joke 
half  in  earnest,  ch.irgcd  him  with  deception,  to  which  her  lover 
could  not  so  well  reply  as  by  giving  that  short  story  respecting  Ali&s 
Wintlebury,  with  which  the  render  is  acquainted. 
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If  had  improved  materially  in  health,  sfnce  nat 
tewistf  the  ftlttfred  circumstance*  in  which  her 
issistetl  to  throw  in  her  way  every  advantage 
in  could  require.     She  still  remeitiberetl  Co- 
most  fateful  feelinfTs,  and  testified  them  by 
i.     Besides  which,  on  3Ir.  WintUbury  beine 
lars  of  their  story,  of  which  already  he  had 
non  fame,  he  volunteered  at  once  to  quit  the 
Woodruff  possession  of  his  <iwn. 
dng  for  our  hero  when,  with  Jenny  on  his 
little  church  hard  by  Mr.  Woodruff's  resi- 
nce  the  sacred  promise  to  love  an<i  cherish 
iture  beside  him.     Fanny  and  Harriet  Win- 
deniaid:«.     The    priest  had  just   uttered  the 
hose  whom  GchI  hath  joined  together  let  no 
n  a  stir  was  heard  at  the  church  door,  and 
,  in  a  state  of  excitement,  hurried  in.     The 
the  altar,  and  seizing   Jenny,  exclaimed  : 
e!" — but  the  priest  waved    his    hand,  and 
and  Jenny  were  "  man  and  wife  together," 
ssing  which  so  beautifully  finiithes  the  church 
ions. 

Mr.  Calvert  approached,  and  taking  the 
1, — "Jenny  !  "  said  he,  "  I  never  ex|>ectetl 
not  reproach  you.  The  thing  is  done,  and 
I  not  for  me  to  put  asunder  whom  God  hitth 
make  the  best  of  it,  and  therefore,  seeing 
.  me  join  in  the  blessing  pronounced,  and 
ogether  in  this  life,  that  in  ific  world  to  come 
ng." 

)  tears,  and  clung  round  her  father's  neck  ; 
eeply  affected,  and  Roger  complimented  his 
1  their  being,  as  he  expressed  it,  "  an  inch 
t 

I  party,  Jenny's  father  informed  them  hour 
Ince  directed  his  steps  to  Kiddal  Hnll,  and 
'i.  Lupton,  in  a  state  that  promised  n  speedy 
t  circumstances  he  had  felt  anxious  to  <iefer, 
tt,  the  ceremony  which  bad  taken  jilace. 
cr,  being  frustrated,  nothing  remained  but 
b  all  parlies,  and  to  effect  this,  Mr.  C'nlvert 
tlie  newly-married  pair  should  return  with 
in  case  of  the  unfortunate  lady  of  that  house 
>re  her  death,  their  presence  would  prevent 
disappointed.  Accordingly,  at  an  early  pe- 
,  on  their  arrival  were  welcomed  by  the 
Mtisfaction  scarcely  to  be  expressed,  and  a 
Iness  would  have  reigned,  but  for  the  situ- 
Ito  now  rapidly  sunk. 

Jenny  ?  "  said  she,  as  she  took  tiie  young 
issed  her. 

appy,"  replied  she. 

turntd  the  la«ly  ;  "and  see  what  has  come 
as  you  may  now.     And  as  for  you,  sir — " 
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said  she,  addressing  Colin  ;  "  look  that  you  never  despise  what  you 
once  loved  ;  that  you  do  not  take  up  as  a  jewel  what  you  afterwards 
cast  away  as  a  stone.  I  tell  you  it  will  break  her  heart.  Walter !  " 
she  Continued — "  Walter  !  I  want  to  see  my  husband."  i^Ir.  Lupton 
entered  the  chamber.  "  Walter !"  said  she  faintly, "  I  am  going — 
but  I  wish  to  tell  you  I  die  in  peace — in  love  with  you,  even  now. 
Very  soon,  and  1  shall  trouble  you  no  more.  I  have  loved  and 
watched  over  you  here — I  will  do  so  hereafter. — God  bless  you  ! " 
And  as  she  uttered  those  words  her  hand  became  convulsive.  She 
■ank  back  dying — dead  ! 

The  night  for  the  interment  came,  and  the  lady  of  Kiddal  was 
laid  beside  many  a  fanciful  beauty  and  stalwart  man,  who  had  laid 
down  their  beauty  and  their  strength,  before  her. 

It  became  known  all  over  the  country-side  some  time  aflerwarda 
tltat  Mr.  Lupton  had  become  remarkably  serious  al\cr  his  wife's 
death :  all  the  theories  that  had  been  set  afloat  touching  his  second 
marriage,  for  everybody  believed  he  would  be  married  again,  were 
found  day  after  day,  never  to  be  carried  out  on  his  part  by  any  cor- 
responding action,  so  at  length  the  neighbourhood  were  fain  to 
give  him  credit  for  being  a  good  widower,  who  could  not  find  in  his 
heart  to  marry  again. 

After  the  event  described,  our  hero's  father  would  no  longer 
lliink  of  permitting  him  to  take  up  his  residence  elsewhere.  Mr. 
Lupton  now  declared  it  to  be  his  intention  to  instal  the  young  couple 
at  once  in  that  family  residence  which  he  had  already  made  provi« 
Bion  for  eventually  bequeathing  to  them,  and  of  havmg  them  con- 
sidered as  constituting,  along  with  himself,  the  family  of  the  place. 
At  the  same  time  he  expressed  his  desire  that  Colin  should  take  the 
management  of  his  estates  into  his  own  hands ;  observing,  that  he 
now  felt  but  little  interest  in  those  matters  which  formerly  had  oc- 
cupied all  his  attention,  and  that  for  the  future  he  wished  to  devote 
his  time  to  pursuits  more  congenial  with  his  feelings,  as  well  as 
better  adapted  to  fit  him  for  that  change  he  must  undergo. 

This  arrangement  being  acte<l  upon,  Colin  came  to  be  looked  upon 
as  the  greatest  man  in  that  parish  where  once  we  found  him  a 
miserable  child,  turned  rudely  out  of  his  cradle  at  night,  by  a  hard* 
hearted  steward,  to  starve  with  his  mother  beneath  the  naked  sky. 

As  to  that  same  steward,  the  notorious  INIr.  Longstaif,  he  had  now 
grown  old,  but  still  occupied  the  same  situation.  Prophecies  some- 
times come  true.  When  Mr.  Longstaff  turned  Mrs.  Clink  out  of 
her  house,  it  will  not  have  been  forgotten  that  she  pointed  towards 
the  little  bed  in  which  our  then  little  hero  lay,  and  addressing  the 
steward,  exclaimed,  "There's  a  sting  in  that  cradle  for  you  itet!" 
Air.  Longstaif  himself  remembered  these  words,  and  trembled  when 
he  found  to  what  station  the  St|uire  had  exalted  his  son.  And 
though,  I  verily  believe,  notwithstanding  his  deserts,  that  Colin 
("link  woidd  never  liave  molested  him,  yet,  as  though  retributive 
justice  was  nut  to  be  turned  aside,  it  oddly  enough  was  discovered, 
on  examining  his  accounts,  that  defalcations  of  long  standing  existed. 
On  this  discovery  the  steward  was  discharged,  and  threatened 
with  a  pronecution  ;  but  as  he  made  himself  quite  as  bumble  as  he 
hail  bffore  b(*en  proud,  and  Siud  a  great  many  pitiful  things  about 
hi*  faratly,  the  iMpiire  consented,  under  his  son's  persuasion,  to 
sufler  the  grievance  to  be  hushed  up. 
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M  haa  travelled  with  me  so  far,  have  been 
some  six  years  later,  be  would  have  seen  a 
nre  did  the  old  house  look  gay.  A  grand  en- 
pven.  Gay  devices  adorned  the  wiJls  ;  tem- 
ected  in  the  gardens ;  a  flag  waved  from  the 
ipread  over  the  green  space,  in  the  mid<Ue 
la  laid  aside  ;  and  every  soul  seemed  to  rejoice, 
he  part  of  Mr.  Lupton,  it  had  been  settled 
he  family  name.  This  had  been  done  ;  and 
clare,  that  on  the  happy  day  here  spoken  of 
of  the  first  son  of  Colin  and  Jenny  Lupton. 
i>les«ed  with  two  girls,  that  now  had  become 
}f  the  house.  Proudly  did  these  two  young 
he  tenantry,  rejoicing  in  the  good  wishes 
ery  side. 

joy,  Mr.  Roger  Calvert  and  Fanny  Wood- 

'  unaccountable  duration,  had  selected  that 

ig-dav ;  and  now,  along  with  the  father  of 

'  family  of  the  former,  joined  in  each  other's 

inhabitants  of  Kiddal. 

Iked  forth  for  the  purpose  of  enjoying  the 
id,  amongst  other  signs  that  all  were  happy, 
ipkins  gathered  round  something  that  ap- 
musement,  by  the  peals  of  laughter  which 
No  sooner  did  the  latter  observe  who  ap- 
jectfuUy  fell  back.     Colin  perceived  a  man 
Irently  worn  down  by  trouble  and  poverty, 
like  a  travellmg  pedlar,  a  stick  in  his  hand, 
?-haired  terrier  at  his  heels. 
>dd  figure  was  sufficient  to  assure  our  hero 
eriquear-     Colin,  to  the  amazement  of  all, 
with  the  exclamation, 
is  it  possible  I  can  be  mistaken  ?  " 
staken  or  not,"  replied  the  individual,  "is 
line;  just  as  it  is  my  business  to  say  I  am 
tant,  Jlr.  Colin  Clink. " 
ige  circumstances  have  yon  come  here?  " 
•*  is  my  concern,  and  not  yours ;  though, 
it  my  business  to  tell  you." 
i  Colin  ;  "  for  I  can  assure  you  that  I  feel 
know.     But  come,"  he  continued,  "  let  me 
arters,  where  we  can  talk  over  those  things 
ear." 

d  his  dog  accompanied  our  hero  to  Kiddal 
1  himself  seated  at  a  plentiful  tabic, 
ently  satisfied  himself, 
-ou  will  feel  as  much  astonished  to  find  that 
un  to  see  how  high  you  have  risen." 
happened  ? " 

Peter.  "  In  the  first  place,  I  have  lost  all 
ear,  —  the  little  Veriquears,  that  you  used 
rawing  about  in  the  coach, — all  have  been 
hose  horrible  fevers  laid  them  down  all  to- 
8.     The  doctor  made  it  his  affair  to  physic 
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thetn  so  much,  that  the  stock  of  Imttles  in  my  warehouse  was  mate- 
ri.'illy  inerfBRcd.  At  the  same  time  the  bone-trade  became  bare,  and 
the  mg-irade  was  torn  to  t^s  by  compelitioti.  One  after  another 
the  fiunily  dropped  off",  until  I  could  not  help  tliinkin^  the  under- 
taker di:l  nothing  else  but  make  it  Ills  bii^inesM  to  go  backwards  and 
I'orwarils  from  his  house  to  mine.  The  consequence  was,  that  every- 
thing I  had  saved  to  keep  my  family  alive  wiu>  spent  in  putting  them 
into  the  ground.  My  house  seemed  a  desert  to  me.  Everywhere 
it  uppcared  that  I  ought  to  meet  one  or  other  of  them,  and  yet  I 
was  always  disappointed,  —  always  alone.  Used  to  having  those 
little  people  IW  ever  about  my  feet, — to  feeil  them  at  my  table, — to 
talk  about  them  to  my  wife, — to  think  how  I  should  dispose  of  them 
as  they  grew  up,  and  speculate  on  their  luck  in  after  life, — and 
thus  suddenly  to  be  deprived  of  them  all, — not  one  left, — not  a  so- 
litiiry  one;  to  be  myself  the  only  one  where  there  had  been  many  !  " 
—Peter's  feelings  had  made  him  eloquent,  and  tears  scrambled  odd- 
ly down  his  cheeks.  Colin  could  not  but  feel  Veriquear's  words. 
He  requested  him  to  conclude  his  narrative. 

"  At  last,"  added  Peter,  "  I  made  it  o)y  business  to  dispose  of  my 
business,  and  sell  off*  all  I  liad ;  and,  though  it  was  a  good  deal  to 
look  at,  it  produced  me  little  money.  However,  as  I  could  no  longer 
i'udure  the  place,  I  made  the  best  of  the  case  I  could,  and  resolved 
lu  travel  to  where  I  originally  came  from,  one  of  the  Orkney  Islands, 
and  am  now  going  back  on  foot,  as  you  see." 

Mr.  Colin  Lupton  felt  more  than  he  expressed  in  words;  but  by 
his  actions  the  effect  muy  be  judged,  as  he  insisted  on  poor  Peter 
Iwing  well  loilged  for  the  ni^ht,  and  before  his  departure  made  him 
Such  a  present  as  would  entitle  him  to  be  connidered  a  man  of  sub- 
sUnce  in  the  little  Orkney  island,  towards  which  he  finally  steered 
his  course. 

Having  now  brought  the  fortunes  of  the  characters  who  have 
figured  in  these  pages  to  a  close,  it  only  remains  to  relate  some  lew 
stray  scrans  of  information,  and  to  conclude  the  story. 

It  will  ue  remembered  that  tlie  last  time  we  (larted  with  Doctor 
Rowel,  we  left  him  in  a  state  of  high  mental  excitement,  and  con- 
veyed by  his  friends  to  his  brother,  un  the  borders  of  Sherwood 
Forest.  To  reduce  that  excitement,  or  even  to  prevent  its  increasing 
to  a  state  of  confirmed  madness,  all  care  was  found  unavailable. 
Eventually,  he  was  confined  for  life  in  a  public  institution.  There 
he  raved  continually  about  an  imaginury  skeleton  in  an  imaginary 
box,  and  gave  utterance  to  unintelligible  jargon,  wherein  the  names  of 
Woodruff',  of  hi »  sinter  Frances,  and  of  his  niece,  were  mingled.  He 
continued  to  exhibit  to  the  very  lM.>*t  a  picture  of  misery  and  horror. 

Air.  Woodruff"  wax  a  frequent  visiter  at  the  hall,  especially  after 
the  marriage  of  his  daughter.  Under  these  circumstances,  a  degree 
of  in!'  !■>  observed  to  grow  up  between  him  and  Jliss  Shirley. 

and  ■•«  began  to  be  entertained  that  a  mutch  might  be  even- 

tually made  between  them.  Whether  any  reliance  could  be  placed 
upon  tlvm  I  c«nnot  <letcrnnne,  any  more  than  upon  a  similar  report 
rcjj"  ''*r  and  .Nliss  Wintlcbury, — since  people  fre<|uently 

com  by  rejiort  which  never  go  olT  in  reality  ;  thougli 

c<jualiy  iiiu-  iL  i>  tjiat  many  arc  madir,  of  which  gossips  are  never 
anordifd  an  oppDitu'iity  uf  reporting  upon  at  all. 
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"  It  was  in  bluff  King  Harry's  days,  while  yet  he  went  to  shrift, 
And  long  before  he  stamped  and  swore,  and  sent  the  Pope  adrift ; 
There  lived  a  portly  Canon  then,  a  sage  and  learned  clerk ; 
He  had,  I  trow,  a  goodly  house  fast  by  that  Entry  dark  I 

"  The  Canon  was  a  portly  man^-of  Latin  and  of  Greek, 
And  learned  lore,  he  had  good  store, — yet  health  was  on  his  cheek. 
The  Priory  fare  was  scant  and  spare,  the  bread  was  made  of  rye. 
The  beer  was  weak,  yet  he  was  sleek — he  had  a  merry  eye. 

"  For  though  within  the  Priory  the  fare  was  scant  and  thin, 
The  Canon's  house  it  stood  without ;  he  kept  good  cheer  within ; 
Unto  the  best  he  prest  each  guest  with  free  and  jovial  look, 
And  Ellen  Bean  ruled  his  cuisine. — He  called  her  '  Nelly  Cook  I ' 

'*  For   soups  and  stews  and  choice  roffotUs  Nell  Cook  was  fomous 

still ; 
She  'd  make  them  even  of  old  shoes,  she  had  such  wond'rous  skill : 
Her  manchets  fine  were  quite  divine,  her  cakes  were  nicely  brown'd. 
Her  flawns  and  custards  were  the  boast  of  all  the  <  Precinct '  round ; 

**  And  Nelly  was  a  comely  lass,  but  calm  and  staid  her  air. 
And  earthward  bent  her  modest  look,  yet  was  she  passing  fair ; 
And  though  her  gown  was  russet  brown,  their  heads  grave  people 

shook: 
— They  all  agreed  no  Clerk  had  need  of  such  a  pretty  cook. 

"  One  day — 'twas  on  a  Whitsun-Eve — there  came  a  coach  and  four ; 
It  pass'd  the  •  Green>Court '  gate,  and  stopp'd  before  the  Canon's  door ; 
The  travel-stain  on  wheel  and  rein  bespoke  a  weary  way, — 
Each  panting  steed  relax'd  its  speed — out  stept  a  Lady  gay. 

" '  Now,  welcome !  welcome  I  dearest  Niece,' — the  Canon  then  did  cry, 
And  to  his  breast  the  Lady  prest — he  had  a  merry  eye, — 
'  Now,  welcome  I  welcome  !   dearest  Niece  I   in  sooth  thou  'rt  wel- 
come here, 
'Tis  many  a  day  since  we  have  met — ^how  fares  my  Brother  dear  ? ' 

" '  Now,  thanks,  my  loving  Uncle,'  that  Lady  gay  replied ; 

*  Gramercy  for  thy  benison  ;'  then  «  Out,  alas  ! '  she  sigh'd ; 

*  My  father  dear  he  is  not  near ;  he  seeks  the  Spanish  Main ; 
He  prays  thee  give  me  shelter  here  till  he  return  again ! ' — 

••  *  Now,  welcome !  welcome  1  dearest  Niece ;  come  lay  thy  mantle 

byl' 
The  Canon  kissed  her  ruby  lip^he  had  a  merry  eye — 
But  Nelly  Cook  askew  did  look, — it  came  into  her  mind 
They  were  a  little  less  than  '  kin,'  and  rather  more  than  '  kind.' 

•  •  •  • 

"  Three  weeks  are  gone  and  over — full  three  weeks  and  a  day. 
Yet  still  within  the  Canon's  house  doth  dwell  that  Lady  gay ; 
On  capons  fine  they  daily  dine,  rich  cates  and  sauces  rare, 
And  they  quaff  good  store  of  Bourdeaux  wbe,  —  so  dainty  is  tlicir 
fare. 
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"  The  livid  spot  is  on  his  breast,  the  spot  is  on  his  back  I 

His  portly  form,  no  longer  warm  with  life,  is  swoln  and  black  I— 

The  livid  spot  is  on  her  cheek, — ^it  's  on  her  neck  of  snow. 

And  the  Prior  sighs,  and  sadly  cries,  <  Well  I  —here 's  a  pretty  Go  I ' 


"  All  at  the  silent  hour  of  night  a  bell  is  heard  to  toll, 

A  knell  is  rung,  a  requiem  's  sung  as  for  a  sinful  soul, 

And  there 's  a  grave  within  the  Nave,  it 's  dark,  and  deep,  and  wide, 

And  they  bury  there  a  Lady  fair,  and  a  Canon  by  her  side ! 

"  An  Uncle — so  'tis  whisper'd  now  throughout  the  sacred  fane, — 
And  a  Niece — whose  father 's  far  away  upon  the  Spanish  Main — 
The  Sacristan,  he  says  no  word  to  indicate  a  doubt. 
But  he  puts  his  thumb  unto  his  nose,  and  he  spreads  his  fingers  out ! 

"  And  where  doth  tarry  Nelly  Cook,  that  staid  and  comely  lass  ? 
Ay,  where  ? — for  ne'er  from  forth  that  door  was  Nelly  known  to  pass. 
Her  coif,  and  gown  of  russet  brown  were  lost  unto  the  view, 
And  if  you  mention'd  Nelly's  name— the  Monks  all  look'd  askew  ! 


"  There  is  a  heavy  paving-stone  fast  by  the  Canon's  door, 
Of  granite  grey,  and  it  may  weigh  some  half  a  ton  or  more. 
And  it  is  laid  deep  in  the  shade  within  that  Entry  dark, 
Where  sun  or  moon-beam  never  play'd,  or  e'en  one  starry  spark. 

«*  That  heavy  granite  stone  was  moved  that  night,  'twas  darkly  said. 
And  the  mortar  round  its  sides  next  morn  seem'd  fresh,  and  newly 

laid ; 
But  what  within  the  narrow  vault  beneath  that  stone  doth  lie, 
Or  if  that  there  be  vault,  or  no — I  cannot  tell — not  1 1 

"  But  I  've  been  told  that  moan  and  groan,  and  fearful  wail  and  shriek, 

Came  from  beneath  that  paving-stone  for  nearly  half  a  week — 

For  three  long  days  and  three  long  nights  came  forth  those  sounds  of 

fear; 
Then  all  was  o'er — they  never  more  fell  on  the  listening  ear. 


"  A  hundred  years  were  gone  and  past  since  last  Nell  Cook  was  seen. 
When,  worn  by  use,  that  stone  got  loose,  and  they  went  and  told  the 

Dean. — 
— Says  the  Dean,  says  he,  '  My  Masons  three  I  now  haste  and  fix  it 

tight :  • 
And  the  Masons  three  peep'd  down  to  see,  and  they  saw  a  fearsome 

sight. 

"  Beneath  that  heavy  paving-stone  a  shocking  hole  they  found — 
It  was  not  more  than  twelve  feet  deep,  and  Wely  twelve  feet  round ; 
A  fleshiest,  sapless  skeleton  lay  in  that  horrid  well  I 
But  who  the  deuce  'twas  put  it  there  those  Masons  could  not  tell. 
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skeleton  a  pitcher  small  d!d  lie, 
of '  kissing-crust,'  as  from  a  warden-pie  I 
declared  the  bones  were  female  bones,  and, 

sed,'  said  he, '  if  these  were  Nelly  Cook's  I ' 

I  Bargrave's  days,  if  I  remember  right, 

I  beneath  the  stones  tliese  Masons  brouglu  to 

the  '  Dean's  Chapelle'  Dean  Bargrave's  portrait 

Kiays  old  Tom  Wright,  '  in  sixteen  forty  twot' 

ea  years  have  passed  since  that  these  Masons 

id  set  Nell  Cook's  unquiet  spirit  free  ; 

d  kept  her  down  till  tlien — so  some  suppose, — 

ingers  out,  and  put  their  thumb  unto  their  nose. 

ir — that  all  the  year,  on  every  Friday  night, 
y  dark  doth  roam  Neil  Cook's  unquiet  Sprite: 
^arden-pic  all  by  that  Canon  tried  ; 
d  that  tidy  Lady  by  his  side  ! 

ndred  years  have  flown,  Nell  Cook  doth  still 

ey  who  cross  her  path  the  deed  may  rue  ; 

death  !  the  Simoom's  blast  is  not 
[Africa  that  blows  uncommon  hot). 

moom's  blast,  her  breolh  is  deadly  cold, 
hivering  tihocks  unto  both  young  and  old, 
^  dark  doth  feel  that  fatal  breath, 
t  year  some  sad  untimely  death  I 

patter  what  condition,  age,  or  sex, 

fd  some  'get  drown'd,'  and  some  'get*  broken 

r  a  coach  ; — and  one  beyond  the  seas 
by  oyster-shells  among  the  CaribbcesI 

»ho  set  her  free,  fell  first ! — it  is  averred 
m  Tyburn  tree  for  niurtlering  of  the  third ! 
is  friend  who  slew,  had  ne'er,  if  truth  they 

tham  Downs,  had  they  not  met  with  Nell  I 

I 

t,  a  wortby  of  this  naniir  rut  thp  tliruat  of  a  joumeyroan 
m  Oaten  Hill,  and  arterwurdt  hung  in  chains  near  tb« 
)  thii  place,  as  beiii)(  the  extreme  l>uiin(l»r}'  of  the  City's 
'  Mayor  with  ao  much  lutiveti  wiihird  to  escort  Arch* 
tDj^Mses,  vh«n  he  begged  to  have  the  honour  of  *'  at- 
W  Gallotvi." 
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*'  Then  send  me  not,  mine  Uncle  dear,  oh !  send  me  not,  I  pray. 
Back  through  that  Entry  dark  to-night,  but  round  some  otlier  way  I 
I  will  not  be  a  truant  boy,  but  good,  and  mind  my  book. 
For  Heaven  forfend  that  ever  I  foregather  with  Nell  Cook ! " — 


The  class  was  call'd  at  morning  tide,  and  Master  Tom  was  there ; 
He  look'd  askew,  and  did  eschew  both  stool,  and  bench,  and  chair. 
He  did  not  talk,  he  did  not  walk,  the  tear  was  in  his  eye, — 
He  bad  not  e'en  that  sad  resource,  to  "  sit  him  down  and  cry." 

Hence  little  boys  may  learn,  when  they  from  school  go  out  to  dine. 
They  should  not  deal  in  rigmarole,  but  still  be  back  by  nine ; 
For  if  when  they  've  their  greatcoat  on,  they  pause  before  they  part 
To  tell  a  long  and  prosy  tale, — perchance  their  own  may  smart. — 

— A  few  remarks  to  learned  Clerks  in  country  and  in  town — 
Don't  keep  a  pretty  serving-maid,  though  clad  in  russet  brown  I — 
Don't  let  your  Niece  sing  "  Bobbing  Joan !" — don't,  with  a  merry  eye. 
Hob-nob  m  Sack  and  Malvoisie, — and  don't  eat  too  much  Pie  !I 

And  oh  I  beware  that  Entry  dark, — especially  at  night, — 

And  don't  go  there  with  Jenny  Smith  all  by  the  pale  moonlight  I — 

So  bless  the  Queen  and  her  Royal  Wean,  — and  the  Prince  whose 

hand  she  took, — 
And  bless  us  all,  both  great  and  small, — and  keep  us  from  Nell  Cook  I 


THE  LATE  THOMAS  HILL,»  ESQ. 

WITH  A   FOBTBAIT  FBOH  AM  ORIGINAL  HINIATURB. 

PooB  "  Tom  Hill ! " — for  by  that  familiar  appellation  he  was  ever 
spoken  of  by  all  who  knew  and  loved  him  —  is  ^ne  from  among  us. 
We  say  not  that  a  "star  has  fallen  from  Heaven,"  yet  has  one  of  the 
kindliest  of  spirits  taken  its  flight  from  earth ;  one  than  which  none 
ever  existed  composed  of  gentler  elements,  or  more  attuned  to  all  social 
aflTections.  No  individual,  perhaps,  who  has  shared  the  common  lot  of 
humanity  during  the  year  which  has  just  closed  upon  us,  will  be  more 
extensively  or  more  sincerely  regretted  than  Mr.  Hill;  for  in  the 
literary,  and  theatrical  world  especially,  no  one  was  better  known  or 
more  beloved. 

Mr.  Hill  was  bom  at  Lancaster,!  in  May  1760,  and  came  very  early  in 
life  to  London,  where  he  carried  on  an  extensive  business  as  a  drysafter, 
at  Queenhithe.  While  thus  actively  engaged,  however,  he  found  lei- 
sure to  cultivate  a  taste  for  literature,  and  accumulated  a  very  fine  col- 
lection of  old  books,  chiefly  old  poetry,  which  afterwards,  when  misfor- 
tunes overtook  him,  was  valued  at  about  six  thousand  pounds, — a  noble 

*  Ut.  Uin  died  at  hi*  chamber  in  the  Adelphi,  Dec.  20,  and  was  buried  in  the 
caUHsoabe  under  St.  Uartin'i  Church,  Dec  28,  ult. 

f  In  wMne  part  of  our  impressioa  of  the  portrait  Mr.  UUl  is  represented  to  have 
bees  bom  at  LiTarpooL    Tut  ii  an  error. 
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tbe  especial  and  generous  patron  of  two  un- 
dd  Mid  Kirke  White.*  "  The  Farmer's  Boy  " 
1  and  admired  by  him  in  miinuscript,  and  was 
tisher.  By  his  influence  in  society,  moreover, 
I  drannn  to  its  merits. 

a  clever  periodical  publication  called  The 
brought  him  much  into  connexion  with  drama- 
uiagers.  He  never  omitted  witnessing  the  (irat 
nrplay  when  in  town.  At  his  house  in  Ilenri- 
irden,  but  more  especially  at  his  cottace  at 
;hted  to  collect  around  him  tlie  mo!^t  brilliant 
imatists,  and  other  men  of  genius  of  his  time, 
lie  u^ed  generally  to  dine  at  his  house  in  Hen- 
it  night  of  any  new  play  in  which  they  tiHtk  a 
)  the  theatre.  Many  yet  remain  who  well  rc- 
ymposia  at  his  rural  villa.  Mrs.  Mathcw«,  in 
rs  of  her  gifted  husband,  mokes  the  following 
meetings : — 

quoted,  in  allusion  to  the  happy  days  in  which 
Bachelor's '  cottage  at  Sydenham  for  so  many 
f  O'Keefe's  operas, 

days  that  I  have  seen, 
I  love  but  one  dny — 
s  the  day  that  comes  between 
:urdayand  Monday;' 

ee  was  in  readiness,  early  in  the  afternoon,  to 
dwelling— all  simplicity  without,  all  brilliancy 
ladally,  were  found  a  knot  of  the  first  talents  of 
the  perpetual  advantsigcs  I  derived  from  licing 
J,  I  was  allowed  the  delight  of  always  being  a 
lectual  treiits.  Our  excellent  and  kiud  friend, 
-regulated  hospitality  was  the  theme  of  every- 
lure  who  ever  visited  him ;  aud,  with  the  one 
»  bouse  was  the  resort  of  the  highest  order  of 
quirement.  The  accommodation  of  JMr.  Hill's 
,  luckily,  admit  of  more  than  could  conduce  to 
Each  party  was  well  chosen  and  assorted,  never 
i  I  had  the  honour  to  occupy  the  only  spare 
vho  were  too  fastidious  to  be  content  with  the 
eiglibouring  inn,  returning  to  town.  Now  and 
re  my  short  interval  of  dr«wing-room  retire- 
;  so  often  occur  as  it  otherwise  would,  had  the 
leen  less,  or  the  cottage  possessed  more  accom- 
f  beds.  Thus  tivc  times  out  of  six  I  was  the 
ipulised  all  the  advantage  of  such  a  position, 
outstay  cuittom,  and  afterwards  seldom  finding 
the  gentlemen,  whose  courtesy  was  strained  to 
ret  summons  from  the  drawing-room.     What 

a  contriliutor  to  the  Atoalhly  Mirrur,  and  was  thus  iu> 
lill,  till'  |iri>priclor  of  tl;kac  work,  a  gentleman  who  nas 
literature,  uud  wlio  poiia«s«ed  oau  of  the  mo>t  copiinu 
y  in  (iziaieiiix'.     Tiii»  encouragement  iuducMl  Uim  about 

to  conuuit  a  liliie  volume  of  poetry  to  thu  prtns." — 
iVhUe. 
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happy  daya  were  tbuse !  —  days  of  unmixed  pleosare,  laid  up  io 
grutefu]  memory  of  the  friend  who  dispensed  so  much  happine&it  to 
my  early  years,  although  only  for  the  sake  of  my  dear  husband,  whom 
he  had  known  fr<»m  hi*  Ixiyhood.  Those  who,  like  myself,  hare  sur- 
vived the  Si/denham  Sundaifs,  will,  like  me,  remember  them  with  r&- 
trospeetive  gratification ;  for,  though  I  was  the  only  one  present  that 
(lid  not  contribute  to  the  treat,  yet  those  who  did  were  not  withoitt 
their  reward." 

In  his  friend,  Jlr. Hook'a  clever  novel,  "Gilbert  Gurncy,"  we  find 
the  folLiwiiig  sketch,  which  will  be  instantly  identified  as  a  portrait  of 
Mr.  Hill. 

"  Hi*  plump  rosy  cheeks  wrre  purpled  with  warmth  and  kindness 
aa  h«  held  tut  his  hand  t<7  take  mine,  and  protested  that  I  wa«  the 
very  man  he  wunted  most  particularly  to  see.  Hull  was  a  very 
extraordinary  person.  He  knew  the  business  of  ercrybody  in  Lon- 
don better  than  tlie  people  themselvos.  He  happened  to  know  every- 
thini;  that  was  going  forward  in  all  circles — inerciintile,  political, 
fjtihioiiable,  literary,  or  theatrical ;  in  addition  to  all  mutters  con- 
nect^ ivith  military  and  nr.v:il  aifuiris,  n|;rTcuItur<>,  finance,  art  and 
Kience  —  everything  came  alike  to  him  —  to  his  inquiring  eye  no 
mystery  continued  undiscovered  ; — from  hia  attentive  ear  no  Mjcret  re- 
mained concealed.  He  was  plump  —  short — willi  an  intelligent  coun- 
tenance, and  near-sighted  —  witli  a  constitution  and  couijilexion  fresh 
enough  to  hwk  forty,  it  a  time  when  /  believed  hiui  to  be  at  least  four 
times  the  age  ;  we  had  a  juke  ugain&t  him  in  those  ditys  as  to  his  anti- 
(juity,  in  which  he  heartily  and  j^ood-unturedly  joined,  until  at  luat  we 
got  him  to  admit — and  I  almost  think,  believe  — that  he  wdd  gunpow- 
der to  King  Charles  the  Second,  and  dined  more  than  once  with  the 
witty  Lord  Ilochestor. 

"  '  Wanted  y«u  to  coa.e  uml  meet  a  few  friends  at  my  cottage  at 
Alitcham,'  said  Hull  — '  all  plain  und  simple — good  wine,  I  promise 

!ou,  and  niea&ant  company — but  you  are  sucli  a  fellow,  my  dearfrieud. 
•ooh,  ]HHm  !  don't  tell  me  —  there  'a  no  catching  you  —  eh,  I  say  —  I 
have  heard  ull  abnni  the  cake*,  the  cow,  and  the  Countess,  the  Pan- 
deans  in  the  pavilion,  and  the  duH<l  dace  iu  the  dratving-room.' — 
'  What  do  you  mean.'''  buid  I.  nut  imagining  it  i>ossible  that  events 
which  had  so  recently  occurred  shuuld  have  already  obtained  such  pub- 
lirf  . — ■  O  you  dog,  said  Hull,  '  /  happen  to  know — my  dear  Gurney 
— it  •»  no  use  tryiug  to  hoax  me  —  I  say — Daly  did  it  —  he,  he!  —  you 
kni.w  it — eh!  —  *  Not  I,  upon  my  honour,'  said  I ;  which  was  true — 
'  (ht  you  Know  Daly  }'  —  '  Know  him  ! '  exclaimetl  my  friend — '  know 
Daly ! — why,  mv  dear  sir,  I  hnve  known  him  these  forty  yearn.'— 
'  Daly  ! '  said  I,  '  why  he  it  not  thirty  years  old  I ' — '  Perhaps  not  forty,' 
Nuiil  iluli ;  '  b<it  I  knc■^v  hiii   I  re  than  furty  years  ago.     You 

flined  with  Daly  yo.«crday  at  :  il',8?  ' — 'I  did,'  said  I,  staring  ; 

'  hut  how  did  you  lind  thul  out  ? ' — '  Kind  it  nut,  my  dear  friend  ! '  re- 
plied Hull,  —  '  I  do  notiiing  in  the  world  but  find  out.  I  saw  th« 
ixiilird  leg  of  Limb  and  spinach  which  you  had  for  dinner — eh  ! — wasa't 
it  »o?  ' — •  Do  yoii  diTin  with  him  fre<iuenily  ?  '  said  I. — '  Never,  my 
(leiir  friend  I  n>  uitii  liiru  in  my  life,'  said  Hull ;  '  hut  1  know 

where  hr  pits  -six  guinea*  and   a  half  the  dozen.     C'ome 

down   to  iM''   I     ii.    \"':     1.11   tUNtc  some    of  the    very   same  batch. 
Great  creutun,  i'<l) — lu  i^^mrtcent  style,  1 'm  told  —  splendid  service 
.— •  Plate  ! •  HHid  L— '  Suricrb.*  said  Hull.    '  I 


wf  plate,  and  all  that.'- 
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ct.' — '  Aly  dear  sir/  said  I,  '  I  nbould  nj  a  doaen 

the  extent  of  his  service,  aa  you  call  it.' — '  Well," 

he  \vant  with  more  ?     Too  bad — the  cakes— eh ! 

er  town.     However,  now  to  business,  as  I  have 

when  will  you  come  to  Milcham  ?     Name  your 

ry  happy,'  said  I ;  '  but  what  do  you  mean  by 

'  Here,'  said  be,  drawing  from  one  uf  bis  pockets 

lack-letter  book,  '  this  is  all  I  sliall  do  to-day. 

— eh  ! — old  books — rare  books.  I  don't  care  what 

■e  them.     This  is  a  tract  of  148(>  —  seventeen 

<nly  wanting — ^two  damaged — got  it  for  seventy- 

gs — Caxton — only  one  other  copy  extant — that 

u'  — '  And  what  is  it  about .-'  '  said  I,  innocvutly. 

)en  to  know  that,'  said  Hull.  — '  Then  why  buy 

excliiimed  he,  looking  at  me  through  hi^  glasa 

istonishment,  —  '  I  buy  thousands  of  books  !  — 

ny  dear  sir,  in  the  course  of  a  year,  but  I  never 

My  dear  friend,  I  have  no  time  to  read/     I 

y  comprehend  the  character  of  the  bibliomania 

088  my  friend. 

[e  invitation,  I  resolved  to  accept  it,  and  (ix  an 
a  box,'  said  Hull, '  all  humble  and  lowly.  There 
,tbe  inn,  and  a  garden  full  of  i^ooseberriea  and 
i—'  And  pleasant  pastime,  too,'  said  I.  '  I,  for 
fruits  of  our  country  are  amongst  the  most  de- 
aid  Hull, — '{H)oh.'  pooh!  nobody  can  despise 
Its  like  mine  —  I  have  thousands  of  them  ! — 
s  big  as  marbles !  and  gooseberries  hirger  than 
:  them,  depend  upon  it,'  said  I.  '  What  say 
My  dear  friend,  the  very  day  I  was  going  to 
ew  your  friend  Daly  was  gone  — went  out  of 
ling  —  eh  ! —  come  down  to  Mitcham.     You  '11 

rarket  friends '  •  Ah  ! '  said  I,  '  Mr. 
That  infernal  farce  of  mine !  I  shall  never 
'  '  said  Hull.  '  What  d  'ye  mean  by  infernal? 
pie  who  could  write  such  farces  —  infernal  in- 
it  wascoudimned.' — '  Umph  ! '  said  Hull,  low- 
spering  in  my  ear,  '  I  could  tell  you  something 
to  know,  and  so  do  you.' — '  Indeed  I  don't,' 
Dw  something  about  the  "  Wag  in  the  Wind- 
dng  out  the  week  after  next  ?  ' — '  Not  I.' — 
11  me,'  said  Hull.  '  I  happen  to  know  the 
d  I.  'I  don't.' — '  Come — come,  you  dog  !  that 
Hiat  did  the  Chronicle  mean  the  day  before 
!  the  allusion  ?  '  — '  No,'  said  I ;  '  I  never  see 
T  see  the  Chronicle! '  exclaimed  Hull,  'don't 
•you  see  all  the  pupers.  My  dear  friend,  the 
■  a  pikestaff.' —  '  I  give  you  my  word,'  said  I, 
one  line  since  my  failure,  nor  ever  will  write 
ey  have  got  hold  of  it,  I  wonder  ?  '  said  Hull, 
rfore  I  go  into  the  city.  However,  to-morrow 
punctually  at  five.  E.irlv  folks  in  the  coun- 
er-tiine  dinners  there,  llemember,  a  bed  for 
•  for  your  horses  at  the  inn  —  civil  people  — 
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very  attentive  to  ill  viy  guests  —  know  it  would  not  do  if  they  vnw 
not,  —  hundreds  of  people  go  there  in  the  course  of  the  summer  from 
my  cottage.  Good  day  !  good  day  !  you  won't  come  any  farther  with 
me,  I  know  you  won't  —  city  work  don't  snit  you  —  God  bless  you  ! — 
pooh  !  pooh  ! — remember  live  ! ' 

"And  away  he  went,  leaving  me  amazed  at  the  actirity  of  his  mind 
and  the  universality  of  his  information.  A«  my  acquaintance  with 
Hull  increased  in  age,  I  had  many  opportunities  of  convincing  myself 
of  the  inherent  kindness  of  hii  disiiosition,  and  his  readiness  to  do 
what  he  imagined  to  be  a  service  to  his  friends  whenever  it  lay  in  his 
power.     The  following  is  a  continuation  of  the  sketch : 

"  When  I  drove  up  to  the  gale  of  Hull's  house,  1  saw  his  goodna- 
tured  face  peering  over  the  hedge  which  separated  his  garden  from  the 
road,  like  *a  raie  in  June,'  flowering  on  its  native  stem.  In  a  moment 
he  was  at  his  gate,  and  in  another  I  had  set  my  foot  in  his  domain,  a 
little  bijou  of  neatness,  niceness,  prettiness,  and  sweetness.  I  saw  com- 
pany in  the  g:irden,  heard  laughter  in  the  bowers,  and  ca.sting  my  eyes 
through  two  French  windows  which  opened  on  the  lawn,  beheld  a  table 
covered  for  eight.  The  roses,  the  mignionette,  the  heliotropes,  all  com- 
bined their  fragrance  to  refresh  the  air;  and  although,  from  its  proxi- 
mity to  the  highway.  Hail's  servant  had  to  brush  the  plants  as  he  did 
his  coat,  every  morning,  to  get  rid  of  the  dust,  it  was  what  the  most 
fastidious  critic  must  have  pronounced  a  delightful  little  Jilace. 

"  Some  of  the  assembled  party  were  unknown  to  nie,  although  noo* 
of  them  were  unknown  to  fame ;  an  enthusiastic  poet,  a  witty  and 
•greeable  barrister,  the  editor  of  a  weekly  newspaper,  a  fashionable 

Ercacher,  and  an  opulent  city  merchant,  then  one  of  the  sheritTs  of 
ondon,  added  to  one  of  the  popular  actors  %vith  whom  I  was  previously 
acquainted,  formed  a  society  which,  from  its  miscellaneous  character, 
promised  to  be  a  great  treat  to  one  who  like  myself,  at  that  time  of 
my  life,  professed  to  be  only  a  listener.  The  sequel,  however,  was  a 
disappointment.  Every  one  of  the  guests  was  celebrated  for  some- 
things and  each  one  was  jealous  of  his  ueighbour.  Hull,  ^(^o  pooh 
poohed  them  about  in  his  best  style,  endeavoured  to  draw  tliem  out, 
and  force  every  man  to  say  or  do  something  to  contribute  to  the  general 
amusement ;  but  it  was  evidently  an  effort.  The  poet  had  a  sovereign 
contempt  for  the  barrister,  and  whenever  he  fired  a  pun  preserved  the 
most  imperturbable  gravity.  The  barrister,  who  was  moreover  a  critic, 
irritated  the  actor,  who  hated  the  newspa{)«r  editor  for  the  tone  he  had 
adopted  in  his  theatrical  reviews.  The  clergyman  kept  aloof  from  any 
controversy  with  the  Thespian  ;  and  the  Sheriff,  who  was  worth  a 
couple  of  hundred  thousand  pounds,  despised  the  whole  party,  and  mbX 
thcni  down  as  a  parcel  of  paupers,  who  were  obliged  to  get  their  bread 
by  the  exercise  of  their  talents. 

" '  Here  '■  turbot,  iSIr.  Biicklesbury,  fresh  from  Billingsgate  this 
morning.  Sunday  makes  no  difference  with  me.  I  happen  to  know 
the  most  eminent  i>alesmun  in  the  market.  Bless  your  soul,  he  wouldn't 
mind  scn<ling  a  bout  express  to  Torbay  for  a  turbot  for  me'  —  '  Very 
fine  fixh  indeed,' said,  or  rather  snorted,  Uucklesbury.  —  *  Fine  !' ex- 
claimed Hull.  '  Nothing  at  all,  my  dear  sir,  to  what  you  have  at 
home— eh? — I  happen  to  know  —  there's  no  man  so  particular  about 
bis  fish  as  you.'—'  I  like  it  good  when  I  has  it,'  luiid  Bucklesbury-  '  Is 
Uiere  any  lofaater  sauce  .*  * — '  Any  ! "  cried  Hull-  'My  de.ir  friend,  there 
MC  loads  of  lobsters — thnuaandK.  Here,  you  stupid  dog.  bring  sttna-  of 
Iboar  sauce  lurcens  to  the  Sheriff.' 
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ner  coiwisUfd  of  little  more  than  a  repetitiun 
ind  of  challenge*  to  drink  wine,  ana  obser- 
If.  The  deaaert,  after  H  ull'ii  description  of 
lOtntment.  The  currants  had  been  gathered, 
t  there  were  »till  '  buthel$ '  of  apples  :  and 
oe  of  the  grape  in  its  best  possible  state ; 
ed  the  board,  and  every  disposition  to  du 
>n  of  our  Amphitryon  was  manifested  by  his 
he  conversation,  so  long  as  '  reason  main- 
ich  more  cordial  or  vivacious  than  it  had  been 

beriff,  who  did  not  understand  the  turn  of 
not  know  whether  to  be  angry  or  pleased, 
r  us?  ' — '  Coffee  ?'  said  Hull,  blushing  blue 
roots  of  his  hair,  '  my  dear  friend,  I  have 
iffee  in  tlie  house — to  he  sure  there  is  coffee 
-chaue ! — I  happen  to  know — splendid  dogs 
ik  I  have  some  Alaraschino  that  never  was 
,'  said  the  barrister. — '  Pooli,  pooh !  my  dear 
e  had  him  oat,  as  you  call  it,  often  enough, 
runk  enough  of  it  to  know  its  quality.' 
ipose,'  said  the  Sheriff,  '  you  are  too  fine  to 
Ty-bounce?  ' —  '  Bounce  ! '  exclaimed  Hull, 
riend  ! — there 's  Dubs  can  tell  you — I  have 
ogsheads — I  have  seven  hundred  pints  of  it 

rang  the  bell,  and  ordered  the  servant,  first 
ution,  to  bring  forth  sundry  bottles  of  the 
t  always  be  remembered  that  Hull's  cases  of 
ounce — were  all  as  genuine  as  this  of  the 
1  the  things  he  talked  of ;  but  bis  magnifi- 
irn  nras  what  one  certainly  was  not  prepared 
certain  number  of  cherry-brandy  bottles  had 
■atification,  it   seemed  almost  im]}08sible  to 

preparations  for  conviviality.  Up  stairs 
)f  course,  taking  precedence,  —  and  there 
OMte,  and  a  little  tranquillity  ;  and  during 
»xt  whom  1  wius  placed,  began  to  talk  to 
interrupted  by  the  facetious  Duberly,  who 
ras  a  saint,  asked  him  whether  he  had  any 
ore  his  answer  was  given,  Hull,  who  watched 
;  Koo-too-ing  kindness,  came  up,  and  draW' 
«  him,  '  Dubs,  Dubs,  don't  be  childish.  No 
'*  No,'  said  Duberly,  '  I  am  sure  we  shall  have 
in  the  house.' — ^"None!  'exclaimed  Hull,  as 
;,  come,  Tim,  you  know  better  than  that.  I 
6fty  packs  in  this  very  room ! ' 
irmur  ran  through  the  party,  and  the  poet 
ing  by  the  curd,  when  Hull,  getting  rather 
oceeded  to  unlock  a  closet  in  the  room,  and 
\  opened  at  least  twenty  packs  of  entirely 
m  the  door.  The  astonishment  was  general. 
Hull,  '  you  ought  to  know  me  belter.  I 
I  bought  these  cards  two  years  ago — beat 
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cardayou  e»er  played  with.     I  never  buy  inferior  article*  —  got  thei 
in  a  lump — two  hundred  and  fifty  packs — told  you  so — you  may  count 
'em,  Dubs  —  I  see  you  laughing,  Tim  —  you  niuy  laugh — count  'em  us 
you  would  benefit  tickets— eh — Tim — pooh,  pooh — don't  tell  me.' 

"Whether  we  did  or  did  not  play  cards,  I  really  do  not  now  recol- 
lect; I  remember  laughing  until  I  almost  cried  at  some  delightful  imi- 
tations of  the  action.  We  had  anchovy  toasts  and  broiled  bones,  and 
all  the  iiicentives  to  dissipation,  in  whicli  we  speedily  engaged  ;  punch, 
and  all  other  destructive  and  delightful  drinks,  were  introduced  ;  the 
actor  became  more  and  more  agreeable,  for  he  was  not  only  the  most 
agreeable  of  actors,  but  the  must  intellectual  of  all  comedians  I  ever 
met  with  ;  the  editor  seemed  pacified  ;  Dubs  was  delighted  ;  and  the 
poet  concluded  the  sports  of  the  evening  by  pulling  off  his  wig,  and 
tlirowing  it  at  the  inimitable  favourite  of  the  tiieatre.  Then  all  be- 
came noise,  confusion,  mirth,  and  mvstification ;  and  when  I  opened 
my  eyes  in  the  morning,  I  found  myself  as  thirsty  as  a  crocodile,  with 
■  tremendous  headache,  and  pains  in  all  my  joints,  tlie  sure  result  of 
excess  committed  in  my  early  life." 

Mr.  Hill  had  the  entree  to  both  Houses  of  Parliament,  the  theatres, 
and  almost  all  places  of  public  resor(.  He  was  to  be  met  with  at  the 
private  view  of  the  Koyol  Academy,  and  every  kind  of  exhibition.  So 
especially  was  lie  favoured,  that  it  has  been  recorded  by  a  wag  that, 
tvben  asked  whether  he  had  seen  the  new  comet,  be  replied,  "  Pooh, 
pooh !  I  was  present  at  tlie  private  view !  " 

About  the  year  1810,  having  suslnined  a  severe  loss  by  a  speculation 
in  indigo,  be  retired  from  business  ujxin  the  remains  of  his  property  to 
his  chambers  in  the  Adelphi.  In  his  earlier  days  he  joined  in  some  of 
the  jokes  and  huuxes  practised  by  Mathews  and  others.  We  subjoin 
the  following  account,  written  by  himself,  of  a  frolic  in  which  Alathews 
reprexented  ut  un  inn  at  Dartford  a  Spanisii  anibas.sad(ir.  He  called  it 
his  *'  Recollections  of  His  Excellency  the  S|viiiish  Anibusador's  visit  to 
Ca|)taiu  Selby,  un  Ixiard  the  Prince  Regent,  one  of  his  Majesty's  frigates 
stationed  at  the  Nore,  by  the  Interpreter." 

*'  The  party  hired  a  private  coach,  of  brge  capacity,  and  extremely 
ahowy,  to  convey  them  to  Gravesend  as  the  tuitc  of  M.ithews,  who  per- 
sonated an  ambassador  from  Aladrid  to  the  English  Government.  Pour 
horses,  riclily  caparisoned,  were  attached  to  the  carriage,  driven  by  two 
amart  lads,  who  were  intrusted  with  the  secret  by  the  payment  of  a 
liberal  fee.  The  drivers  proved  faithful  to  their  promise.  When  they 
arrived  at  the  posting-house  at  Dartford,  one  of  the  drivers  dismounted, 
and  c«inimunicated  to  the  innkeeper  the  character  of  the  nobleman 
(Mathews)  inside  the  coach,  and  that  his  mission  to  London  had  been 
I  attended  with  the  happiest  result.  The  report  spread  through  Dartford 
like  wildfire,  and  in  about  ten  minutes  the  carriage  (having  by  previous 
arrangement  been  detained)  was  surrounded  by  at  least  two  hundred 
people,  all  with  cheers  and  gratulations  anxious  to  gain  a  view  of  the 
important  personage,  who,  decked  out  with  nearly  twenty  different 
■taco-jcwels,  representing  shum  orders,  Ixiwed  with  obsequious  dignity 
to  uie  assembled  multitude.  It  wiia  settled  that  the  party  should  dine 
mad  sleep  at  ihc^  Falcon  Tavern,  Gruvesend,  where  a  sumptuous  dinner 
waa  provided  for  Ilisi  Excellency  and  MuUt.  Previously,  however,  to 
dinner-time,  and  to  heighten  the  juke,  they  promenaded  the  town  and 
Rs  euvironx,  followed  by  a  large  cuugregatiun  of  men,  women,  and  chil- 
dren at  u  respectful  distance,  all  of  whom  preserved  Uie  greatest  deco- 
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'.  Hill)  teemed  to  comtntuiicatt;  and  explain 
Irer  was  uf  interetst  in  their  peranihulation. 
the  crowd  gradually  dispersed.     The  dinner 
•tyle,  and  two  ur  lliree  additional  waiters^ 
thes.  were  hired  for  the  occnjuon. 
le  medium  of  his  interpreter,  luked  for  two 
f  different  dishes  of  fish,  with  oil,  viaieg^, 
I  sugar,  in  the  same  plate,  which  ajypareiitlif 
t8,  and  their  utter  astonishment  and   snr- 
L     The  waiters  had  been  cautioned  bj  one 
I  the  manner  in  which  His  Excellency  ate 
1  otTend  him,  and   their  occat<ional  absence 
Ws  or  his  companions  an  opportunity  of  de- 
ed ley  in  the  ashes  under  the  grate — a  large 
jr  provided.     The  ambassador  continued  to 
ds  during  dinner  in  a  similar  hoterogeneons 
ch  His  Excellency  slept  waa  brilliantly  illu- 
and  in  one  corner  of  the  room  a  table  waa 
Ttion  of  one  of  the  party,  to  represent  an 
riate  apparatus  as  could  best  be  procured. 
B  moored  at  the  stairs  by  the  fountain  early 
f  the  ambassndur  and  hia  iilti-ndants  to  the 
.   The  people  again  assembled  in  vast  num- 
htlM.     Carpets  were  placed  on  the  stairs  to 
ll«  and  comfort  of  His  Excellency  ;  who,  the 
■e,  turned  round,  and  batlo  a  grateful   fare- 
i«  nme  time  placing  his  hand  upon  bis  bo- 
e  cocked  hat.     The  captain  of  the  barge,  a 
.humoured  cockney,   was  introduced    most 
luador,  and  purposely  placed  on  his  right 
describe  the  variety  of  alinurd  and  extra- 
I  upon  the  credulity  of  the  captain  by  Ma- 
te success,  until  the  barge  arrived  in  sight 
ti,  by  a  previous  undcrstuuding  recognised 
The  officers  were  all  dresfed  in  full  uni- 
ve  him.     When  on  board,  the  whole  party 
d  were  entertained  by  Captain  Seiby  with  a 
e  lieutenants  of  the  ship  were  invited.    After 
♦  own  character  kept  the  company  in  a  high 
comparable  mimic  powers  for  more  than  ten 
imirable  etfect  the  "ntire  narrative  of  the 
his  '  Acts  and  Deeds,'  at  the  Falcon.     To- 
,  and  abont  half  an  hour  before  the  party 
ler  to  give  the  commander  and  his  oilicers  a 
lews  resumed  his  ambassadorial  attire,  and 
U  in  ignorance  of  the  joke,  was  introduced 
m  and  His  Excellency  an  indescribable  scene 
ed.    The  party  left  the  ship  for  Gnivesend  at 
Alathews, '  in  his  habit  as  he  lived,'  with  the 
ectacles,  which  he  had  a  peculiar  manner  of 
itity,  even  from  the  most  «cute  observer, 
is  station  by  the  .side  nf  the  captain,  as  a 
gate  for  a  temporary  purjtose.     Ihe  simple 
.CW8  all  that  the  Spanish  ambassador  had 
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ennded,  both  in  his  transit  from  GravesenJ  to  llic  Norc,  and  (vliiUt  he 
(the  captain)  was  permitted  to  join  the  festive  Ixvard  in  the  rabin,  with 
singular  fidelity,  and  to  the  great  amusement  of  the  original  party, 
who  during  the  whole  of  this  ambaissadorial  excursion  never  lost  their 
gravity,  except  when  they  were  left  to  themselves.  They  landed  at 
Gravesend,  and  from  thence  departed  for  London,  luxuriating  upon  the 
hoax  until  they  reached  home,  and  fur  many  a  year  after. 

"  Whatever  Mathews  did  in  this  way  must  always  in  description  ap- 
pear comparatively  tame.  All  who  recoUect  bis  performances  on  his 
owu  stage  must  freely  admit  this.  To  be  fully  appreciated,  it  was  ne- 
cessary to  hear  and  see  him  ;  but  the  outline  given  of  this  adventure 
will  be  easily  611ed  up  by  the  imagination  of  those  who  knew  him. 
The  pen  can  but  mark  the  field  of  action,  and  place  him  in  the  front  of 
the  battle." 

IVIr.  Hill*  was  the  youngest-looking  man  of  his  age  we  ever  remem- 
ber. So  remarkable  was  this,  that  by  one  of  his  facetious  friends  it 
was  dechired  that  the  registry  of  iiis  birth  was  destroyed  during  the 
great  fire  of  London  ;  and  the  late  Air.  James  Smith  wuuld  humorously 
relate  his  adventures  as  Goldt>tick  in  the  reign  of  ElizaWth.  These 
good-natured  jokes  Mr.  Hill  would  enjoy  ;  indeed,  lie  affected  to  keep 
bis  age  a  secret.  He  was  a  remurkablv  early  riser,  and,  perhaps,  to 
this  cause  may  be  attributed  the  cheerful  and  green  old  age  that 
he  eujoyed. 

The  proximate  cause  of  his  death  was  a  severe  cold  taken  in  a  Asam 
bed  at  Kouen  during  the  autumn,  from  which  he  never  quite  rallied. 
About  a  fortnight  ago  he  hud  a  fall  in  his  room,  and  broke  his  arm ; 
supposed  by  some  to  have  l>een  in  consequence  of  a  fit.  This  we  are 
a$aurcd  was  not  the  fact,  lie  died  without  a  struggle,  breathing 
last  us  if  falling  into  a  tranquil  slumber.  His  death  was  but 
quiet  repose  of  exhausted  nature,  her  works  were  worn  out,  and  ce 
to  act.  His  |)hysicinn's  remark  to  him  was,  "  I  can  do  nothing  more  I 
you  —  I  have  done  all  I  can.     I  cannut  cure  age." 

Thus  has  paased  away  from  us  one  of  the  most  cheerful  and  kindc 
hearted  of  men.     Of  Liui  it  may  be  truly  said  that  iu  proportion  at  bt 
was  kuowu  so  he  was  beloved.     Our  good  old  frieud,  farewell ! 


BELLS. 

BT    HAL    WlJvtIS. 

O  belamonr,  O  bel  amour. — La  Orisgtte. 

In  former  times  bells  were  deemed  a  protection  against  the  ap 
or  inrtuence  of  evil  spirits;  and  no  wonder,  for  there  is  a  j^- 
charm  in  tintiunabulary  music  which  seldom  fails  iu  at  leu^t  di*s. 
low  spirits. 

What  an  electric  eflTect  has  the  dinner-bell  on  the  gastronomic  evv~- 

Eathies  of  the  hungry  guest !  —  what  pleasing  visions  arise  and  ftop-- 
efore  his  fancy  !  Like  race-horaes  ou  tlie  turf,  every  one  starts  for  tia 
—plalc;  and,  iJthough  no  one  runs  the  risk  of  endangering  his  o*' 
neck,  HuiJuiHtJi  of  his  host  sulfer  materially.     It  is  really  a  substtiHiir-^ 

'  He  if  irid  to  have  been  the  original  wheuce  Mr.  Poole  drew  hi*  Imuioro^  2* 
(>h«ra«ter,  Pniil  Vry ;  it  to,  the  hiurmlen  foihlo  of  Mr.  Ilill  hu  bc«n  very  hi(clb.- 
iiilittinxl  liy  tlio  (InuiiBiist 
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;d.    Verily  the  whole  company  looks  like  a  sailing-match,  in  whjcJi 
ererv  guest  is  a — cutter  ! 

W*ho  has  not  listened  to  the  sweet  tinkling  of  the  horse-bells  nti  u 
aim  suinQier's  evening,  as  the  heavy  wnggon  crawls  like  a  moving 
mountain  along  stime  pleasant  green  lane?  Cynics  will  allow  that,  in 
lliii  instance,  there  is  beauiy  even  in  belLt — upon  the  wain  ! 

Reader,  hast  tliou  never  heard  the  tinkling  of  the  sheep-liells  on  the 
Sontli  IJuwus?  If  thou  hast  not,  go  tliilher,  and  thou  wilt  confess  the 
iSTine  in  08  sweet — «t»  the  mutton.  The  hills  are  old,  niudani,  and  past 
vonr  *ge  ;*  but  the  lanths  have  your  innocence  and  sportiveness.  liut 
2)cre  the  comparison  ends,  and  you  behold  the  dilfereuce  between  lamb 

Apmpue  of  sheep,  we  remember  a  young  Frenchman  once  asking, 
with  great  simplicity,  if  bdl-nclher  were  the  English  of  "  beau 
t«n» !  '• 

B!ue-fie!!s  are  pretty  ;  but  somehow  they  invaiiabiy  remind  ua  of 
^»J  ,'s,  whom  we  frequently  wish  were  dumb-belles,  that  our 

.<?  exercised  in  lieu  of  our  patience ! 

in's  bfll  is,  perhaps,  the  only  one  among  the  hfU-frif  that 

to  our  ears.     There  is  un  abrupt  coarseness  —  a  harsh 

iaivoiMnes8  —  in  the  expression  of  its  large,  lolling  tongue,  that  af- 

jhts  as  from  our  morning  dreams.     There  is  as  mucb  difference  in 

**Ji  "'■ing"  from  the  pleasant  dinner-bell,  as  there  is  between  the 

^  ireddiiig-ring  "  and  the  "  ring  pugilistic" 

"  Wliat  a  comparison  !     Can  any  two  things  be  more  dis&imilar  ?  " 
■JiUiue  n4,  gentle  reader,  they  are  not  so  widely  different  as  you 
Are  not  both  rings  formed  for  the  same  purpose .'  — an  cn- 
between  Itvo  parties ! 
0 1  what  a  pleasing  change  is  rung  upon  the  muffin-bell  and  the 

[ton's! 
The  first  i«  as  merry  as  the  chirping  cricket  on  the  hearth,  singing 
duct  with  the  tea-kettle. 
Our  memory  instantly  recalls  Cowper's  beautiful   lines,   and   we 
■1*^  *  wheel  the  sofa  round  "  with  a  feeling  of  cosy  comfort. 
■^      The  "  man  of  letters  "  has  exchanged  his  "  rup-rap  !  "  for  a  bell  ; 
^^nd  lielles  and  beaux  are  laid  under  the  contribution  of  two  "  raps"  t 
**r  the  conveyance  of  their  billets. 

fXhe  lover  places  his  scented  billet-tloux,  and  the  man  of  hcHes- 
«ttr«s  his  epistle  to  his  correspondent  in  his  hands,  with  the  assurance 
»f  «afety  and  despatch. 
Multifurm  and  welcome  is  the  sound  to  all  but  the  tardy  procros- 
■  iiutiir  ;  to  whom  it  is  really  an  alarm-bell ! 
ilaids  run  up  the  area-steps,  like  "  spirits  summoned  from  the 
"^TOty  deep,"  with  their  thimble-sealed  letters  to  their  "  cousins,"  at  the 

i^iKOAli    and    with    a   tremulous   hand    present   the    tributary  penny 
XlHoagh  the  railing,  fearful  of  their  mistress's  "  railing  "  shoula  they 
ut  iiUvrved. 
Fiom  all  bell-ringers  the  postman  certainly  "  l>ears  the  bell." 


*  fotiini;/^,— Primter's  Dcvil. 

'  "aM  lialfiwiiuy.     "  \\«  lia*  noc  a  nt|>  *  "  is  u  reucirod  pbraic,  iuid  b  ua  wull 
uuikntwd  ill  b(,  Janics'ii  as  tu  ilio  less  elegaai  St.  UUn't. 
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CEMETERIES  AND  CHURCHYARDS A  VISIT  TO 

KENSAL  GREEN. 

BY    WILLIAM   MVDFORO,    XSQ. 
AUTHOR   OF    "  STEPHEN   DUOABD," 

I  WAS  invited  by  a  friend  to  accompany  him  to  the  cemetery  at 
Kensal  Green,  in  order  that  I  might  be  converted,  and  made  to  give 
up  certain  notions  I  entertained  touching  the  rather  cockneyish  sen-  < 
timentalities  which  we  now  hear  about  pretty,  ornamental,  nay  even 
b«flutit'ul,  places  for  the  dead.  Death  and  prettiness !  Mouldering 
bones,  shrouds,  and  coffins,  associated  with  the  ornamental !  Beauty 
and  the  grave  !  What  ill-assorted  images!  What  a  mockery  of  all 
that  is,  and  pretends  to  be  real,  in  broken  hearts  !  What  a  violation 
of  all  those  tender  recollections  of  the  departed,  whose  weU-8pring» 
are  gloom,  and  silence,  and  j^olitude !  However,  as  I  had  never  seen 
»  cemetery,  never  visited  Pi're  la  Chaise,  but  had  only  read  of  its 
fripjwries  and  frivolities  ;  and  as  my  friend's  character,  I  knew,  par- 
took of  many  of  the  most  delicate  and  refined  sensibilities  of  our  na- 
ture, I  imagined  there  must  be  something  in  these  fashionable  col- 
lections of  graves  and  gravestones,  which  gave  them  a  decided  pre- 
ference over  the  cuunniYARD  —  that  word  of  magic  power  to  sum- 
mon thoughts  that  make  the  heart  ache,  fill  the  startled  fancy  with 
fears  that  carry  us  back  to  our  nursery  and  school-days,  or  bring 
thronging  into  the  memory  a  thousand  thrilling  scenes  upon  wliirh 
the  poet,  the  painter,  the  novelist,  has  conferred  the  immortality  of 
genius. 

The  CEMETERY — the  CHURCHYARD  !  Pronouncc  the  two  words- 
write  them —  look  at  them.  How  cold,  how  unmeaning  the  one; 
how  rich  in  varied  recollections  the  other!  What  a  spell  lies  in  it! 
what  deep,  enduring  feelings  belong  to  it.  Fancy  Gray  writing  bis 
Elegy  "  in  a  cemetay  "  instead  of  "  a  Country  Churchyard  "  !  Fancy 
Shakespeare  saying,  "  it  is  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night,  when 
tnnclerles  yawn."  &c.  Fancy  even  a  ghost  taking  its  nocturnal  air- 
ing among  the  trim  walks  and  gay  parterres  of  Kensul  Green  !  The 
very  fact  that  parties  of  pleasure  are  made  to  visit  cemeteries, 
stamps  their  nature.  Who  ever  heard  of  a  party  of  pleasrure  going 
to  promenade  n  churchyard?  But  I  am  anticipating  myself,  and 
'  letting  the  reader  anticipate  me. 

Well, — having  put  ourselves  into  "  Ilieron's  Cemetery  Omnibus," 
which  starts  from  the  Crown  Inn,  Edgcware  Hoad,  at  ten,  three, 
,five,  and  nine  o'clock,  (ours  was  the  five  o'clock  start,)  we  rattled 
I^Alung  a  road  once  pretty  and  picturesque,  but  now  deformed  with 
Iniok  and  mortar,  and  were  set  down  in  due  course  at  tlie  cemetery 
I  pnssed  tiirough  them  as  I  would  have  entered  the  Zool«»> 
I  Gardens,  with  my  mind  prepared  fur  amusement.  The  rxte> 
•Ima  verv  ini})Okinj^  architecturnl  appearance,  and  impresses  the 
poct-itor  with  the  agreeable  i'xpectati<»n  of  a  charming  saunter,  es- 
rciaDv  on  a  tine  summer  evening  like  tluit  which  we  had  selected. 
V'nn  enter  the  grounds,  and  the  eye  is  delighted  with  sunny  slopes, 
flower-beds,  here  and  there  structures  that  look  as  if  they  were 
ralMid  for  ornamrnt,  and  long  lines  uf  upright  stones  bordering  the 
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tmble  at  first  sight  a  stone-mason's  yard  more 
hese,  as  you  afterwards  find,  are  gravestones, 
/ariety  of  monunientil  absurdity.  Blany  of 
>r  the  ground)  belong  to  Mr.  Noakes,  leather- 
»om,  or  Mr.  Woakes,  pastrycook,  44,  Oxford 
iness  advertisements !  There  seems,  indeed, 
o  shall  have  the  smartest  grave,  and  out-do 
and  expense.  In  other  parts  of  the  grounds 
asoleumsof  a  more  costly  description,  but  all 
giving  evidence  of  nothing  except  that  of 
me  rich  man,  who  left  money  enough  behind 
e  than  could  be  afforded  by  the  less  wealthy 
[Mces  off.     Some  of  the  graves  were  planted 

id.  "  awakens  pleasing  ideas." 
ben  placed  there  by  the  hand  of  affection,  or 
'  the  care  of  one  whose  love  lies  buried  with 
ow:  but  not  when  planted  and  attended  to 
he  '  Cemetery  Company '  at  so  much  per 
;  mockery,  then." 

y  friend,  "  and  now,  what  is  the  impression 
duced  upon  you  ?  " 

ted :  that  which  the  gravb  never  should 
d  a  lightsome,  cheerful  spirit.  I  could  walk 
ipanions,  and  be  no  more  affected  by  these 
lan  if  I  were  to  meet  a  waggon-loud  of  grave- 
reet.  It  is  all  too  garish,  too  artificial,  too 
pride  of  this  world  to  awaken  thoughts  of 
flin  in  an  undertaker's  shop,  or  borne  along 
ighfare,  has  more  power  to  call  up  solemn 
n  awaits  us  all,  than  these  rows  of  graves  so 
BO  clean,  so  neat  in  their  appearance,  that  I 
le  grave  while  looking  at  them.  I  admire 
the  fanning  breexe ;  it  is  pleasant  to  walk 
ard  ;  those  winding  paths  in  the  distance 
shade  ;  the  scenery  altogether  is  charming 
rits ;  but,  are  these  the  thoughts — are  these 
:ome  over  us  when  standing  amid  heaps  of 
t?  If  you  talk  to  me  about  tlie  'public 
ible  it  is  in  densely-populated  cities  that 
Iture  should  be  provided  away  from  the 
lestion,  and  to  be  argued  with  reference  to 

is  the  case  with  most  questions  that  con- 
roust  set  at  nought  private  sympathies  and 

But  when,  apart  from  tliese  considerations, 
ih  the  superiority  of  cemeteries  over  church- 
a  than  that  of  their  pretty,  ornamental  ap- 
•mind  you  of  some  of  the  holy  and  sacred 
;change.     And,  in  order  to  do  this  the  more 

imagination,  conduct  you  to  a  cocntry 
of  the  many  touching  associations  of  mind 

dear  to  both  tlie  humble,  modest,  unobtru- 
ich  meet  the  eye  on  every  side. 
porch,  overshadowed  by  the  sombre  foliage 
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of  that  ancient  yew-tree,  is  precious  to  the  living,  for  there  thi 
have  seen  their  sires,  who  sleep  hard  by,  'each  in  his  narrow  ce/l, 
sitting  aiul  convcr«inp,  when  they  were  gamboling  in  all  the  buojr 
ancy  of  frolic  childhood,  amid  those  graves  that  now  make  them 
to  look  upon.  To  their  mind's  eye  it  is  still  peopled  with  thiu 
cherished  iinaecs.  The  door  by  which  they  enter  the  holy  ])\ta 
is  the  same  their  parents  passed ;  the  pews  were  once  their  father*'; 
the  altar,  the  baptismal  font,  everything  in  and  about  the  church  ii 
full  of  the  recollections  of  home  and  kindred ;  of  the  memory  of  wife 
or  sister,  husband  or  brother,  child  or  friend  ;  and  these  recoil ectJoiu 
are  linked  with  events  of  their  past  life,  round  which  circle  jofJ 
that  still  bring  happiness,  and  sorrows  that  have  a  saddened  plea- 
sure. The  matron  remembers  the  day  when  she  stood  a  h«ppj 
bride  at  the  altar,  and  the  yet  happier  days  when  she  brought  hef 
newly-born  to  receive  the  mystic  rite  that  made  them  '  chililren  of 
GofI,  and  inheritors  of  the  kingdom  of  heaven.'  The  husband,  too. 
remembers  that  day  ;  although  when  he  looks  upon  his  mcn-f^vn 
sons  that  sit  aro\md  him,  and  reckons  the  years  t/iei/  have  numbi-red. 
he  almost  wonders  how  it  should  appear  so  fresh  in  his  tiioiigbti ; 
and  then,  glancing  at  the  faithful  partner  who  has  passed  that  lone 
course  of  years  by  his  side,  he  sees  their  traces  on  her  brow,  »oil 
sighs  to  think  how  much  nearer  l/ie  day  has  come  when  one  of  them 
(it  is  a  hard  struggle  for  the  heart  to  say  which,  even  in  imagination) 
must  lie  in  the  churchyard ! 

"  But  the  churchyard  itself — what  does  that  contain?     Tlieuha 
of  none  who  were  not  known  in  life,  who  are  not  remembered  in 
death.     Read  the  names  of  the  buried,  and  tell  me  if  there  be  oiw 
which  j'ou  cannot  include  in  the  list  of  friend,  or  neiglibour,  or  re- 
lation ?     In  yonder  corner  there  are  five  graves  side  by  side.  Ob- 
serve the  headstones;  you  will  find  each  grave  is  tenanted  by  twOi 
three,  four, — but  all  of  the  same  family,  and  the  whole,  carrying  JT*"* 
back  through  several  generations :  the  dust  of  an  entire  race  cover*" 
by  a  few  feet  of  earth  !     Look  at  that  grey,  mossy  stone,  whose  long 
inscription  is  scarcely  legible.     Decipher  it — it  records  a  century  of 
death's  havock  ;  grandsires  and  their  children's  children  g.ithcrco 
into  tliat  little  spot.     In  fact,  turn  where  you  will,  some  well-f** 
niembered  name  reminds  you  of  the  Uving  ;  of  the  survivors  or  Ae- 
scendants  of  the  buried,  with  whom  you  are  hourly  mingling  in  Wl* 
busy  scenes  of  life. 

"And  can  you  be  thus  reminded  and  remain  unmoved?     C^^ 
you  be  made  to  reflect  that  your  once  companions,  relatives,  ^^ 
friends  have  all  yieUled  to  our  common  destiny,  and  not  at  the 
lime  involunlarUif  feel  how  your  own  shadow  of  existence  in   '' 
world  is  flitting  away  f   As  you  pass  from  grave  to  grave  do  not 
thoughts  of  old  friends,  old  affections,  old  kindnesses,  old  pleasU 
come  streaming  into  your  heart.*     And,  do  not  words  of  tenderH' 
and  love  —  few  but  expressive  words  —  fall  from  your  lips  as  y 
read  the  epitaphs  of  those  you  once  knew .'     You  sigh,  and  quit 
place ;  but  the  sigh  is  as  much  for  yourself  as  for  the  dead.     |t 
breathed  from  the  natural  sadness  of  the  soul  at  the  contemplate 
oftltat  change  which  awaits  us  all;  a  change  which  never  come* 
dee]]ly  over  the  spirit  as  when  we  witness  its  consummation, 
are  feelingly  impressed  with  its  certainty,  in  the  already  ch 
condition  ot  tliose  who  have  been  daily  before  our  eyes  in  life. 
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tier  above  tier  on  either  side,  reaching  from  the  ground  to  the  vau)l«d 
stone  roof,  the  whole  dimly  visible  from  such  light  bs  could  erAer 
tlirough  the  small  apertures  above,  intended  for  ventilation,  or  the 
coffin-shaped  doorway  at  the  farther  end,  was  a  scene  where  no 
worldly  thoughts  couIJ  come.  It  was  almost  realising  the  language 
of  the  Psalmist,  and  literally  "walking  through  tlie  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  death."  1  felt  that  if  it  were  possible  to  build  catjicomba 
inttead  of  cemeteries,  and  to  find  room  upiin  the  earth  for  the  thou- 
sands who  are  hourly  passing  away  Jrotn  it,  I  could  at  once  give 
up  my  favourite  churchyard.  There  was  soraetliing  to  my  mind 
inexpressibly  delightful  in  the  idea  of  being  thus  able  to  defraud 
the  grave,  and  to  prevent  that  dreadful  separation  which  sceras 
to  be  consummated,  end  not  before,  wiien  the  earth  is  shoveled 
ill  as  we  ]»x)k  our  U»X.,  (and  Jcmjir  we  are  looking  our  last,)  even 
at  tJic  cofliu  which  contains  the  lifeless  bo<ly  of  the  beloved  one  for 
■whose  departure  our  tears  are  falling  fast  and  heavy.  Who  has  ever 
lost  a  child,  or  wife,  or  parent,  and  nut  found  consolation  while  their 
remains  continued  in  the  chanber  of  death  and  could  be  visited  from 
time  to  time,  and  the  rigid  features  gazed  upon  or  touched,  and  the 
hand,  witli  its  marble  coldness,  still  grasped  as  in  life  f  The  tiiree 
most  trying  momenta  for  survivors  arc,  in  my  mind,  when  hope  can 
be  no  longer  kept  alive,  and  the  crushing  certainty  that  death  is  *t 
hand  takes  possession  of  us, — when  that  certainty  becomes  fact,  and 
our  dread  o\'  what  must  happen  has  changed  to  grief  for  what  has. — 
(oh  !  how  different  from  even  the  wildest  sorrow  of  apprehension 
merely  !)  — and  lastly,  when  we  stand  beside  the  grave,  —  see  the 
cofRn  lowered, — hear  the  rattling  earth  descend  upon  it, — behold  the 
heap«d-up  mound  on  either  side  heaved  in,  —  and  then  turn  away, 
with  a  bursting  heart,  to  think  that  never,  never  shall  we  again  see 
even  the  worthless  piece  of  wood  that  hides  tlie  lost  treasure.  TAir 
pang,  at  least,  a  catacomb  saves  us.  There  we  can  place  the  de- 
parted one,  and  take  our  sorrowing  leave^/br  a  lime,  and  return  when 
we  list,  and  look  upon  and  touch  the  coffin,  and,  witlj  scarcely  any 
violence  to  tl»e  imagination,  hold  converse  with  the  inanimate  clod, 
— all  that  remains  of  the  loved  and  beautiful  in  life,  —  of  the  still 
loved,  but  oh !  how  changed,  how  ghastly,  and  horrible  now  in 
death  I 

"  Ay, — the  ghastly  and  horrible.  Who  can  tell  /lotv  ghastly,  horn 
horrible,  unless — 'tis  a  strange  fancy,"  I  continued  ;  "  but  methinks 
I  couhl  delight  to  be  left  here  alone,  with  no  companions  b>it  my 
thuught.s, — such  thoughts  as  would  come  thick  and  strong  upon  roe 
whan  it  was  utter  darkness, — and  |>acing  this  narrow  passage,  all 
other  thoughts  as  hushed  and  silent  as  the  dead  that  are  above,  below, 
aronnd, — muI  then,  if  by  some  necromantic  power  I  could  dissolve 
these  coffins  into  thin  n[r.  and  render  visible  each  corpse  within, 
dinging  on   Ukcir  hues,  and  rotting  flesh,  and  funereal 

garments,  dull,  dusl. .     ;.  of  unearthly  light, — and  if,  to  complete 

my  visionary  scene,  I  could  give  to  mouldering  lips  and  tongues 
speech,  and  restore  to  obliter-'"'!  ".;..'K  .|),.;r  once  hving  functions, 
— surely,  surely  it  were  a  si^  to  look  upon,  a  banquet 

for  the  soul  to  feed  on  that  w<i,>...  .. ,.-.,  .>>  both  wurld», — this  and  the 
next,  here  and  hereafter,  life  and  death,  present,  paat,  and  future, 
each  revealing  its  own  wonders." 

"  Nay."  nbscrvcd  my  friend,  "  while  you  are  abovt  i(,  g<o  a  little 
farther." 


A    VISIT  TO    KENSAL   GREEX. 


97 


With  nil  my  heart.     Whither  ?  " 
'*  Enlarge  your  group." 
"  ^Vhat  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Use  that  necromantic  power  you  speak  of  to  summon  hither  each 
survivor  of  the  dead  whose  grief  was  sharpest  at  their  loss,  and  let 
tkntt  look  upon  their  hearts'  idols  now.  You  would  then  indeed 
h«vt  life  and  deatli,  present,  past,  and  future,  each  revealing  ita  own 
•onderj." 

"A  goodly  company  you  have  provided,"  said  I,  "and  so  nume- 
roui  withal,  that  I  should  lack  accommodation  ;  for  it  were  a  stinted 
»Bo*Kice  to  assign  but  three  such  mourners  to  each  one  here,  were 
*»  to  make  our  reckoning  coincident  with  the  burial;  but  were  we 
to  coramence  it  now,  and  summon  those  alone  who  are  mourners 
•till  in  the  solitude  of  their  own  thoughts,  I  fear  there  would  be 
•wro  to  spare.  The  world  soon  transforms  weepers  round  a  grave 
!«  mn-ry  laughers." 

"  Were  it  possible,"  replied  ray  friend,  "  to  do  this  thing,  you 
would  fly  in  horror  and  amazement  from  your  own  work." 

"  1  do  not  think  so.  At  all  events,  /  wish  I  could  be  put  to  the  trial, 
—I  >roiild  cheerfully  take  ray  chance  for  whatever  might  follow.  I 
'"'III  know  how  or  why  it  is,  but  all  my  life  I  have  had  a  strange 
■"tiginj;  to  know  something  of  the  secrets  of  the  charnel-house.  I 
^ember,  as  a  boy,  entering  into  a  very  solemn  compact  with  a 
TOiit)  of  my  own  age,  that  whichever  of  us  survived  the  other 
'■lonld.  if  we  could,  (an  important  item  of  our  bargain,  you  will  say,) 
'^fflf  back,  and  have  communication  with  the  survivor.  At  a  later 
P^iod  of  our  lives,  this  friend  went  to  India,  and  before  we  parted 
*«  renewed  our  compact.  He  died  there  on  the  field  of  battle  ;  and 
^ft  i  long  time  I  expected  the  fulfilment  of  his  promise.  It  never  was 
J^yilkd,  and  I  suppose  never  will  be  now ;  for  it  is  upwards  of 
t*nity  years  since  he  fell ;  but  I  relinquished  my  expectation  most 
felurUritly,  and  at  times  tried  to  persuade  mj'self  the  report  of  his 
''nih  Hiu-it  have  been  premature.  However,  as  I  have  heard  no- 
^"igof  him  either  alive  or  dead  during  that  long  period,  I  presume 
^  only  reasonable  conclusion  I  can  come  to  is,  that  if  spirits  have 
'^"TJaited  this  world,  the  power  to  do  so  does  not  rest  with  them- 
xlvo." 

"So  I  sboald  guess,"  answered  my  friend,  "  or  there  would  be  sad 
•wk  occasionally  with  the  living.  But  come,  we  liave  been  long 
^"^  in  this  gloomy  place  ;  let  us  return  to  the  cheerful  light  of 

^iifi  a  lingering  step  and  unwilling  spirit  I  followed  my  friend  ; 
'^  now,  inc-thought,  the  sun,  the  flowers,  the  verdant  slopes,  the 
•*Oiig  of  birds,  and  tlie  straight  lines  of  upright  grave-stones,  were 
•Wl  mofe  intolerable,  from  the  harsh  violence  of  their  contrast  with 
'"♦  (Mlilened  feelings  which  the  catacombs  had  prwluced.  There 
**'iio  harmony  between  me  and  them,  but  a  most  jarring  discord ; 
!**'}*'*  S^""^  ^°  fi'"l  myself  once  more  in  the  "Cemetery  Omni- 
""•■"•rven  with  three  "  insides"  njore  th.in  the  inside  was  made  for, 
~*'  «ncfoacl»ment  upon  my  rights  which  I  bore  with  the  greatest 
*"^"at5e,  because  it  compelled  me  to  appropriate  my  knees  as  a  seat 
for  ( rery  prett}  young  lady. 
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Stanlejr, 

to  KCBis  I*  tmia  tke  UkmiaoL  imj.    A»rB«  tmmattlj  hufgud  ttt   

»nimti  to  ■CWWT  Ub.  G«e  ■—ii.i  Inai  tkat,  BanrithstaadiDg 
tkc  teigvc  she  M  ■rirrfcf,  ake  w  poliBcllT  mil  aUe  to  beu-  the 
iMBBej;  aal  witk  fafiaaif  tbe  Jeeput  afeiiMi  partnred  the  6a- 
1(pls  dke  dbonU  derive  frMB  ■wrdy  nt^  dsva  to  Um  Hosse  iriUi 
koa  ia  Um  cumgc  to  aee  Ua  eater  tar  tke  fint  tjaw  tkat  wliidi  the 
fmiij  coBBeired  to  be  the  tliwtn  ef  hk  ghrj-.  Stsalej,  howrer,  ooo- 
tnded  tm  the  imifiuiiMBt  af  anch  a  oobtk,  and  caaie  np  with  Sir 
WiDka  abac 

Hsviog  tialaiaied  ^  djatoarr  with  gnat  expeditMo,  ther  had  sM 
cuiy  dbmer,  aad  thai  west  at  anoe  to  the  Haoae.  Sir  William  had 
peeTMMuly  explained  bow  alight  was  the  cereoNWT  which  had  to  be 
perfiaiued ;  itill  Stanlef,  aa  hie  entered,  felt  tremulaas,  and  ooald  noC 
faelp  wishing  th^  the  |»oce«  of  introdactiaa  bad  been  orer.  With  tlue 
exoepCioaj  howcTer,  of  being  extremelf  pale,  be  appeared  »elf-poa- 
aeawd,  and  after  baring  been  presented,  took  the  oaths  prescribed,  and 
waa  greeted  with  load  cheers  on  taking  his  seat. 

The  Huoie  and  its  forms  were  quite  new  to  him :  he  had  oerer  beefl 
prerioualy,  eren  as  a  "  stranger,"  within  its  walls,  and  it  must  be  coi^ 
teased  thMt  his  first  impression  was  not  of  the  most  forourable  chara^ 
ter.  He  felt  disappointed.  The  scene  failed  altogether  to  realise  hti 
anticipations :  indeed,  as  he  watched  the  preliminary  procei-dings,  he 
could  not  but  deem  tbem  in  the  last  degree  absurd.  Petitions  were 
presented,  and  when  their  titles  had  been  proclaimed  they  were  thrust 
without  anj  further  ceremuny  under  the  table.  Bills  were  read  for 
the  third  time,  nominally — bills  of  great  importance,  affecting  the  to« 
terests  of  millions — and  passed  as  if  they  were  ralueless  ;  for  tbey  were 
utterly  disregarded  by  the  members  generally,  who  appeared  to  be 
determined  to  uphold  the  reputation  of  the  House  as  a  deliberative  a»- 
aembly,  by  deliberating  in  knots  upon  matters  of  a  purely  private  nature. 

"Chrder!  —  order!"  exclaimed  the  Speaker,  whenever  the  boas 
became  in  bis  judgment  rather  too  loud,  and  as  a  matter  of  omrtesy  on 
all  such  occasions  it  was  fur  a  moment  subdued  ;  but  it  swelled  nrrnn 
gradually  until  it  resembled  thut  murmur  which  floats  upon  the  air  of 
a  well-conducted  national  school,  when  the  Spe.iker  again  cried  "  Oi» 
der ! — order  I  "  in  a  tone  of  great  beauty  and  depth. 

"  Well,"  said  Sir  William,  who  sat  next  to  Stanley,  "  how  do  yoa 
feel  in  your  new  position  .*  " 

"  Disappointed,"  replied  Stanley. 

"  Why,  what  did  you  expect?  " 

*'  More  dignity,  more  solemnity,  more  attention  on  the  part  of  the 
members  instead  of  this  levity  and  noise.  It  seems  to  me  to  be  ra- 
ther nn  odd  way  of  conducting  the  business  of  the  nation." 

.Sir  William  smiled,  and  having  observed  that  the  buaines.s  had  not 
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'f  told  him  to  suspend  his  judgment  until  after 

to  of  bills,  the  presentation  of  petitions,  and  a 

limportant  matters  had  been  disposed  of,  an 

to  open  a  subject  which  led  to  a  long  and 

ring  which  an  immense  amount  of  bitterness 

Mded  far  more  loudly  than  anything  which  ab- 

|uestion  at  issue. 

that  senators  and  actors  were  eaually  ena- 
the  vilest  characteristics  of  ooth  were 
ed  by  the  cheers  which  they  elicited ;  and 
t  and  most  unnatural  acting  were  certain  to 
roneest  lungs,  so  in  the  House,  personalitia 
pemctly  did  tbey  meet  party  views,  were 
the  superficial  satellites  of  faction,  to  the  utter 
iral  eloquence,  useful  discussion^   and   sound. 


>Ter  intended  to  be  a  silent  member ;  he  had 
0  make  himself  conspicuous  by  taking  an  active 
the  fall  conviction  that  bv  getting  well  up  in 
f  necessity  succeed,  and  that  signally,  seeing 
roduce  a  new  style  of  eloquence  which  would 
ble^  and  suasive.  The  debate  uf  that  evening 
ligh  resolution  had  tlie  direct  effect  of  render- 
[cited  his  ambition  in  a  greater  degree  tlian 
ension,  he  saw  nothing  to  fear :   he  thought  of 

fcg,  but  speaking.  He  had  the  highest  pos- 
oratorical  powers ;  he  felt  that  be  had  thfe 
i,  and  being  then  in  a  position  to  distinguish 
on  making  the  mo<it  of  that  position  ;  to  study 

0  take  the  country  by  storm. 

hose  whom  be  had  left  with  his  honoured  con- 
expenses  of  his  election,  were  favoured  from 
demands  of  the  most  ingenious  and  exiraordi- 
ers,  bakers,  drapers,  poulterers,  tailors,  iron- 
blacksmiths,  weavers,  farriere,  saddlers,  tallow- 
post-masters,  printers ;  in  short,  bills  were 
lem  by  respectable  members  of  almost  every 
^hich  under  those  peculiar  circumstances  ac- 

1  Aggregate,  is,  in  general,  not  only  conspicuous 

iver,  were  collectively  the  most  aristocratic  in 
lumed  thnt  he  had  a  carle  (ilatic/ie,  and  felt 
to  himskflf,  he  ought,  in  filling  it  up,  to  have 
lis  owa  interest.  The  quantity  of  beer  stated 
1  exceeded  by  several  thousand  gallons  the 
1 ;  and  had  the  charges  for  spirituous  liquors 
exciseman,  it  would  have  tended  to  convince 
;  and  private  distillation  had  been  carried  on 
[ider  his  very  nose. 

s  sent  in  were  of  a  palpably  gross  and  flagrant 
I  of  the  committee — notwithstanding  the  wi- 
amands  should  be  satisfied — resisted  them  on 
|ng  monstrous.     He  was  willing  to  satisfy  all 
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juKt  claims  :  be  was  willing  to  meet  the  demands,  however  exorbitant • 
of  all  who  had  the  slightest  foundation  to  rest  their  demands  upon  i 
bnt  he  refused  to  pay  those  who  cuold  have  rendered  no  service,  and 
by  whom  nothing  could  have  been  supplied. 

The  immediate  consequence  of  this  refusal  was  a  meeting  of  the 
malcontents,  at  which  it  was  unanimously  resolved  that  such  resLit- 
unee  to  those  undoubted  ri<:hts  and  privileges,  which  they  and  their 
forefathers  generally  had  enjoyed  by  prescription  from  time  imme- 
morial, was  unconstitutional  and  rotten :  that  toe  claims  they  had  sent 
in  were  customary,  and  therefore  correct;  and  that  from  these  pre- 
mises it  resulted  that  they  were  bound,  in  strict  justice  to  their  wives 
snd  families,  to  call  into  action  all  the  energies  of  which  they  were 
capable  for  the  legitimate  purpose  of  "  trying  it  on." 

Having  carried  this  strong  resolution  ncmtne  amtradiventc,  they  had 
glasses  round  with  the  view  of  polishing  their  bras*,  and  then  proceed- 
ed in  a  body  to  enforce  their  claims. 

On  entering  the  room  in  which  the  chairman  of  the  committee  nnd 
his  secretary  were  on  the  point  of  winding  up  the  affairs,  Mr.  Bounce- 
well — who,  being  a  highly  respectable  man  in  his  way,  had  been  ap- 
pointed spokesman-general  on  this  occasion — said,  with  the  air  of  a 
man  conscious  of  the  purity  of  his  motives, 

"  We  "ve  come  agin'  about  them  there  little  accounts  of  oum:  ques- 
tion is,  do  )'ou  mean  to  settle  'em,  or  don't  you  ?  " 

His  colleagues,  by  whom  he  was  backed,  highly  approved  of  this 
question,  and  winked  and  nodded  with  the  view  of  intimating  to  each 
other  that  in  their  judgment  that  \na  the  point. 

"  Irentlemen,"  said  the  chairman,  with  great  calmness,  in  reply,  "  I 
must  say  that  I  am  somewhat  astonished,  after  what  transpired  when 
you  did  me  the  honour — " 

"  We  don't  want  no  flummery  here,"  said  Mr.  Bouncewell,  with 
very  great  impatience.  "  We  didn't  come  here  to  have  any  long 
speeches ;  we  aint  to  be  done  in  that  there  way ;  we  came  here  ex- 
prpwsly  to  give  you  another  chance  of  settling  them  there  little  bills 
withitut  any  wore  bother,  so  ail  you've  got  to  do  is  to  say  in  a  word, 
you  know,  whether  you  '11  pay  us  or  not." 

"  Jf  I  thought  for  a  mument  that  your  demands  were  just,  gentle- 
men, I  would  do  so  Tvithout  hesitation  ;  but  as  I  feel  quite  certain  that 
rou  hare  no  real  claim,  I  must  l>eg,  as  before,  to  decline." 

•*  Then  we  '11  law  you  !  "  exclaimed  Sir.  Bouncewell ;  and  his  friends 
n\.\\  an  expression  of  ferocity  cried,  "  Ay  !  and  you  shall  have  lots 
ou  it !  " 

<•  Tlip  Isiw  is  open  to  you,  gentlemen,"  rejoined  the  chairman,  with 
great  suHviiy  ;  "  you  must  use  your  own  discretion." 

"  We  'II  smother  you  with  actions,  sir  !  "  cried  Mr.  Bouncewell. 
"  Wc  ain't  a-going  to  be  robbed,  don't  suppose  it !  Do  you  think 
you  "vc  got  hold  of  .«»  pack  of  fools  ?  Do  you  think  we  're  a-going  to 
give  away  our  sulMtance  for  nothing?  If  you  do  you  was  never  in 
jrour  life  more  mistaken.  A  pretty  tiling,  indeed  .'  "  he  added,  turning 
to  his  companions,  who  |jouted  anil  frowned  with  due  isigiiificance,  "  * 
very  pretty  thing  !  Here  !  a  lot  of  resjiectahle  tradeinicn.  her«,  cwin- 
dled  out  of  their  svlntance,  and  then  can't  get  paid  !  Did  yoo  cnr  ia 
your  born  days  hcJir  of  such  n  thing  !  " 

"  Shame  I— Shame  !  "  cried  his  oolle.tgues,  with  deep  indignation, 
for  they  felt  altogether  disgusted.  "  It '%  scandalous  !— tltat  it  is — 
kCftudalous ! " 
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0,  gentlemen,"  said  the  cbiiirinan,  with  a  polite- 
verj  provuking  ;  "  but  upon  my  honour  I  cunnot 

id  Sir.  Bouncewel],  sarcasticallj.      "  You  see 
plunderin;^   industrious,   honest,  hard-workinj; 
i  you  ?     Uut  what 's  the  use  uf  talking !     You 
JUa  us  ? — that  'li  to  be  understood  ?  " 

on  what  it  is  :  we'll  just  go  and  blow  np  the 

lerve  you  uut  in  that  wuy-    The  other  side  Mrants 

ve  it ! — we  '11  tell  all  we  know! " 

ried  his  friendst. 

ird  as  witnesses.     We  know  enou|;li  to  upset  the 

n  you  how  to  be  shabby  !     Du  yuu  think  that'll 

I  the  chairman,  "  vou  will  pursue  that  course 
correct.  I  have  only  to  repeat  that  I  cannot  and 
J  claims." 

in  started  a  groan,  which  his  associates  responded 
this  had  been  accomplished  to  their  entire  satis- 
[  expression  to  his  sentiments  on  the  subject,  and 
te  contempt  left  the  room. 

aat  application,  the  accounts  were  immediately 
hing  had  been  charged  extremely  reasonable  con- 
d  amounted  to  thirty  thousand  pounds, 
erly  failed  to  alarm  the  wdow.  She  would  not 
Ic  of  the  largeness  of  the  sum.  It  was  suihcient 
bad  all  been  expended  for  the  purpose  of  raising 
iion ;  and  to  achieve  that  oVtject  she  could  have 
;o  comparative  beggary  herself.  It  was  therefore 
ure  that,  when  all  had  been  arranged,  she  bade 
'  which  her  Stanley  was  then  the  representative 
she  knew  that  Swansdowu  and  his  agents  were 
most  zeal. 

k  CH.^PTER    XXXIII. 

enerable  gendenuui  appean  u>  b«  caught  at  last. 

he  family  in  town,  excitement  was  supplanted  by 
.  The  soul  of  Stanley  had  been  fired  with  am- 
zealous]y>  and  attended  the  House  night  after 
bis  return  home  invariably  fluctuated  between 
e  nioruing,  Amelia  never  felt  solitary,  never  felt 
r  believed, — which  had  precisely  the  same  effect, 
}f  her  Stanley  was  essential  to  his  success  as  a 
appy  in  the  portrayal  of  the  flattering  details  of  a 
Mreer. 

1  that,  in  proportion  as  the  intimacy  between 
ahason  became  closer  and  more  alfectionate,  the 
between  B«>b  and  his  venerable  friend,  —  both  of 
dsomely  rewarded  for  their  exertions  during  the 
rmer  and  more  firm.  They  never  appeared  to  be 
apart :  they  &aw  and  drank  with  each  other  every 
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day  with  the  strict  re^Iarity  of  the  sun ;  and  tlie  venerable  e:entleman 
met  with  so  much  kind  feeling,  and  withal  such  distinguished  consi- 
deration in  Stanley'))  kitchen,  that  almost  every  evening  he  called  with 
the  view  of  playing  at  the  noble  game  of  cribbage  with  Bob. 

It  frequently,  however,  happened  that  Bob  was  absent  with  his 
master;  and  on  all  such  occasions  the  venerable  gentleman  had  a 
game  with  Joanna  the  cook,  and  really  experienced  so  much  genuine 
lady-like  conduct  at  her  hands,  that,  instead  of  regretting  Bob's  ab- 
sence, as  at  first,  he  b^on  to  like  it  rather  than  not. 

The  gentle  Joanna  hod  heard  much  of  the  venerable  gentleman 
from  Bob.  She  had  heard  of  his  high-toned  gentleman-like  bearing, 
of  his  honourable  and  strictly  virtuous  principles,  of  his  brilliant  con- 
versational qualities,  and  of  the  genersd  generosity  of  his  heart.  She 
h.id,  moreover,  heard  that  he  possessed  some  considerable  property, 
which,  in  her  gentle  judgment,  imparted  an  additional  lustre  to  the 
whole.  She  had,  theref«»re,  been  powerfully  prepossessed  in  his  favour 
before  she  had  the  honour  of  an  introduction  ;  and  his  conduct  in  her 
presence  was  so  perfectly  correct,  that  she  felt  a  strong  conviction  that 
the  high  and  noble  qualities  of  his  heart  and  mind  had  been  to  some 
considerable  extent  understated.  It  is  true  he  was  rather  an  elderly 
gentleman  ;  but  it  is  also  true  that  he  was,  in  her  opinion,  an  t'xceed- 
ingly  nice-looking,  elderly  gentleman,  who,  although  in  reality  sixty, 
might  pass  very  well  for  forty-six  or  forty-seven,  considering  that  the 
hair  even  of  young  men  will  sometimes  turn  grey  ! 

There  was,  however,  one  comtideration  which — as  she  confidentially 
consulted  her  friend,  the  pillow,  night  after  night — caused  her  to  re^ 
fleet  deeply  upon  the  solemn  and  irrevocable  step  she  contemplated. 
This  consideration  was  a  high  one,  —  it  being  no  other  than  that  of 
what  the  world  would  say,  —  and  therefore  one  whicli  induced  her  to 
pause,  and  v^ry  naturally,  seeing  that  she  was  known,  not  only  to  the 
whole  of  her  fellow  servants,  but  to  the  milkman,  the  laundress,  the 
baker's  man,  and  the  butcher.  It  was  hence  in  her  view  of  the  deep- 
est importance  that  due  deference  should  be  paid  in  this  matter  to  the 
opinion  of  the  world,  knowing  well,  as  ahe  did  know,  that  nothing  on 
euth  tends  to  promote  human  happiness  more  than  the  consciousnen 
of  being  by  the  world  looked  up  to  and  respected.  For  some  time 
this  objection  appeared  to  be  insuperable.  She  could  not  get  over  it. 
Many  restless  days  and  sleepless  nights  did  she  pass  in  deep  reflection. 
She  even  went  to  the  most  eminent  astrologer  of  the  age  for  the  pur- 
pose of  having  her  nativity  cast,  and  was  greatly  relieved  when  that 
profoundly  learned  person  informed  her  that  she  would  have  two 
nusbands,  and  be  with  both  extremely  prosperous  and  happy  :  it  seem- 
ed to  be  so  very  conclusive.  Still  the  question  of  what  the  world 
would  My  was  continually  upon  her  lips  while  she  zealously  racked 
her  imagination  to  conceive  a  sound  and  sufficient  answer  to  Uiat 

Juestion ;  for  she  imagined,  and  very  correctly,  that,  if  the  world 
lioiUd  )>e  up  in  arms  in  consequence  of  her  marrying  an  elderly  gen- 
tleman, it  might  to  some  extent  interfere  with  her  connubial  bliss. 

At  length,   however,  having  considered  the  matter  in  all  its  parts ' 
and  bearinn,  she  safely  arrived  at  this  conclusion,  that  it  would  not  by 
any  means lieoome  her  to  fly  in  the  teeth  of  fate,  and  that,  feeling  quite 
surf  that  the  venerable  gentleman  had  been  distinctly  destined  to  be^ 
her  first,  it  wax  hnr  duty  to  surrender  herself  meekly  to  circumstance* 
over  which  slic  could  not  be  sup]MMed  to  have  control. 
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a  dfad  tet  at  him  at  once,  and  called  into  action 
I  the  rienr  of  attacking  his  susceptible  heart.  She 
iMnoe  one  perpetuid  smile  —  which  was  indeed  a 
I  sort  —  sighed  occasiouolly  with  very  great  effect, 
I  with  constancy,  and  corresponding  bashfulness, 
ralaying  removed  the  wrong  peg,  at  the  same  lime 
Mctually  didn't  know  what  she  was  about  —  she 

ment  of  these  affectionate  proceedings  the  venera- 

d  her  gaily,  and  whenever  he  did  so  she  felt  her- 

ae  ao  confused  that  she  couldn't  play  at  all,  she 

wuldn't  help  pegging  backwaids,  and  the  conse- 

t  couldn't  win  a  game ;  but,  albeit  these  little  nmn- 

me  time  regarded  by  the  experienced  eye  of  her 

vith  Huspicion,  her  emotion   was  so  deep,  and  so 

ngly  developed,  that  while  he  still  entertained  the 

■ral  thing  love  was  u  gross  imposition,  he  eventually 

;hat  in  the  gentle  Joanna  be  had  discovered  the 

kblisbed  the  rule.      He  was   sure  thut  she  loved 

inately  loved  him ;  she  couldn't  help  showing  it ! 

nust  be  blind  who  couldn't  see  it :  the  thing  was  so 

nuld  be  clearer ;  and  to  be  beloved  at  his  age,  and 

y-built,  cherry-cheeked,  nicely-behaved,  cumforta- 

>  nearly  thirty  years  younger  than  himself,  was  an 

I  the  venerable  gentleman  :  he  felt  it  very  deeply, 

instantly  ;  and  as  he  experienced  a  variety  of  sweet 

!  altogether  new  to  him,  he  resolved  to  be,  if  possi- 

an  ever,  as  the  first  grand  preliminary  to  his  seeing 

i  be  done.     He  accordingly  became  more  refined  in 

Kftsed  with  tnare  care,  and  displayed  more  agility  ; 

I  the  feats  he  had  performed,  but  dwelt  upon  those 

rith  ease  to  perform  then :  in  short,  having  the  most 

y  which  a  lover  could  be  prompted,  he  felt  that  his 

ras  essential  to  the  maintenance  of  his  reputation  as 

e  knew  that  when  two  devoted  persons  try  to  win 

I,  they  seldom,  indeed,  try  in  vain.     He  became 

;  in  his  visits,  and  was  delighted  when  B«b  was  ab- 

itly  happened,  as  he  went  with  his  master  down  to 

iisionalty  waited  there  for  hours. 

>ccusions,  when  the  lovers  had  been  playing  at  their 

some  time  without  the  slightest  interruption,  the 

n,  conscious  of  the  high  etitimatiuu  in  which  wealth 

general,  and  how  greatly  it  assists  the  imagination 

re,  embraced  a  6ne  opportunity,  which  the  fjct  of 

epence  afforded,  for  making  the  following  remark- 

mt  thing  lots  o'  money  is,  ain't  it." 
deeply,  and  felt  extremely  tremulous ;  but,  con- 
'  duty  to  say  something,  she  faintly  replied, 
gly  is  an  excessively  excellent  thing ;  but  bapg^iness 
)b,  before  aU  the  money.      Ha]ipiness  isn't  to  be 
;  no  shop  in  life  where  it 's  sold." 
iverry    reg'lar,"   rejoined  the  venerable  gentleman, 
rrectly  right  in  that  air :  still  money 's  a  bout  and 
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bout  thing !  on'y  go  for  to  look  at  the  adtrontages  on  it !  — on'y  see 
'ow  hindependt'Dt  they  are,  them  as  does  persess  lots ;  vile  them  ii* 
don't,  is  in  a  wusa  state  of  slavery  than  the  black  (mpplation  there  out 
by  the  North  Pole.  They  "re  never  theirselves  them  as  ain't  got  no 
money.  They  can't  hold  their  heads  up :  it 's  clean  against  natur'. 
Jist  p'int  out  to  me  a  bindiwidual  a-venuin'  his  vay  .-ilong  the  streets, 
on'r  jist  let  me  look  at  him  full  in  the  face,  and  if  I  don't  tell  you 
vetuer  he  's  got  any  money  or  not,  I  '11  be  bound  to  be  blessed ;  cm 
be  as  hasn't,  alius  looks  werry  petickler  dowu  his  nuse  ;  vile  he  as  has, 
takes  jist  about  as  much  notice  of  that  horgan  as  if  he  hadn't  got  one. 
He  can't  look  right  straight  at  yer,  him  wol's  got  all  his  pockets 
empty ;  he  can't  ketch  yer  hearty  and  vorm  by  the  hand ;  he  can't 
Rpenk  like  a  hinnercent  man  :  his  woice  shivers  and  shakes  jist  for  all 
the  vorld  us  if  it  vos  ashamed  of  itself;  and  he  mumbles,  and  trembles, 
and  wobbles,  vile  the  corners  of  his  mouth  drops  right  away  down  in 
the  rottenest  manner  alive ;  verehas,  the  man  vich  has  got  plenty  in 
his  pocket  can  look  at  yer  fierce.  He  can  take  yer  hand  villi  henergTi-, 
and  speak  up  as  if  be  owed  yer  nothink,  and  vornt  a  bit  afeared  on 
yer,  vich  makes  great  hodds  !  Ven  I  meets  a  friend,  now,  vich  aiu't 
got  no  money,  I  don't  like  to  see  him,  —  I  can't  say  I  do,  —  not  a  bit 
acos  I  'm  spungy  or  anythinlc  o'  that ;  but  I  'd  rayther  nut  see  him.  I 
some'ow  or  uother  dun't  like  it.  I  pities  him ;  and,  as  pity  wounda 
the  feelings,  it  ain't  consequeutially  pleasant.  If  a  friend  in  them 
there  cireumstantials  ses  to  me,  '  Have  yer  got  sich  a  thing  as  a  couple 
o  ahiliin's,'  it  cuts  me  to  the  quick  ;  nut  acos  I  at  all  objects  to  lend  it, 
nor  cos  I  don't  hand  him  over  double  wot  he  arsts  for,  and  never  ex- 
pects  to  vitness  agin  the  colour  of  the  money,  but  it 's  cos  it  hurts  my 
sentiments  to  see  him,  and  wounds  me  to  think  wot  his  feelings  must 
be.     That's  the  p'int,  you  know ! — that 's  vere  be  feels  it !  " 

"Exactly,"  returned  Joanna:  "you're  excessively  correct;  bat 
that  warn't  by  no  manner  of  means  what  I  meant.  ^  didn't  by  any 
mcntns  mean  to  mean  that  money  was  no  object,  or  that  it  wasn't  aii 
excessive  advantage :  no,  if  I  thought  that,  I  should  not  have  put  by 
for  a  rainy  day,  as  I  have  done.  I  shouldn't  liave  thought  of  having 
such  an  amount  us  I  have  in  tlie  saving's  banks  at  tlie  present  periml 
of  time.  All  I  meant  \V!L<i,  that  money  wa.sn't  all ;  that  money  alone 
couldn't  purchase  happiuests,  and  therefore  that  happiness  was  to  be 
preferred." 

"  And  in  the  long  mn  I  agrees  vith  yer.  'Appiness,  in  course,  his 
the  thing — the  great  thing:  ve  can't  git  through  the  vorld  at  all 
comfortable  vithotit  it ;  but  though  it  is  to  be  found  in  hevery  spere 
of  society,  from  Vestmister  to  Vopping,  vere  can  it  be  found  without 
money  ?  I  dun't  mean  to  say  that  they  re  unseperateabie, — that  is  to 
say,  that  verever  there  's  money  tliere  must  be  'appiness  consequentially 
also  ;  but  I  do  mean  to  say,  that  verever  there 's  'appiness  there  tliere 
must  likevise  be  money.  There  can't  be  no  'appiness  vithout  it.  It 
stands  to  reason  ;  it  ain't  nat'ral !  Look  at  them  vich  is  in  debt :  'ow 
can  th«7  Ije 'appy  ^  I 'II  defy 'em  to  do  it !  It 's  out  of  natur' fur 'em  to 
1m  'appy,  from  the  hichest  spere  down  to  the  werry  lowest,  —  from 
him  vicli  owes  his  banker  nrf  a  million,  to  him  as  owes  his  chandley- 
khop-keeper  arf-o-crown.  It 's  onposaible  !  Look  at  me  on'y  jist  fur 
instance.  I  've  got  seven  houses  vtch  brings  me  in  fifty  pound  a-eor, 
all  let  to  respectable  tenants,  substantial  men  of  famUy  vich  never 
ahooU  the  moon,  and  the  writings  is  at  home.     Werry  well.    Now 


>e  throwed  oat  o'  place, — vot  should  I  care,  ritb 
m  ?  Notbink.  But  a'pose  I  imdn't  them,  and 
sd  out  vithout  the  prospect  uf  gettiii'  another, 
he  price  of  my  'appiness  then  ?  V'oodn't  it  be 
course ;  vere  poverty  is, 
e.  They  never  agree  topether ;  they  're  hallrays 
's  safe  to  be  wjctorious." 
e  of  argument,"  observed  Joanna,  gently  ;  "  it 's 
1  and  correct ;  but  have  you  never,  in  the  course 
arience,  found  ihose  that  are  poor  as  happy  u 

enerable  gentleman,  knitting  his  bro^vs  thought- 
it  vich  requires  to  be  explained.  You  see,  the 
er  than  the  rich  ;  and,  on  the  tother  side  o'  the 
aetinies  poorer  than  the  poor.  I  don't  call  him 
le  may  be,  vich  huH  got  enough  to  keep  him 
re;  nor  I  don't  call  him  rich,  however  rich  be 
ot  enough  to  keep  him  respectable  in  hisn.  A 
y  rich,  and  a  poor  man  may  be  werry  poor,  and 
great  distinction  may  be  d  rawed  ;  but  the  poor 
Ive  sliillin's  a  veek,  and  vith  that  can  supply  all 
n  him  vith  ten  thousand  a-ear  hif  vith  that  he  's 
ends  meet.  That 's  the  p'int !  So,  you  see,  I 
'lar  pour  vich  has  enough  to  moke  'em  comfor'- 
ay ;  but  ven  a  poor  man  is  poor,  vy  he  's  werry 
jj't  get  no  wiltles ;  and,  as  'appiness  tfon't  stay 
I,  the  whole  p'int  dissolves  jist  to  this,  that  the 
in  the  poor  rich,  mind  yer, — and  the  rich  ]H)or 
rerry   poor  poor,    vich  ain't  got  no  wittles  to 

I  perfectly,"  said  Joanna ;  "  it 's  excessively 
hat  I  meant.  I  meant  I  'd  rather  be  in  a  poor 
hcient  to  make  me  excessively  happy,  tiiun  in  a 
riches,  without  having  happiness  with  it.' 
!"  exclaimed  the  venerable  gentleman:  "ve'rc 
anie  pole  !  'Appiness,  in  course,  is  the  uniwer- 
i;ntially  ve're  hallvays  a-yariiin'  arter  that  vich 
it,  and  vich  is  nayther  mure  nor  less  than 
vot  you  say  is  werry  true,  that  there 's  no  shop 
8,  like  any  other  harticle,  is  ticketed  and  sold, 
shops  vere  it  is,  in  a  hindirect  manner,  to  bu 
ince,  if  I  vo8  werry  ungrj',  and  unger  vos  the 
about  me,  a  crust  of  bread  and  cheese  and  a 
lod  make  me  'appy  ;  but,  if  I  hadn't  got  no 
id  and  cheese  and  arf-and-arf,  I  sLood  be  werry 
ou  see,  it  hall  depends  upon  vether  you  can  git 
in,  in  course  yer  'appy  :  if  yex  can't,  in  course 
ice,  now  I  vont  a  vife.  If  I  could  git  one  —  a 
aid  then  be  all  right ;  but  as  I  cuii'i,  'ow  can  I 

ly  as  slie  observed,  with  a  most  expressive  smile, 

lu  are  jokiug." 

led  the   venerable  getleman :  "  no,  upon  my 


lOG 


STANLEY   THORN. 


"  Did  vou  ever  try  ?  '* 

"  Vy,  I  can't  scoDscientiousljr  say  I  ever  did." 

"  TLeii  how  can  you  know  ?     You  cunnot  know  until  you  try." 

"  But  I  'm  gettin'  rayther  a  hold  feller  now,  yer  know,  inclinin',  as 
the  poet  says,  '  into  the  wale  of  ears  ; '  so  that  nobody  '11  'ave  ine." 

"  Nobody  would  have  you  ! "  echoed  Joaana,  with  an  expression  of 
playful  incredulity. 

"  Veil,  who  vood  now  ?     That 's  the  p'int  at  hissue.     Vood  you  ?  " 

The  ardent  and  affectionate  heart  of  4roaana  now  violently  throbbed  ; 
but,  as  she  felt  it  to  be  her  duty  to  blush  and  remain  silent,  she  made 
nu  reply. 

"  Veil,  p'raps,"  continued  the  venerable  centleman,  as  Joanna 
glanced  most  expressively  at  him,  —  "  p'raps  I  put  the  p'int  raytber 
too  close,  as  your  werry  perlitenesa  vont  let  you  say  no." 

"  Oh  !  it  isn't  for  that,"  observed  Joanna,  very  tremulously. 

"  Veil,  then,  I  '11  tell  you  vot  I  '11  do  vith  you.  Come,  now,  I  'U 
bet  you  a  pair  of  gloves  that  you  can't,  soonscientiously,  mind  yer,  say 
yes." 

"  What  a  funny  man  you  are !  "  said  Joanna. 

"  It  vood,  I  know,  be  a  robbery.     I  know  I  ahood  vin.' 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  " 

"  Safe !    Come,  I  '11  make  it  two  to  one, — there,  and  put  the  money ' 
down :  they  shall  be  arf-crowners,  double-stitched  Frenchmen.     ViU 
you  take  these  ere  hodds  ?  " 

"  You  'd  lose,"  said  Joanna,  with  axcliness,  —  "  you  'd  be  certain  to 
lose." 

"  I  don't  think  it,  nor  von't  till  I  have  lost.  Now,  then,  vill  you 
bet?" 

"  Why  really  !  —  Mr.  Joseph  !  —  I  never  knew  !  — it 's  such  a  very 
droll  way  of  doing  business !  " 

"  Vot  *s  the  hoods,  so  that  business  is  done?  " 

"  But  indeed^-depend  upon  it — you  d  lose." 

"Werry  well.  If  I  do,  I  shall  have  to  ^tand  the  Frenchmen,  that 's 
all.  Come,  put  the  money  down,— or  I  'II  trust  yer.  Now,  then," 
continued  the  venerable  gentleman,  kneeling  upon  the  footstool  beside 
her,  and  placing  his  ear  quite  close  to  her  lips,  "  come,  visper,  and 
then  naytber  the  kittles  nor  the  sarcepans  vont  ear.  Now  mark  I 
Vood  you  "ave  me  .*  " 

The  venerable  gentleman  patiently  paused  some  considerable  time 
for  a  reply ;  but  at  length  Joanna  dia  sigh  and  say  "  Now— really  I  " 

"  Only  visper  the  word  ! " 

"  Upon  my  conscience  I  feel  so  flustrated ;  indeed  so  excessively 
confused,  that  I  cannot  for  the  life  of  me." 

*'  Oh,  but  you  muet  I  Come  —  now  then — vonce  more.  Vood  you 
■TC  me  ?  " 

With  a  faltering  voice,  and  a  fluttering  heart,  the  gentle  creature, 
in  a  tone  which  scarcely  violated  silence,  said — "  Km." 

••  You  vood  ! "  exclaimed  the  venerable  gentleman,  — "  sconscien- 
tioosiy  '  "  . 

He  drew  hock  a  trifle ;  and,  having  gaaed  in  a  state  of  rapture  at 
her  lustrous  «yea  for  a  moment,  threw  his  arm  round  her  beautiful 
swan-like  necK  vxA  clandestinely  kissed  her. 

*'  Nay,  foa  wicked  man,"  said  the  blushing  Joanna,  "  that 's 
cxeMHvcly  uoghty. " 
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If  yoa  don't  like  to  *«ve  it,  retnrn  it  to 
came." 
■e  I  'U  not  do." 

:ried  the  venerable  gentleman,  throwing  bis  arm 
It  neck,  "  I  must  test  your  sincerity  !  " 

rb  :    you  '11    rumple    my   collar :    indeed,    Mr. 
you  will ! " 
rcry  correctly ;   but  the  venerable  gentleman's 
I,  just  as  he  had  succeeded  in  drawing  her  sweet 
lad  entered  the  kitchen  during  the  struggle  un- 

Irap-door  beneath  the  gentle  Joanna,  through 
Dce  have  disappeared,  her  di&appearance  would 
istantaneous,  she  felt  at  the  moment  so  dread- 
there  happened  to  be  no  such  a  piece  of  thea- 
her,  she  summoned  all  her  courage,  and  turning 
,  "  Isn't  it  too  bad,  Robert  ?  Here,  just  be- 
e  won  five  shillings  of  Mr.  Joseph,  he  vows  he  '11 
rery  unfair,  Robert,  isn't  it  now  ?  " 
iercely,  and  said  in  answer  to  this  strong  appenl, 
me.'  He  also  looked  fiercely  at  bis  venerable 
'm  a-intruding." 

very  cutting  observations,  and  they  had  a  very 
■  lovers  wished  he  had  been  at  that  moment 
)  and  all  his  host ;  but  as  they  gave  no  expres- 
loomily  seated  himself  near  the  fire,  and  looked 
ocious  aspect. 

entleman  could  not  of  course  feel  exactly  com- 
prepared  to  depart :  he  took  Bub's  pa.ssive  hand, 
good  night,  Joanna  saw  him  to  the  door,  where 
n  singularly  enough,  she  returned  it  then  without 
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nearly  a  fortnight  in  ttie  House  without  having 
;o  speak.  During  that  time  he  had  heard  many 
d  many  more  which,  although  delivered  in  an 
nd  told  vvAl  in  the  papers.  His  ambition  had 
;ly  strengthened,  and  as  most  men,  who  feel  that 
to  shine  in  the  particular  circle  in  which  they 
ultivating  those  accomplishments,  whatever  they 
ause  is  obtained  in  that  circle,  it  is  not  singular 
le  necessary  confidence,  panted  to  distinguish 
;  from  which  celebrity  radiates  throughout  the 

important  subject  deeply,  and  made  himself  con- 
mifications,  be  went  down  to  the  House  on  the 
being  a  member,  with  the  view  of  startling  the 

by  the  developcment  of  what  he  had  in  him. 

0  the  commencement  of  the  debate  in  which  he 
>nspicuous  part,  an  honourable  member  on  the 

1  a  petition  against  his  return  ! 
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At  the  moment  Stanley  could  with  great  pleasure  haVe  kicked  lum. 
He  felt  in  a  rage  with  that  man.  He  might  have  been,  iot  aught  he 
knew  or  cared,  a  virtuous  person ;  but  as  he  returned  to  his  seat  with 
a  calm  but  triumphant  smue,  having  performed  what  he  conceived  to 
be  his  duty, — Stanley  looked  at  him! — in  one  word,  he  certainl; 
would  have  knocked  him  down,  if  the  forms  of  the  House  hid 
allowed  it. 

It  is.  perhaps,  amazing  that  the  strongest  minds  are  capable  of  bdog 
upset  in  an  instant.  A  man  may  have  a  perfect  command  over  his 
fijwtures ;  he  may  have  an  equally  perfect  command  over  his  nerves ! 
but  he  cannot  ha^'e  a  perfiect  command,  nor  anything  like  a  perfect 
ctHumand,  over  his  mind.  He  may  be  able  to  stand  and  walk  erect ; 
be  ntay  be  aide  to  maintain  the  steadiness  of  his  eye  and  the  firmnei* 
of  his  voice ;  he  may  be  able  to  suppress  every  show  of  emotion,  but  be 
Miutot  suppress  the* emotion  itself.  He  may  have  in  full  bloom  what 
is  technically  termed  "  mmal  courage," — ^fbr  technical  the  term  maybe 
sakid  tw  be,  weins  that  physical  courage  is  hard  to  be  defined  ;-4m 
mav  be  extrvmely  calm  and  collected ;  he  may  conceal  effectually  lui 
(feeling  frvim  otlbers,  but  from  himself  they  will  not  be  ooncmled 
Within  his  own  brv«st  they  are  in  full  operation:  their  influena 
«MT  nuck  him,  although  the  effect  be  unseen;  and  precisely  thm 
«t\«M4  Stanley.  He  scorned  to  betray  his  feelings  when  the  hatefu 
petttkw  w»s  presented,  but  they  were  acute  notwithstanding :  indeed 
M»  acute  that  they  nrompted  him  to  withhold  that  brilliaiat  speed 
with  whk^h  he  intended  to  astonish  the  House.  The  thing  came  upoi 
him  w  unexpectedly,  he  was  not  prepared  for  the  blow.  He  knei 
t«f  ««urK>  ihat  the  «>pp>vsing  party  luid  been  zealous  in  their  efforts  t 
|ie(  up  a  potiukm.  but  he  had  been  led  by  his  agents  to  believe  tha 
th\«M^  ellvtrts  had  utterly  failed :  when,  however,  he  actually  saw  th 
Hubl<«t  d«vutneni.  he  CMild  no  longer  lay  the  flattering  unction  to  hi 
anwl  wKtv-^  th«s>^  a^nts  had  beat  from  the  first  prescribing. 

'*  I  hav«  been  grvvslr  deceived,"  said  he,  addressing  Sir  Willian 
\kht«  Mt  by  h)$  side.    "  Hhwe  fellowti  assured  me  that  the  idea  of 
|«etiti«m  wW  under  the  ctieumstance&.  absurd." 

'"  1^.  it  wa)  \>vne  tx*  iK«thinf  now,**  returned  the  Baronet.     "  Thi 
i»  the  Wt  ds)  «va  «^idi  it  cvuld  be  presented.    The  mtisecution  of 
|«eti(i\w  «k«(«  n\4  tU'  netoKsity  fii^w  its  presentation.     The  chances  ar 
that  it  « ill  yvt  He  abandiMied.^ 

"  \  te«»r  IK*."  **id  Lanier. 

"Whjfwr?" 

«*  IVv'auwc  the  |j^^Wllds  «]>»  which  they  stand  are  too  tenable  t 
j|MMit\  A  h«N)«e  that  the  thi«^  will  be  retiDquisbed." 

» tV  intNHiMd* ! "  evdaimeid  Sir  William.  "  The  grounds  have  littl 
iMtK>e<)  t^  ^  ^^^^  *^  Matter.  It  depends  upon  the  committee.  ] 
^^  llH  a  t>»<yKwity. — and.  *f  v>«arM>.  we  must  have  a  whip  fw  it, — yo 
A(^  M^ :  y^^  M<^(Ni  IM4  csTv  then  a  sincle  stnw  about  the  grounds." 

(t|aMWy'*)H^*^''^**^  ^^'^  TVinaik  very  hi):h!y.    He  knew  that,  althong 

Uk  altWtlj'  barKkiviu*  »tate»  the  s^xem  of  tryinir  the  menu  of  petitioi 

"Ik  4i<N«<lT  tt«p««isiK)e  tribunal  mi^t*  oi«ain.  it  would  be  in 

HHY  M  mH^te«K4  «*  tltis  ivpudiaiekl.  not  only  as  ridiculous  bi 

MMNMk  ilMMMtKll  as  tbe  practice  eMablished  xi-as'of  such  surpassix 

[Riltc7l^'*^*  ^  W*^<**^  the  epenition  «if  p&rty  b:as  and  fjctioi 

i  J-httWrt  ilMpwsib)^  and  particularly  in  csi«s  in  which  parti* 

IhiImiM^  ^t  ^  ^  «^'  *  ^^  <«  either  side  is  of  vei 


STAKirBY  THORrr. 


109 


grait  importance:  he  knew  also  that  every  member  was  nt  that  happy 
jieriod  an  honourable  man,  and  so  strictly  pure  in  principle  that  he 
would  ruther  see  his  own  party  go  to  the  dogs  than  sacrifice  or  even 
slightly  fcunper  with  his  conscience :  he  moreover  knew  that,  albeit 
artain  signally  uncivilized  persons  had  attempted  to  upset  the  just 
and  must  salutary  system  established,  their  attempts  had  utterly  and 
rfconrse  most  deservedly  failed ;  still,  with  all  this  knowledge,  he  felt 
spprehensive  that,  whether  he  obtained  a  majority  or  not.  his  seat 
would  be  lost,  and  was  therefore  at  first  indisposed  to  defend  it. 

Sir  William,  however,  powerfully  painted  to  him  the  almost  un- 
pncfdented  folly  of  yielding,  and  as  most  men  are  guided  by  the 
Bjiininns  of  others — if  even  they  conceive  their  own  judgmejit  to  be 
mperior — pro'rided  always  that  their  vanity  is  flattered,  »o  Stanley, 
ikltliuugh  he  knew  that  the  allegations  contained  in  the  petition  were 
true,  and  that  therefore,  under  the  system  proposed  by  the  unconstitu- 
tinnal  innovators  referred  to,  he  would  have  had  no  cJiance  at  all  of 
r«iiining  his  seat, — surrendered  his  own  judgment  to  that  of  Sir 
Williiim,  in  the  full  and  lively  hope  of  being  able  to  whip  in  a  just 
itid  nutssided  committee. 

Tliij  hope,  however,  although  it  sustained  him  for  a  time,  was  not 
'ttlitfd.  Tlie  committee  was  moved  for;  the  whip  was  used  on  both 
"lie*  \rith  great  effect,  and  the  result  was  seven  to  four  against 
^'•m.  The  great  p<iint  of  Sir  William  was  thus  at  once  destroyed,  and 
^tanlev  again  felt  disposed  to  retire  ;  but  Sir  William,  knowing  well 
tst  the  expenses  of  defending  a  seat  under  the  circumstances  usually 
^ff,  and  being  still  sincerely  anxious  to  reduce  him  to  a  state  of 
titation,  shifted  his  ground,  and  not  only  ridiculed  the  idea  of 
inc  in,  but  contended  for  self-convietiun  in  such  a  case  being  com- 
f^m  only  with  suicide ;  and  in  this  he  was  ably  seconded  by  the 
iiovr, 

*•  It  would  be,  yon  know,  such  an  extremely  shocking  thing,"  sdd 
"•at  lady,  when  her  opinion  of  the  matter  had  been  demanded  ;  "  it 
**«>nl(l  be  absolutely  dreadful — dear  me,  it  would  be  an  eternal  di»- 
K^ce — to  retire  from   the  field  without  a   struggle,  you  know,   my 

"Mother,"  said  Stanley,  "look  at  the  expense." 
"A  fig  for  the  exjjense,  my  love  I  we  are  not  poor  !     I  look  at  the 
*kiiig  in  the  abstract !  " 

"  You  do,  without  reference  to  the  cost.  Look  at  that  in  the  ab- 
•*rsct!  I  confess  that  I  have  an  imperfect  knowledge  of  the  expense 
of  these  things ;  but  I  know  it  to  be  something  very  very  con- 
■'"I'-nible." 

■  Well,  my  love  I  let  it  be  considerable.  Thank  Heaven  we  are 
"'It  iMigg&ra  !  But  we  are  not  hetitcn  yet !  Where  is  your  pliilosophy, 
""v  dear?  Should  we  make  ourselves  wretched  to-day  because  it 
'"PlH-iis  to  be  possible  for  us  to  be  wretched  to-m()rrow  ?  Oh,  dear 
"^  uo !  defend  the  seat  by  all  means." 

"Mother,"  rejoined  Stanley,  "you  know  me,  I  think,  too  well  to 
'•'W  that  I  would  not  do  so  if  I  saw  the  slightest  prospect  of 
"i«r,.v" 

"  My  dearest  boy.  I  know  that  you  would  not ;  I  am  perfectly  certain 
"^^hw,  but  tlien.  although  you  cannot  see  this  prospect,  others  can  ! 
'  is  me  !   what  does  Sir  William  say  i* — does  he  not  say  that 
,,-i  are  all  a  lottery  i*  " 
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"  But  how  can  we  reasonnblr  hope  to  succeed,  when  we  know  nearly 
all  with  which  we  are  cborgeu  to  be  true  ?  " 

"True! — oiy  dear!  Haa  not  Sir  William  again  and  again  said, 
that  a  thousand  things  may  be  true  which  cannot  be  proved^  " 

I  have  of  course  no  inclinatioa  to  resign,  which  you  know:  if  I 
conceived  it  to  be  probable  that  my  seat  could  be  retained,  1  would 
defend  it  with  all  the  means  in  my  power ;  but  aa  the  case  stands  at 
present  I  cannot  perceive  a  chance." 

"  Oh,  there  are  a  thousand  chances  ;  rely  on  it,  my  love,  there  are 
ten  thousand  chunces,  although  you  do  not  perceive  them.     Besides,  if 
«veii  the  worst  should  come  to  the  worst,  we  are  surely,  my  love,  as 
capable  of  bearing  our  share  of  the  expenses  aa  the  Swansdown  factioa  { 
are  of  bearing  theirs  1 " 

"  But  tliat  may  not  be  the  worst.  Suppose  we  arc  fixed  with  all 
the  costs  ?  " 

"  Oh,  but  you  know.  Sir  William  says  that  an  instance  of  that 
kind  has  not  occurred  within  his  recollection  ! " 

"  But  the  thing  is  not  impossible :  it  may  occur  in  our  case,  and 
if  it  should,  can  it  be  borne  without  sensibly  affecting  your  fortune?" 

"  Of  course  !     Dear  rac,  my  love,  what  a  ridiculous  que.stion  ! " 

"  Oh,  I  know  nothing  about  your  affairs:  you  have  altrays  moit, 
studiously  kept  them  from  me !  " 

"  Fear  nothing  on  that  score ;  by  all  means  oppose  this  horrible 
petition." 

"  Very  well :  but  understand,  that  if  opposed  at  all  it  must  be 
opposed  with  spirit;  no  expense  must  be  8[>ared  ;  there  must  be  no 
•topping  short ;  the  thing  once  begun  must  be  carried  on  boldly  to  the 

"  That  is  precisely  my  feeling.  Never  mind  the  expense  ;  do  not 
dream  about  that.  Have  everything  that  may  be  deemed  essential  to 
•iMcew.  We  shall  beat  them  I  I  am  sure  that  we  shall  beat  them. 
It  would  be  such  a  truly  dreadful  thing,  you  know,  my  love,  to  give 
up  all  without  an  effort  to  retain  it.  It  would  look  so  cowardly  and 
would  be  so  di.sgraoeful,  aa  Sir  William  sayt!  I  should  go  mad!  I 
am  sure  of  it-  I  never  could  be  happy  again.  Therefore,  oppose  them, 
my  love,  by  all  means ;  oppose  them  with  all  your  power.  Engage  the 
highest  talent  available.  Stanley,  my  dearest  love!  let  me  prevail/ 
upon  you :  will  you  oppose  them  ?  " 

Stanley  consented.  He  had  of  course  no  desire  to  relinquish  his 
seat :  he  never  had ;  but  knowing  well  that  his  election  must  have 
coat  something  very  considerable,  although  the  amouht  had  been  con- 
cealed from  him,  he  felt,  being  ignorant  uf  the  Widow's  resources,  that 
the  expense  of  opposing  the  petition — if  the  opposition  nhouid  be  re- 
ported "  frivolous  and  vexatiouM,"  might  involve  them  ail  in  ruiu. 
When,  however,  he  beard  that  the  worst  could  be  borne  without  any 
material  or  permanent  injury,  he  resolved  to  go  on  with  the  opfHwition 
baldly:  he  would  not  yield  an  inch:  he  detied  them  to  prove  their 
■Uegationa,  although  he  knew  them  to  be  true,  declaring  that  bis  seat 
■huuld  be  defended  till  the  last. 

The  battle  then  commenced.      The  opening  speeclies  were  made. 
CoMih  Ueds  of  witnesses  were  brought  up  to  town,  und  among  tliem 
Stanley  reoogoiscd  many,  whom,  during  the  election,  he  had  treated.] 
with  the  otWMMt  kindness  and  liberality-     On  aacvrtaining  the  quarter!  ( 
of  th«w  peopl«>  h«  sent  on  agent  to  remonstrate  with  them  ;  but  they  \ 
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mere  matter  of  business,  declaring  that  they  hod 
cher  way ;  that  the  franchise  was  a  property  of 
r  and  indisputable  right  to  make  the  moat,  that 
■eased  its  value,  and  that  if  Stanley  wanted  them 
bem  even  then.  The  agent  spoke  of  gratitude, 
d  on  its  brightness  and  beauty ;  and  they  agreed 
j^ht  it  an  excellent  thing,  and  they  said  so,  and 
ue  should  be  commensurate  with  its  excellence, 
me  declared  that  they  had  plenty  to  sell,  and 
oiie  of  their  whole  stock  at  a  price.  As,  however, 
edient  under  the  circumstances  to  purchase  this 
f  of  them — the  investment  not  being  quite  sufe — 
done  ;  the  agent  left  them  in  possetwjon  of  their 
M  had  been  taken  at  tiieir  own  valuation,  would 
Ithy  indeed. 

r,  another  class  of  witnesses  of  a  far  more  for- 
smuch  as  they  were  actuated  by  feelings  of  re- 
tain amount  of  social  respectability  about  them 
linal  purity  to  their  testimony,  and  thereby  gare 
it.  These  were  the  tradesmen  whom  the  cbair^ 
nittee  hud  insulted  by  his  shabby  and  unconsti- 
et  their  prescriptive  demands.  The  rest  of  the 
cared  nothing  about  the  result :  they  had  no  viu- 
fy ;  their  object  was  to  make  all  the  money  they 
d  not  a  straw  to  them  which  party  triumphed  ; 
et  their  noble  souls  upon  his  defeat ;  they  had 
Ul  in  their  power  to  ensure  his  political  de« 
Ded  them — fur  it  is  a  real  robbery,  when  the  thing 
to  refuse  to  pay  respectable  men  what  is  regular 
'  had  one  and  all  determined  to  stick  at  nothing 
'omote  the  accomplishment  of  the  just  and  legi- 

aily  ;  but  their  progress  was  but  slow.  The  coun* 
uyed  all  the  eloquence,  zeal,  and  ingenuity  they 
ied  each  other  with  admirable  ferocity.  On  one 
ie«med  to  be  agreed,  and  that  was  tu  make  the 
ossible.  It  seldom  indeed  happens  in  ordinary 
ounsel  agree  at  all;  but  it  is  an  extraordinary 
they  were  on  that  great  point  perfectly  unani- 
amtnatiuri  of  witnesses  an  objection  was  started 
in  with  the  utmost  reguhirity  and  tact,  and  the 
ded  tliose  objections  respectively  were  remark- 
length  as  for  the  sound  deliberation  with  which 

vo  the  honourable  members  of  the  committee 
I  of  the  business ;  but  the  witnesses  in  the  ug- 
cans  impatient :   they  cared  not  how  long  the 

their  views  precisely ;  nothing  un  earth  could 
er;  they  were  not  only  living  like  Aldermen  ia 
aing  to  get  into  llesb. 

concerned  save  cuunsel  and  these  philosophic 
,  the  labours  uf  the  committee  were  brought  to 
t  was,  that  they  reported  the  opposition  tu  the 
d  vejcaiioiu,"  and  thus  fixed  Stanley  with  the 
ch  were  enormous ! 
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This  to  him  and  his  immediate  friends  was  indeed  a  heavy  bknr; 
but  poor  Amelia  felt  it  most  deeply.     Her  anguish  was  poignant  in  the 
extreme,  and  while  she  tried  to  soothe  her  Stanley,  whose  high  hopea 
had  thus  been  blasted,  she  would  hang  upon  his  neck  and  sob  as  if  her  I 
heart  were  breaking.  * 

To  Sir  William  and  his  associates  Stanley  wished  it  to  appear  that 
he  was  comparatively  indifferent  about  the  matter,  but  \Vhen  in  the 
presence  of  the  Widow  alone,  his  rage  could  not  be  calmed. 

*'  You  see,"  he  exclaimed,  when  the  result  became  known,  "  you  see] 
the  position  to  which  you  have  reduced  me  ! " 

"I,  my  love? " 

"  Yes,  mother,  you  !" 

"  Gracious  heavens !  what  can  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Bid  you  not  prompt  me  to  pursue  this  mad  course  .*  Should  Ij 
have  opposed  this  infernal  petition  had  it  not  been  for  you  ?  " 

"  My  love  !  you  know  that  I  advised  you  for  the  best !" 

"  You  advised  me  for  the  worst !  You  imagined,  I  suppose,  that  it  I 
would  tame  me.  I  was  a  fool  to  follow  your  advice;  a  wretched,  sj 
consummate  fool ! " 

"  Stanley  !  Stanley  i"  exclaimed  the  Widow,  bursting  into  tears,  as] 
he  fiercely  paced  tlie  room.     "Oh!  this  is  cruel — very  cruel !      You 
ought  not  to  be  unkind,  indeed,  indeed,  you  ought  not  to  affltct  tne^ 
thus  !     You  should  consider  that  I  have  feelings,  Stanley." 

"  Mother,  you  dn  not  consider  that  /  have  feelings  !" 

"  I  do:  I  do,  indeed!    I  know  that  my  poor  boy  must  feel  it  tnocti 
deeply ;  but  do  not,  pruy  do  not,  add  gull  to  this  calamity  ;  do  not  in- 
crease our  aiHiction  by  attributing  motives  which  you  must  know  could 
never  have  actuated  me.     But,  my  dearest  love,  can  wc  not  appeal?  ** 

"  Appeal !     No,  there  is  no  appeal." 

"  But  the  decision  was  corrupt,  my  love  ;  grossly  corrupt.  The  com- 
mittee were  guided  by  fiietious  views  solely,  and  while  the  counsel 
against  us  %vere  demons,  our  own  counsel  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  them- 
selves for  having  suffered  the  fiends  to  go  on  so.  Now,  under  these 
circumstances,  you  kuow,  my  love,  it  strikes  me — " 

"  Again  I  tell  you,  there  is  no  appeal !     And  if  there  were ;  if  even  . 
I  could  appeal,  I  would  not.     I  know  that  these  monstrous  expenses 
must  materially  affect  our  fortunes.      I  am  sure  of  it,  quite  satOt 
although  you  conceal  the  fuct  from  me." 

"  They  are  indeed  heavy  ;  very  heavy  indeed." 

"  You  admit,  then,"  demanded  Stanley  fiercely,  "  you  admit  that 
they  have  involved  us.'" 

"  No,  my  love ;  no,  no ;  they  have  not  involved  us.  I  said  that 
they  were  heavy ! — I  merely  said  that.  But  come,  my  love,  all  will  be 
well.  Come,  be  calm  and  kind ;  you  are  my  only  joy ;  I  cannot  be 
happy  if  you  are  not  kind." 

The  Widow  again  burst  into  tears  and  buried  her  face  in  hia  boBom. 
She  knew  that  that  which  Stanley  suspected  was  true ;  she  was  coo-  i 
Rcious  that  these  enormous  costs,  immediately  following  the  expensea  of  ^ 
the  election,  had  involved  her,  and  ultfiough  she  hiid  yet  but  an  in^  < 
perfect  knowledge  of  the  extent,  she  knew  well,  that  her  poeitioai 
would  be  senRihly  affected- 

And  Sir  William  knew  it  too,  and  was  glad.  The  destruction  of 
Amelia's  virtue  was  his  object,  and  he  now  felt  more  than  ever  sure 
that  that  object  would  at  no  remote  perio<i  be  attained. 
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CBAPTKA    IX. 
THE  COCMTBRPtX)T. 

dismayed  —  for  he  was  a  man  of  greut 
wdden  address  and  appearance  of  Guy 
nteagle  instantly  sprang  to  his  feet,  and 
»ut  himself  into  a  posture  of  defence. 
yed  me,"  he  cried,  seizing  Tresham  with  his 
t  fall,  you  shall  fall  with  me.'' 
(kyed  yourself,  my  lord,"  rejoined  Guy 
',  Heaven  has  placed  you  in  our  hands  as  au 
iberation  of  Viviana  RadclifFe.  You  must 
recy  —  a  binding  oath,  —  such  as,  being  a 
mnot  break, — not  to  divulge  what  has  come 

Nay,  you  must  join  me  and  my  confede- 
t  this  spot  with  life." 

^rms,"  replied  Mounteagle,  resolutely,  ••  I 
against  the  monarch  to  whom  I  have  sworn 
Qt  join  you.  I  will  not  aid  you  in  procuring 
elease.  Nor  will  I  take  the  oath  you  pro- 
ary,  I  arrest  you  as  a  traitor,  and  I  com- 
I,  in  the  King's  name,  to  assist  me  in  hi> 

tricating  himself  from  the  grasp  imposed 
log  Guy  Fawkes  between  him  ana  the  Kar)^ 

throw  off  the  mask,  my  good  lord  and 
der  you  no  assistance.  I  am  sworn  to  this 
lupport  it.  Unless  you  assent  to  the  con- 
-  and  which  for  your  own  sake  I  would 
—I  must,  despite  our  near  relationship,  take 
even,"  he  added,  significantly,  "  if  your  de- 
resolved  t)|>on." 

fe  dearly,  as  you  shall  find,"  replied  Mount- 
br  the  sake  of  my  dear  lady,  your  sister,  I 
re  you  stand." 

will  find   resistance  in  vain,"  replied  Guy 
Ib  eye  steadily  fixed  upon  him.     '•We  seek 
our  co-operation.     You  are  a  prisoner." 
ichocd  Mounteagle,  derisively.     "  You  have 
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And  as  he  Bpoke,  he  rushed  towards  the  door,  but  his  de- 
parture was  checked  by  Bates,  who  presented  himself  at  the 
entrance  of  the  passage  witli  a  drawn  sword  in  his  hand.  At 
the  same  moment,  Catesby  and  Keyes  issued  from  the  closet, 
while  Garnet  and  the  other  conspirators  likewise  emerged  from 
their  hiding-places.  Hearing  the  noise  behind  him.  Lord  Mount- 
eagle  turned,  and  beholding  the  group,  uttered  an  exclamatioo  ■ 
of  surprise  and  rage.  f 

"  I  am  fairly  entrapped,"  he  said,  sheathing  his  sword,  and 
advancing  towards  tnem.  *'  Fool  that  I  was,  to  venture 
hither ! "  I 

*•  These  regrets  are  too  late,  my  lord,"  replied  Catcsby.    "  You  ■ 
came  hither  of  your  own  accord.      But,  being   here,  nothing, 
except   compliance  with   our    demands,   can   msure    your  do  ■ 
parture.*"  f 

"  Yes,  one  thing  else,"  thought  Mounteagle, —  "  cunning.  It 
shall  go  hard  if  I  cannot  outwit  you.  Trcsham  will  act  wiin  mc. 
I  know  his  treacherous  nature  too  well  to  doubt  which  way  he 
will  incline.  Interest,  as  well  as  relationship,  binds  him  to  me. 
He  will  actjuaint  me  with  their  plans.  I  need  not,  therefore,! 
compromise  myself  by  joining  them.  If  I  take  the  oath  of  se-j 
crecy,  it  will  suffice  —  and  I  will  find  means  of  eluding  the 
obligation.  I  may  thus  make  my  own  bargain  with  Salisbury. 
But  I  must  proceed  cautiously.  Too  sudden  a  compliance  might 
awaken  their  suspicions."  ■ 

*'  My  lord,"  said  Catcsby,  who  had  watched  his  countenance  ■ 
narrowly,  and  distrusted   its  expression,   "  we  must  have   no 
double-dealing.     Any  attempt  to  play  us  false  will  prove  fatal 
to  you." 

"  I  Iiave  not  yet  consented  to  your  terms,  Mr.  Catesby,"  re. 

Elied  Mounteagle,  "  aud  1  demand  a  few  moments'  reflection 
efore  I  do  so." 

"  What  say  you,  gentlemen  ?"  aaid  Catesby.   "  Do  you  agree  _ 
to  his  lordship's  request  ?  "  ■ 

There  was  a  general  answer  in  the  affirmative.  ^ 

*'  I  would  also  confer  for  a  moment  alone  with  my  brother, 
Tresham,"  said  Mounteagle. 

*'  That  cannot  be,  my  lord,"  rejoined  Garnet  peremptorily. 
*' And  take  heed  you  meditate  no  treachery  towards  us,  or  yovkM 
will  destroy  yourself  here  and  hereafter."  ■ 

"  I    have  no  desire   to  speak    with   him,  father,"  observed 
Tresham-     "  Let  him  declare  what  he  has  to  say  before  you  a 
aU."  1 

Mounteagle  looked  hard  at  him,  but  he  made  no  remark. 

"  In  my  opinion,  we  oucht  not  to  trust  him,"  observed  Keyes. 
"  It  is  plain  he  is  decidedly  opposed  to  us.  And  if  the  oath  is 
proposed  to  him,  he  may  take  it  with  some  mental  reservation. 

"  /  will  guard  against  that,"  replied  Garnet. 

"  If  I  take  the  oath,  I  will  keep  it,  father,"  rejoined  Mount- 
Mgle.     "But  I  have  not  yet  deciaed." 


Ithea,  quickly,  tny  lord,"  returned  Catesby. 
haninutesfor  reflection.   But  first,  you  must 
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no  treachery,  my  Tord,"  observed  Keyes, 

»lt  with  with  equal  fairness." 

pword  to  Catcsby,  Mounteaglc  then  walked 

Lthe  room,  and  leaning  against  the  wall, 
nspirators,  appeared  buried  in  thought, 
■ide,'"  whisperea  Catesby  to  Wright.    *'  I 
jrerhear  our  conference.     Watch  him  nar- 
ino  signal  passes  between  him  and  Lord 

and  the  others  gathering  closely  together, 

a  low  tone. 

to  put  him  to  death,'"  observed  Garnet, 
ted  to  Tresham,  it  appears  that  bis  servant 
>ming  hither.  If  he  disappears,  therefore, 
tdiately  made,  and  all  will  be  discovered, 
itantly  secure  ourselves  by  flight,  and  give 

trust  him." 
father,"  replied  Rookwootl.     "  The  danger 

present,"  observed  Percy,  "  and  may  escape 
rs  before  information  can  be  given  against 
f  carry  off  JMounteagle  with  us,  for  that 
oth  to  trust  him." 

led  Catesby.     "  I  do  not  like  his  looks." 
>,"  said  Fawkes.     "  We  must  trust  him,  or 
se.    He  may  materially  aid  us,  and  has  him- 
.  can  procure  Yiviana's  liberation  from  the 

dmed  Catesby,  impatiently.  "  What  has 
e  all-important  question  we  are  now  con- 

d  Fawkes.     "And  I  will  not  move  further 

s  that  point  is  insisted  on.** 

me  strangely  interested  in  Viviana  of  late," 

arcasticaliy.     "  Could  I  suspect  you  of  so 

ould  say  you  loved  her." 

1  Fawkes  s  swarthy  cheeks,  but  he  answered 

tined  calmness, 

-  as  a  daughter." 

aimed  the  other,  drily. 

led  Fawkes,  sternly,  '*  you  know  me  well  — 

e  1  would  resort  to  any  paltry  subterfuge. 

;  what  you  have  said  pass.     But  I  counsel 

1  in  future." 

ed  Catesby.     "  I  was  never  more  serious  in 
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♦'  Then  you  do  me  wrong,"  retorted  Fawkes,  fiercely  ;  "  auc 
you  will  ref>eat  the  insinuation  at  your  peril." 

'*  My  sons — my  sons,"  interposed  Garnet,  "  what  means  thii 
sudden  —  this  needless  quarrel,  at  a  moment  when  we  requir 
the  utmost  calmness  to  meet  the  danger  that  assails  us?  Gu^' 
Fawkes  is  right.  Viviana  must  be  saved.  If  we  desert  hei 
our  cause  will  never  prosper.  But  let  us  proceed  step  by  step 
and  first  decide  upon  what  is  to  be  done  with  Lord  Mounteagle. 
"  I  am  filled  with  perplexity,"  replied  Catesby. 
"  Then  I  will  decide  for  you,"  replied  Percy.  "  Our  proje< 
must  be  abandoned." 

"  Never,"  replied  Fawkes,  energetically.  "  Fly,  and  secut 
your  own  safety.     I  will  stay  and  accomplish  it  alone." 

*'  A  brave  resolution  !"  exclaimed  Catesby,  tendering  him  hi 
hand,  which  the  other  cordially  grasped.  "  I  will  stand  by  ya 
to  the  last.     No — we  have  advanced  too  far  to  retreat." 

"  Additional  caution  will  be  needful,"  observed  Keyes.  '*  Ca 
we  not  make  it  a  condition  with  Lord  Mounteagle  to  retire,  tj 
the  blow  is  struck,  to  his  mansion  at  Hoxton  ?'* 

*'  That  would  be  of  no  avail,"  replied  Garnet.  "We  must  truj 
him  wholly,  or  not  at  alL" 

**  There  I  agree  with  you,  father,"  said  Percy.  "  Let  us  pn 
pose  the  oath  of  secrecy  to  him,  and  detain  him  here  until  % 
nave  found  some  secure  retreat,  utterly  unknown  to  him,  or  t 
Tresham,  whence  we  can  correspond  with  our  friends.  A  fe 
days  will  show  whether  he  has  betrayed  us  or  not.  We  ne( 
not  visit  this  place  again  till  the  moment  for  action  arrives." 

"  You  need  not  visit  it  again  at  all,"  rejoined  Fawk< 
"  Everything  is  prepared,  and  1  will  undertake  to  fire  t! 
train.  Prepare  for  what  is  to  follow  the  explosion,  and  lea' 
the  management  of  that  to  me." 

"  I  cannot  consent  to  such  a  course,  my  son,"  said  Gam< 
"  The  whole  risk  will  thus  be  yours." 

"  The  whole  glory  will  be  mine,  al.so,  father,"  rejoini 
Fawkes,  enthusiastically.  "  I  pray  you,  let  me  have  my  o\ 
way." 

•'  Well,  be  it   as  you  will,  my  son,"  returned  Garnet,  wj 

affected  reluctance.     '*  I  will  not  oppose  the  hand  of  Heav^ 

which  clearly  points  you  out  as  the  chief  agent  in  this  migh 

enterprise.     In  reference  to  what  Percy  has  said  about  a  relr< 

till    Lord  Mounteagle's    trust-worthiness  can    be  ascertained 

he  added  to  Catesby,  "1  have  just  bethought  me  of  a  lai 

retired   house  on  the  borders  of  Enfield  Chace,  called  Whl 

Webbs-     It  has  been   recently   taken  by  Mrs.  Brooksby,  tt 

her  sister,  Anne  Vaux,  and  will  afford  us  a  safe  asylum."        ' 

"  An  excellent   plan,  father,"  cried  Catesby.     "  Since  O 

Fawkes  is  willing  to  undertake  the  risk,  we  will  leave  Li 

lounteagle  in  his  charge,  and  go  there  at  once."  J 

*•  What  must  be  done  with  Tresham  .'  "  asked  Percy.     **  1 

ftnnot  lake  him  with  us,  nor  must  he  know  of  our  retre 


our   PAWKES. 


117 


"Leave  him  with  roe,"  said  Fawkes. 

**  You  will  be  at  a  disadvantage,"  observed  Catesby,  "  should 
he  lake  part,  as  there  is  reason  to  fear  lie  may  do,  with  Lord 
Mounteagle." 
_**  They  are  both   unarmed,"  returned  Fawkes,  "  but  were  it 
"lerwise,  I  would  answer  with  ray  head  for  their  detention." 
pi**  All  good  saints  guard  you,  my  son  I "  exclaimed  Garnet. 
Henceforth,  we  resign  the  custotly  of  the  powder  to  you." 
**  It  will  be  in  safe  keeping,"  replied  Fawkes. 
The  party  then  advanced  towards  Lord  Mounteagle,  who, 
hearing  their  approach,  instantly  faced  them. 
**  Your  decision,  my  lord  ?  "  demanded  Catesby. 
**  You  shall  have  it  in  a  word,  sir,"  replied  Mounteagle,  6rmly. 
I  will  not  join  you,  but  I  will  take  the  required  oath  of  secrecy." 
**  Is  this  your  final  resolve,  my  lord  ?  "  rejoined  Catesby. 
•'  It  is,"  replied  the  Earl. 

**  It  must  content  us,"  observed  Garnet ;  "  though  we  hoped 
you  would  have  lent  your  active  services  to  further  a  cause, 
''^ving  for  its  sole  object  the  restoration  of  the  church  to  which 
>ou  Iwiong." 

"  I  know  not  the  means  whereby  you  propose  to  restore  it, 
^Iber,"  replied  Mounteagle,  •*  and  I  do  not  desire  to  know 
^oeni.  But  I  guess  that  they  are  dark  and  bloody,  and  as  such 
"*■    OJQ  take  no  part  in  them." 

"And  you  refuse  to  give  us  any  counsel  or  assistance  ? 
^>ied  Garnet. 


pur- 
"  I  can  say 


"I  will  not  betray  you,"  replied  Mounteagle. 
Nothing  further." 

"I  would   rather  he  promised  too  little,    than    too  much," 
^^biroered   Catesby  to  Garnet.      "  I  begin  to  think  him    sin- 

"  I  am  of  the  same  opinion,  my  son,"  returned  Garnet. 
"  One  thing  you  shall  do,  before  /  consent  to  set  you  free, 
B  any  terms,  my  lord,"  observed  Guy  Fawkes.     "You  shall 
^^Tigage  to  procure  the  liberation  of  Viviana  RadclifFe  from  the 
-^ower.     You  told  Tresham  you  could  easily  accomplish  it." 
•*  I  scarcely  knew  what   I  said,"  replied  Mounteagle,  with  a 
i-<»fc  of  embarrassment. 

"  You  spoke  confidently,  my  lord,"  rejoined  Fawkes. 

*'  BecauM  I  had  no  idea  I  should  be  compelled  to  make  good 

^By  words,"  returned  the  Earl.     "But,  as  a  Catholic,  and  re- 

•*-*t«l  by  marriage  to  Tresham,  who  is  a  suspected  person,  any 

^t^ve  exertions  in  her  behalf  on  ray  part  might  place  me  in 

Jwptrdy." 

"This  excuse  shall  not  avail  you,  my  lord,"  replied  Fawkes. 
**You  must  weigh  your  own  safety  against  hers.  You  stir 
***hfence,  till  you  have  sworn  to  free  her." 

"  I  must  perforce  assent,  since  you  will  have  no  refusal,"  rc- 
p1i«d  Mounteagle.  "  But  I  almost  despair  of  success.  If  I  can 
^'«X  her  deliverance,  I  swear  to  do  so. 
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"  Enough,"  replied  Fawkes, 

•'  And    now,    gentlemen,"  said    Catesby,    appMlmg    to    Unj 
others,  "  are  you  willing  to  let  Lord  Mounteagle  de|Mrt  aj 
the  proposed  terms  ?" 

"  We  are,"  they  replied. 

*'  I  will  administer  the  oath  at  once,"  said  Garnet ;  "  aod 
you  will  bear  in  mind,  my  son,"  he  added,  in  a  stern  lone  to  the 
EarL,  "  that  it  will  be  one  which  cannot  be  violated  without 
perdition  to  your  soul." 

"  I  am  willing  to  take  it,"  replied  Mounteagle. 

Producing  a  primer,  and  motioning  the  Karl  to  kneel  before 
him,  Garnet  then  proposed  an  oath  of  the   most  solemn  and 
binding  description.     The  other  repeated  it  after  him,  and  at. 
its  conclusion  placed  the  book  to  his  lips. 

"  Are  you  satisfied  ?  "  he  asked,  rising. 

'*  I  am,"  replied  Garnet. 

*'  And  so  am  I,"  thought  Tresham,  who  stood  in  the 
"  —  that  he  will  perjure  himself." 

••  Am  I  now  at  liberty  to  depart .'' "  inquired  the  Earl. 

"  Not  yet,  my  lord,"  replied  Catesby.    "  You  must  remai 
here  till  miHnight." 

Lord   Mounteagle  looked   uneasy,  but  seeing  remonstranc 
would  be  useless,  lie  preserved  a  sullen  silence. 

"You  need  have  no  feur,  my  lord,"  said  Catesby.     "Bl 
we  must  take  such  precautions  as  will  ensure  our  safety,  in 
you  intend  us  any  treachery." 

"  You  cannot  doubt  me,  sir,  after  the  oath  I  have  taken 
replietl   Mounteagle,  haughtily.      "  But   since  you  constitur 
yourself  my  jailer,  I  must  abide  your  pleasure.'' 

"  If  I  am  your  jailer,  my  lord,''   rejoined  Catesby,  "  I 
prove   to  you  that  1  am  not  neglectful  of  my  office.     Will 
please  you  to  follow  me  ?  " 

The  Karl  bowed  in  acquiescence;  and  Catesby  marching  b«i^T*- 
fore  him  to  a  small  room,   the  windows  of  which  were  car"^^-*'*: 
fully  barred,  pointed  to  a  chair,  and  instantly  retiring,  lockt 
the  door  upon   liim.     He   then    returned  to  the    others, 
taking  (iuy  Fawkes  aside,  observed  in  a  low  tone, 

"  We  hliall   set  out  iiistautly  far  White  Webbs.     You 
rrniuin  on  guard  with  'IVesham,  whom  you  will,  of  course,  ke 
in  igtuirunce  of  our  jmjceedings,     After  you  have  set  the  " 
lit  lil>erly,  you  can  follow  us,  if  you  choose.     But  take  he 
you  arc  not  observed." 

'•  Fear  nothing,"  replied  Fawkes. 

Soon  after  this,  Catesby,  and  the  rest  of  the  coDspiratoi 
with  the  exception  of  Guy  Fawkes  and  Tresham,  quitted  tl' 
ux>in,  atiii  the  former  concluded  they  were  about  to  leave  ll 
liuuM.-.  lie  made  no  remark,  liowever,  to  his  companion,  bi 
tfrtling  iH-tWftn  him  and  the  door,  folded  his  arms  upvm  h 
Itrviut,  and  continued  to  puce  backwards  and  forwards  before  i 
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aae,'"  said  Fawkes. 

disadvantage,"  observed  Catesby,  *'  should 

re  is  reason  to  fear  he  may  do,  with  Lord 

pnarmed,"  returned  Fawkes,  *'  but  were  it 
Dswer  with  my  head  for  their  detention."* 
guard  you,  my  son  !  "  exclaimed  Garnet. 
\gn  the  custody  of  the  powder  to  you." 

I  keeping,"  replied  Fawkes. 

(dvanced  towards   Lord  Mounteagle,  who, 

eh,  instantly  faced  them. 

py  lord  .' ""  demanded  Catesby. 

II  in  a  word,  air,"  replied  Mounteagle,  firmly, 
but  I  will  take  the  required  oath  of  secrecy." 
1  resolve,  my  lord  ?  "  rejoined  Catesby. 

le  £arl. 

us,"  observed  Garnet ;  "  though  we  hoped 
It  your  active  services  to  further  a  cause, 
bject  the  restoration  of  the  church  to  which 

means  whereby  you  propose  to  restore  it, 
Dunteagle,  *'  and    I   do  not  desire  to  know 

that  they  are  dark  and  bloody,  and  as  such 
n  them." 

to  give  UB  any  counsel  or  assistance  ? ''"'  pur- 
ay  you,"  replied  Mounteagle.     "  I  can  say 

r  he  promised  too  little,    than    too  much,"" 
to  Garnet.      "  I  begin   to  tliink  him    sin- 

ne  opinion,  my  son,"  returned  Garnet. 
I  shall  do,  before  /  consent  to  set  you  free, 
lord,"  observed  Guy  Fawkes.  "You  shall 
the  liberation  of  Viviana  RadclifFe  from  the 
Tresham  you  could  easily  accomplish  it." 
w  what  I  said,""  replied  Mounteagle,  with  a 
lent. 

ifidently,  my  lord,"  rejoined  Fawkes. 

no  idea  I  should  be  compelled  to  make  good 

id  the  Earl.     "  But,  as  a  Catholic,  and  re- 

to  Tresham,  who  is  a  suspected  person,  any 

I  her  behalf  on  my  part  might  place  me  in 

hall  not  avail  you,  my  lord,**  replied  Fawkes. 
hi  your  own  safety  against  hers.  You  stir 
1  have  sworn  to  free  her." 
ce  assent,  since  you  will  have  no  refusal,"  re- 
'*  But  I  almost  despair  of  success.  If  I  can 
nee,  1  swear  to  do  so. 
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'*  You  shall  leam  in  due  season,"  replied  the  Earl.  "  I  have 
had  plenty  of  leisure  for  reflection  in  that  dark  hole,  and  have 
hit  upon  a  plan  which,  I  think,  cannot  fail." 

"  I  hope  I  an)  no  party  to  it,  my  lord,'"  rejoined  Tresham. 
**  I  dare  not  hazard  myself  among  them  further." 

"  I  cannot  do  without  you,"  replied  Mountengle  ;  "  but  I  will 
ensure  you  against  all  danger.  It  will  be  necessary  for  you, 
however,  to  act  with  the  utmost  discretion,  and  keep  a  constant 
guard  upon  every  look  and  movement,  as  well  as  upon  your 
words.  You  must  fully  regain  the  confidence  of  these  men,  and 
lull  them  into  security." 

"  I  see  your  lordship'8  drift,"  replied  Tresham.  "  You  wisih 
them  to  proceed  to  the  last  point,  to  enhance  the  value  of  the 
discovery." 

"  Right,""  replied  the  Earl.  "The  plot  must  not  be  discovered 
till  just  before  its  outbreak,  when  its  magnitude  and  danger  will 
bo  the  more  apparent.  The  reward  will  then  be  proportionate. 
Now,  you  unclerstand  me,  Tresham.'" 

*•  Fully,"  replied  the  other. 

"  Return  to  your  own  house,"  rejoined  Mounteagle.  "  We 
need  hold  no  further  communication  together  till  the  time 
for  action  arrives." 

"  And  that  will  not  be  before  the  meeting  of  Parliament," 
replied  Tresham  ;  "■  for  they  intend  to  whelm  the  King  and  all 
hi*  nobles  in  one  common  destruction." 

"By  Heaven!  a  brave  design  !"  cried  Mounteagle.  "It  is 
a  pity  to  mar  it.  I  knew  it  was  a  desperate  and  daring  pro- 
ject, but  should  never  have  conceived  aught  like  this.  Its 
discovery  will  indeed  occasion  universal  consternation." 

"  It  may  benefit  you  and  me  to  divulge  it,  my  lord,"  said 
Tresham,  "  but  the  disclosure  will  deeply  and  lastingly  injure 
the  Church  of  Rome." 

"  It  would  injure  it  more  deeply  if  the  plot  succeeded,"  re- 
plied Mounteagle,  "  Itecause  all  loyal  Catholics  must  disapprove 
BO  horrible  and  sanguinary  a  design.  But  we  will  not  discuss 
the  question  further,  though  what  you  have  said  confirms  my 

Eurpose,  and  removes  any  misgiving  I  might  have  felt  as  to  the 
etrayal.  Farewell,  Tresham.  Keep  a  watchful  eye  upon  the 
conspirators  and  communicate  with  me  should  any  change  take 
place  in  their  plans.  We  may  not  meet  for  some  time.  Par- 
liament, though  summoned  for  the  third  of  October,  will,  in  all 
probability,  be  prorogued  till  November." 

*•  In  that  case,"  replietl  Tresham,  "you  will  postpone  your 
disclosure  likewise  till  November?" 

"  Assuredly,"  replied  Mounteagle,  "  The  King  must  be 
convinced  of  his  danger.  If  it  were  found  out  now,  he  would 
think  lightly  of  it.  But  if  he  has  actually  set  foot  upon 
the  mine  which  a  single  spark  might  kindle  to  his  destruction,  he 
will  duly  appreciate  the  service  rendered  him.  Farewell  i  and 
do  not  neglect  my  counsel." 
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CHAPTER   X. 
WHITE   WEBBS. 

rt  time  within  th*  house  after  the  de- 
Guy  Fawkes  lighted  a  lantern,  and  con- 
:loaK,  proceeded  to  the  cellar,  to  ascertain 
powder  was  safe.  Satisfied  of  this,  he 
Mtt  about  to  return  to  the  house,  when  he 
RMtching  him.  Standing  aside,  but  keep< 
ear  of  a  surprise,  he  would  have  allowed 
Ut  the  other  halted,  and  after  a  moment's 
to  by  name  in  the  tones  of  Humphrey 

lint  this  spot,  young  sir,"  said  Fawkes, 
dress.     "This  is  the  third  time  we  have 

ion,"  replied  Chetham,  "  I  told  you  Vivi- 
the  Tower.     I  have  now  better  news  for 

d  Fawkes,  joyfully.     "By  Lord   Mount- 
y? — But  1  forget.     He  ha.s  only  just  left 

reed  by  my  instrumentality,"  replied  the 
She  escaped  from  the  Tower  a  few  hours 

demanded  Guy  Fawkes,  eagerly. 

stairs  near  the  Parliament  House,^  replied 

r  Lady  be  praised  f"  exclaimed   Fawkes. 

[  hoped  for.     Your  news  is  so  good,  young 

credit  it." 

I  the  boat,  and  you  shall  soon  be  satisfied  of 

roent,'"  rejoined  Chetham. 

(ruy  Fawkes,  he  hurried  to  the  river  side, 

tnoored.    Within  it  sat  Viviana,  covered  by 

land,  and  finding  she  was  too  much  ex- 
y  Fawkes  took  her  in  his  arms,  and  carried 
lad  just  quitted. 

am  followed  as  soon  as  he  had  dismissed 
ocing  his  lovely  burthen  in  a  seat,  Guy 
nt  in  search  of  such  restoratives  as  the  place 
»as  extremely  faint,  but  after  she  had  swal- 
ine,  she  revived,  and,  looking  around  her, 
was. 

jplied  Fawkes ;  "  let  it  suffice  you  are  in 
he  added,  "perhaps,  Humphrey  Chetham 
rhat  manner  he  contrived  your  escape.     I 
•w." 
ant  then  gave  the  required  informationi  and 
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yi%'iana  added  such  particulars  as  were  necessary  to  the  full 
understanding  of  the  story.  Guy  Fawkes  could  scarcely  con- 
trol himself  when  she  related  the  tortures  she  had  endured,  nor 
was  Chetham  less  indignant. 

"  You  rescued  tne  just  in  time,"  said  Yiviana.     "  I  bHouW 
have  sunk  under  the  next  application." 

*'  Thank  Heaven  !  you  have  escaped  it,"  exclaimed  Fawka 
"  You  owe  much  to  Humphrey  ChetDam>  Viviana." 

"  I  do»  indeed,"  she  replied. 

"And  can  you   not  requite  it?"  he  returned.     "  Can  ywJ 
mit  make  him  happy  ?  —  Can  you  not  make  me  happy  ? ""  ■ 

Tiviana's  pale  cheek  was  instantly  suffused  with  blushes,  but  fl 
she  made  no  answer.  ^ 

•*  Oh,  Viviana  f "  cried  Humphrey  Chetham,  "  you  hear  what 
is  said.     If  you  could  doubt  my  love  before,  you  must  be  con-  h 
vinced  of  it  now.    A  hojje  will  make  me  happy.    Have  I  thul?"  | 

"  Alas !  no,"  she  answeretl.     "It  would   be   the    height  uf 
cruelty,  after  your  kindness,  to  deceive  you.     You  have  not." 

The  young  merchant  turned  aside  to  hide  his  emotion. 


"Not  even  a  hope!'"  exclaimed  Guy  Fawkes,  "after  what, 
i  has  done.     Viviana,  I  cannot  u    '  ~^ 

tude  form  no  part  of  your  nature  ? 


he  has  done.     Viviana,  I  cannot  understand  you.     Does  grati*] 


I  hope  so,'"  she  replied,  "  nay,  I  am  sure  so, — for  I  feel  the 
deepest  gratitude  towards  Humphrey  Chetham.  But  gratuudc 
is  not  love,  and  must  not  be  mistaken  for  it." 

"  I  understand  the  distinction  too  well,'"  returned  the  younn 
merchant,  sadly.  ' 

"It  is  more  than  I  do,"  rejoined  Guy  Fawkes;    "and  I 
will  frankly  confess  that  I  think  the  important  services  Hum- 
phrey Chetham  has  rendered  you  entitle  him  to  your  hand.     It 
IS  seldom — whatever  poets  may  feign, —  that  love  is  so  strongly^ 
proved  as  his  has  been;  and  it  ought  to  be  adequately  requited.'^ 

"  Say  no  more  about  it,  I  entreat,"  interposed  Chetham. 

"  But  I  will  deliver  my  opinion,^  rejoined  Guy  Fawkes; 
cause  I  am  sure  what  I  advise  is  for  Viviana's  happiness.     Ni^ 
one  can  love  her  better  than  you.     No  one  is  more  worthy 
her.     Nor  is  there  auy  one  to  whom  I  so  much  desire  to  see  f 
united.' 

"  Oh,  Heaven  f  "  exclaimed  Viviana.     *'  This  is  worse  tl 
the  torture." 

"  What  mean  you  ?  "  exclaimed  Fawkes,  in  astonishment. 

*•  She  means,"*  interposed  Chetham,  "  that  this  is  not  the  6t.— 
ting  season  to  urge  ilie  subject — that  she  will  never  marry."      ^m 

**  True — true,"  replied  Viviana.     "  If  I  ever  did  marry  —  t^ 
ought  to  select  you," 

"  You  ought,"  replied  Fawkes.     "  And   I   know  nothing  v/T' 
the    female  heart,  if  it   can  be  insensible  to  youth,   devotioo^H 
and  manly  appearance  like  that  of  Humphrey  Chetham."  ^^ 

"  You  do  know  nothing  of  it,"  rejoined  Chetham,   bitterly. 
"  Women's  faucics  are  unaccountable. 
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where  (he  was  immediately  placed  in  the  waggon,  on  a  hetpaf 
frt'sli  straw. 

About  an  hour  after  this,  but  long  before  dajbreak,  ibe 
carrier  attached  his  horses  to  the  waggon,  and  set  out  Guy 
Fawkes  and  Humphrey  Chetham  were  seated  near  Vi^Tini, 
but  little  was  said  during  the  journey,  which  occupied  about 
three  hours.  By  this  time,  it  was  broad  daylight ;  and  ts  thf 
carrier  stopped  at  the  door  of  a  small  inn,  Guy  Fawkes  aligfatdi 
and  inuuiml  the  distance  to  White  Webbs? 

"  It  IS  about  a  mile  and  a  half  off,"  replied  the  man.    "If 

friui  pursue  that  lane,  it  will  bring  you  to  a  small  village  about 
talf  a  mile  from  this,  where  you  are  sure  to  find  some  one  who 
will  gladly  guide  you  to  the  house,  which  is  a  little  out  of  tht 
road,  on  the  borders  of  the  forest." 

Ue  then  assisted  ^'iviana  to  alight,  and  Humphrey  Chethan/ 
dMomdJngat  the  same  time,  the  party  took  the  road  indicated,-' 
■  winding  country  lane  with  high  hedges,  broken  by  beautiful 
timber,  — and  proceeding  at  a  slow  pace,  they  arrived  in  about 
half  an  hour  at  a  little  cluster  of  cottages,  which  Guy  Fawka 
gu«ji9«<il  to  be  the  village  alluded  to  by  the  carrier.  As  thef 
appnwchetl  it,  a  rustic  leaped  a  hedge,  and  was  about  tocntf 
to  another  field,  when  Guy  Fawkes,  calling  to  him,  ioquind 
the  way  to  White  Webbs. 

"  I  am  going  in  that  direction,"  replied  the  man.  "If  you 
desire  il,  1  will  show  you  the  road." 

*'  1  »hall  fiHrl  much  indebted  to  you,  friend,"  returned  Fawkes 
*'  and  will  reward  you  for  your  trouble." 

'•  1  want  no  reward,"  returned  ihe  countryman,  trudging  fof' 
wanl. 

Following  their  guide,  after  a  few  minutes'  brisk  walking,  thtj 
reaehetl  the  Ixjrders  of  the  forest,  and  took  their  way  along* 
patch  of  grren  sward  that  skirted  it.  In  .some  places,  their  Irifk 
WM  impeded  bv  gigantic  thorns  and  brushwood,  while  at  otbetl 
•venues  opened  upon  them,  affording  them  peeps  into  the  heirt 
ofthewtKHl.  It  was  a  beautiful  sylvan  scene.  And  as  at  length 
ihev  arrived  at  the  head  of  a  long  glade,  at  the  farther  end  t^ 
whiVh  a  hen.!  of  «leer  w«re  «een,  with  their  branching  antlOl 
n\in<lii>g  with  the  overhanging  boughs,  Vi^Tana  could  not  bd| 
IwuMing  to  admire  it. 

"  King  James  oAen  hunts  within  the  forest,"  observed^H 
"  Indettl,  I  heard  one  of  the  rangers  say  w^ 


ctmnlryman. 
not  unlikely 
i'alaco  now.* 

"  Indeed  P  exclaimed  Fawkes. 
lime.     Are  we  far  fn>m  the  house?  " 

"  Not  above  quarter  of  a  mile,"   was 
will  w-e  il  at  the  next  turn  of  the  road." 

A»  the  counlrymun  had  intimated,  they  speedily  pcrcdi^ 
I  he  roof  and  tall  chimneys  of  an  ancient  house  above  the  t 
lUid  as  it  was  now  impossible  lo  mistake  the  road,  Guy  Favlti 


he   might   be  here  to-day.     He  is  at  Theobald 

"  Let  us  proceed.    We  UJ 

the   answer.     "  if' 


liis  trouble,  and  would  have  rewarded 

gratuity,  and  leaping  a  hedge,  disap- 

bey  shortly  afterwards  arrived  at  a  gate 
I  large  building,  erected  probably  at  the 
k  reign,  —  and  entering  it,  tliey  passed 
les.  On  approaching  the  mansion,  they 
{he  windows  were  closed,  and  the  whole 
Was  melancholy  and  deserted.  The  gar> 
kt  weeds,  and  the  door  looked  as  if  it 
I' 

:liese  appearances,  but  rather  satisfied  by 
F  the  asylum,  Guy  Fawkes  proceeded  to 
md  entering  a  court,  the  flags  and  tstones 
Jrith  moss,  while  the  interstices  were  tilled 
iwkes  knocked  against  a  small  door,  and, 
mons,  it  was  answered  by  an  old  woman- 
Aer  head  out  of  an  upper  window,  and 

3ut  to  inquire  for  Mrs.  Brooksby,  when 
jroved  to  be  that  of  Catesby,  appeared 
eing  Fawkes  and  his  companions,  Catesby 
d  unfastenetl  the  door.  The  house  proved 
dthin  than  its  exterior  promised ;  and  the 
iving  taken  word  to  Anne  Vaux  that  Vi- 
brmer  lady,  who  had  not  yet  risen,  sent 
',  and  provided  everything  for  her  com- 

lumphrey  Chetham,  neither  of  whom  had 
t,  were  glad  to  obtain  a  few  hours'  repose 
(t  room  into  which  they  were  shown,  and 
d  until  tlie  day  had  considerably  advanced, 
:  fit  to  rouse  them  from  their  slumbers, 
then  given  on  both  sides.  Chetham  de- 
\'iviana's  escape  from  the  Tower,  and 
jquainte<i  iheni  that  Father  Oldcorne  was 
'  found  his  way  thither  after  his  escape 
t  Lambeth.  Guy  Fawkes  was  greatly  re- 
nce,  and  shortly  afterwards  had  the  sati^^ 
th  the  priest.  At  noon,  the  whole  party 
jxception  of  Viviana,  who  by  the  advice  of 
chamber,  to  recruit  herself  after  the  sufTer- 
ne. 

m,  of  whom  no  suspicions  were  now  enter- 
Cat  esby  no  longer  felt  any  jealousy,  was 
house;   and  he  was  easily  induced  to  pass 
i,  although  he  might  not  be  able  to  see  her. 
3nsultatiuns  were  held  by  the  conspirators, 
latched  by  Catesby  to  the  elder  Winter  at 
in  Worcestershire,  entreating  htm  to  make 
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every  preparation  for  the  crisis,  as  well  as  to  Sir  Everard  Dig- 
by,  to  desire  him  to  assemble  as  many  friends  as  he  could 
muster  against  the  meeting  of  Parliament,  at  Dunchurch  in 
Warwickshire,  under  the  plea  of  a  grand  hunting-party. 

Arrangements  were  next  made  as  to  the  steps  to  be  taken  by 
the  ditt'erent  parties  after  the  explosion.  Catesby  undertook 
with  3  sufficient  force  to  seize  the  Princess  Klizabeth,  the  eldest 
daughter  of  James  the  First,  who  was  then  at  the  residence  of 
the  Earl  of  Harrington,  near  Coventry,  and  to  proclaim  her 
queen,  in  case  the  others  should  fail  in  securing  the  princes. 
It  was  supposed  that  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  (who,  it  need 
scarcely  be  mentioned,  died  in  his  youth,)  would  be  present 
with  the  King,  his  father,  in  the  Parliament  House,  and  would 
perish  with  him ;  and  in  this  case,  as  Charles,  Duke  of  York, 
(afterwards  Charles  the  First,)  would  become  successor  to  the 
throne,  it  was  resolved  that  he  should  be  seized  by  Percy,  and 
instantly  proclaimetl.  Other  resolutions  were  decided  upon,  and 
the  whole  time  of  the  conspirators  was  spent  in  maturing  their 
projects. 

And  thus,  weeks  and  even  months  stole  on.  Viviana  had 
completely  regained  her  strength,  and  passed  a  life  of  perfect  se- 
clusion ;  seldom,  if  ever,  mixing  with  the  others.  She,  however, 
took  a  kindly  farewell  of  Humphrey  Chetham  before  his  de- 
parture for  Manchester  (for  which  place  he  set  out  about  a  fort- 
night aAer  his  arrival  at  Wliite  Webbs,  having  first  sought  out 
his  servant,  Martin  Ileydocke)  ;  but,  though  strongly  urged  by 
Guy  Fawkes,  she  would  hold  out  no  hopes  of  a  change  in  her 
sentiments  towards  the  young  merchant.  Meetings  were  occa- 
sionally held  by  the  conspirators  elsewhere,  and  Catesby  and 
Fawkes  had  more  than  one  interview  with  Tresham — but  never* 
except  in  places  where  they  were  secure  from  a  surprise. 

The  latter  end  of  September  had  now  arrived,  and  the  meet- 
ing of  Parliament  was  still  fixed  for  the  third  of  October.  On 
the  last  day  of  the  month,  Guy  Fawkes  prepared  to  start  for 
town,  but  before  doing  so,  he  desired  to  see  Viviana.  They  had 
not  met  for  some  weeks;  nor  indeed,  since  Fawkes  had  discover- 
ed the  secret  of  her  heart,  (and  perhaps  of  his  own,)  had  they 
ever  met  with  the  same  freedom  as  heretofore.  As  she  entered 
the  room  in  which  he  awaited  her  coming,  a  tremor  agitated  his 
frame,  but  he  had  nerved  himself  for  the  interview,  and  speedily 
subdued  the  feeling. 

"  I  am  starting  for  London,  Viviana,"  he  said,  in  a  voice  of 
forced  calmness.  "  You  may  guess  for  what  purpose.  But,  as 
I  may  never  behold  you  again,  I  would  not  part  with  you  with- 
out a  confession  of  my  weakness.  I  will  not  deny  that  what 
Humphrey  Chetham  stated,  and  which  you  have  never  contra- 
dicted,— namely,  that  you  loved  me,  for  I  must  speak  out, — 
has  produced  a  strong  effect  upon  me.  I  have  endeavoured  to 
concjuer  it,  but  it  will  return.  Till  I  knew  you  1  never  loved, 
Vivmna." 
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laimed. 

1.     ♦•  The  fairest  had  not  power  to  move 

ly, — notwithstanding  my  struggles, — I  do 

isensible." 

;ed,  becoming  as  pale  as  death. 

itate  to  declare  my  feelings  ?   Why  should 

ough  blinded  to  it  so  Ion" — I  ha%'e  disco- 

ou  ?     Why  should  I  hesitate  to  tell  you 

lament  that  we  ever  met  ?  " 

"  cried  Viviana,  with  a  terrified  look. 

replied  Fawkes,     "Till  I  saw  you,  my 

id  from  earth,  and  fixed  on  one  object. 

i  not  to  live,  but  to  die  the  death  of  a 

ned  Viviana.     "  Forget  me  —  oh  1  forget 

Fawkes.  "  I  have  striven  against  it.  But 
ually  before  me.  Nay,  at  this  very  mo- 
jt  to  set  out  on  the  enterprise,  you  alone 

exclaimed  Viviana,  fervently.     "  Oh  that 

■could  save  you  !  " 

1  Fawkes,  bitterly.     "  You  destroy  me." 

I. 

am  to  this  project,"  he  rejoined  ;   "  an«l 

it,  I  would  perish  by  my  own  hand." 

,"   replied    Viviana,  "  but   listen   to    me. 

1  devote  myself  to  you." 

1  at  her  for  a  moment  passionately,  and 

ce  with  his  hands,  appeared  torn  by  con- 

d  him,  and  pressing  his  arm,  asked  in  an 
se  you   still  determined  to  pursue  your 

iwkes,  uncovering  his  face,  and  gazing  at 
in  here  a  moment  longer,  I  shall  not  be 

I,  then,"  she  rejoined,  "  and  exercise  the 

fou  for  your  benefit." 

,  vehemently.     "It  must  not  be,     Fare- 

i  her,  he  rushed  out  of  the  room. 

issage,  he  encountered  Catesby,  who  looked 

I. 

1  what  has  passed,"''  said  the  latter,  "  and 

tion.     Few  men,  similarly  circumstanced, 

foa  have  done.'^ 

said  Fawkes,  coldly. 

rejoined   Catesby.     "  But   that  does   not 

of  your  conduct." 
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"  I  am  devoted  to  one  object,"  replied  Fawkes,  "  and  nothing 
ehall  turn  me  from  it." 

'*  Remove  yourself  instantly  from  temptation,  then,"  replied 
Catesby.  "  I  will  meet  you  at  the  cellar  beneath  the  Parliament 
House  to-morrow  night." 

With  this,  he  accompanied  Guy  Fawkes  to  the  door ;  and  the 
latter,  without  hazardinp;  a  look  behind  him,  set  out  for  London, 
where  he  arrived  at  nightfall. 

On  the  following  night,  Fawkes  examined  the  cellar,  and  found 
it  in  all  respects  as  he  had  left  it;  and,  apprehensive  lest  some 
difficulty  might  arise,  he  resolved  to  make  every  preparation. 
He,  accordingly,  pierced  the  sides  of  several  of  the  barrels  piled 
against  the  walls  with  a  gimlet,  and  inserted  in  the  holes  small 
pieces  of  slow-burning  match.  Not  content  with  this,  he  staved 
in  the  tops  of  the  uppermost  tier,  and  scattered  powder  among 
them  to  secure  their  instantaneous  ignition. 

This  done,  he  took  a  powder-horn,  with  which  he  was  provi- 
ded, and  kneeling  down,  and  holding  his  lantern  so  as  to  throw 
a  light  upon  the  floor,  laid  a  train  to  one  of  the  lower  bar- 
rels, and  brought  it  within  a  few  inches  of  the  door,  intending 
to  fire  it  from  that  point.  His  arrangements  completed,  he 
arose,  and  muttered, 

"  A  vessel  is  provided  for  my  escape  in  the  river,  and  my 
companions  advise  me  to  use  a  slow  match,  which  will  allow 
me  to  get  out  of  harm's  way.  But  I  will  see  the  deed  done, 
and  if  the  train  fails,  will  hold  a  torch  to  the  barrels  myself.'" 

At  this  juncture,  a  slight  tap  was  heard  without. 

Guy  Fawkes  instantly  masked  his  lantern,  and  cautiously 
opening  the  door,  beheld  Catesby. 

**  I  am  come  to  tell  you  that  Parliament  is  prorogued,'"  said 
the  latter.  "  The  House  does  not  meet  till  the  fifth  of  No- 
vember.    We  have  another  month  to  wait." 

•*  I  am  sorry  for  it,'"  rejoined  Fawkes.  "  I  have  just  laid  the 
train.     The  lucky  moment  will  pass." 

And,  locking  the  door,  he  proceeded  with  Catesby  to  the 
adjoining  bouse. 

'I'hey  had  scarcely  been  gone  more  than  a  second,  when  two 
figures  muffled  in  cloaks  emerged  from  l)ehind  a  wall. 

"  The  train  is  laid,"  observed  the  foremost,  *'  and  they  are 
gone  to  the  house.   You  might  seize  them  now  without  danger." 

"  That  will  not  answer  my  purpose,"  replied  the  other.  "  I 
will  give  them  another  month." 

"  Another  month  I  "  replied  the  first  speaker.  "  Who  knows 
what  may  happen  in  that  time?  They  may  abandon  their 
project." 

"  There  is  no  fear  of  that,"  replied  the  other.  **  But  you  had 
better  go  and  join  tlieni." 
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■rt  virtuoiu  tbere  aluill  lie  no  inorD  cake*  and 

CMAPTER    VI, 

ced  next  to  St-  Bartholomew,  and  compre- 
ons  for  which  its  rival  on  the  other  side  of 
JUS.  On  the  13th  day  of  September  IG60, 
"  I  saw,"  said  this  entertaining  sight-seer, 
.  Marf^aret's  Faire,  monkies  and  apes  daunce, 
activity  on  y*  high  rope:  they  were  gallantly 
right,  saluted  the  company,  bowing  and  pull- 
ey saluted  one  anotlicr  with  as  good  a  grace 
uincing-master  ;  they  turned  heels  over  head 

eggs  in  it,  without  breaking  any  ;  also  with 
lir  hands,  and  on  their  heads,  witliout  extin- 
h.  vessels  of  water,  without  spilling  a  drop.  I 
nch  daunce  and  performe  all  the  tricks  of  y' 
n.  All  the  Court  went  to  see  her.  Likewise 
tooke  up  a  piece  of  iron  cannon,  of  about 
le  haire  of  his  head  onely."  September  15, 
narrator  paid  it  another  visit.  "  The  dread- 
kica  this  summer  "  (says  he)  "  was  prophane- 
resented  in  a  puppet-plny,  or  some  such  lewd 
f  Southwark,  W"  caused  the  Queane  to  put 
vicious  mock  shew."  The  fair,  however,  re- 
r  Majesty  many  merry  years.  How  slept  the 
»ns  ago,  when  Messrs.  Mathews  and  Yates 
quake"  at  the  Adelphi  [ 

in  Southwark  was  the  high  'Change  of  the 
le  renowned  conjurer,  exhibited  at  his  booth, 
1  Tavern,  near  St.  George's  Church.  Dramatic 
;  and  dantyng,  the  humours  of  Punch  and 
"good  wine,  and  other  liquors,"  were  to  be 
joths  h§ld  at  the  "Golden  Horse-shoe,'"  the 
tid  other  well-known  houses  of  entertainment. 


Miitick  Hnomii,  at  the  in(rn  of  the  Whelp  and  Bncon, 
work  Fair,  is  at  the  Gulden  Uone-Shoe,  next  to  the 
nay  be  entertained  witit  a  variety  of  muaicli  and  dancing, 
or  never  before  ;  where  you  may  be  accommodated  with 
itber  liquora  ;  and  Uketvise  several  daiicei',  daiiivd  after 
Englith  wavg ;  likewise  a.  Girl  that  dances  with  tharp 
jland."— Temp.  W.  3. 

t  Reynold's  (ireat  Theatrical  Booth,  in  the  Half-AIoon 
reen,  in  Sout/iitark,  during  the  time  of  tlie  Fair,  will  he 
ipera,  called  the  Beggar's  M'edding, — a  new  opera  called 
eep-Sbearing, — an  opera  called  Flura, — and  an  entertaiu- 
« o(  Harlequin." 
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Thithw  resorted  Lee  and  Harper  to  delij^ht  the  denizens  of  Kent 
fitreet,  Guy's  Hnspitil,  and  St.  Thomas's,  with  Guy  i»f  Warwick, 
Robin  Hood  and  Little  John,  the  camical  adventures  of  Little  John 
and  the  Pindar's  wife,  and  the  Fall  of  Phaeton  !  In  July  1753,  the 
Tennis  Court  and  booths  that  were  on  the  Bowling  Green,  with  some 
other  buildings  where  the  fair  used  to  be  held,  were  pulled  down  ; 
and  shortly  after,  that  pleasant  Bowling  Green  was  converted  into  a 
potato  and  cabbage  market ! 

Southwark.  or  Lady  Pair,  has  long  since  been  suppressed.  Thanks, 
however,  to  the  "  great  painter  of  mankind,"  that  we  can  hold  it  u 
often  as  we  please  in  our  own  breakfast-parlours  and  drawing- 
rooms  !  The  works  of  Hogarth  are  medicines  for  melancholy.  If 
llie  mood  be  of  Jacques's  quality,  "a  most  humorous  sadness,"  it 
will  revel  in  the  master's  whim  ;  if  of  a  deeper  tinge,  there  is  the 
dark  side  of  the  picture  for  mournful  reflection.  Though  an  un- 
sparing satirist,  probing  vice  and  folly  to  the  quick,  he  has  compas- 
•ion  for  human  frailty  and  sorrow.  He  is  no  vulgar  caricaturist, 
making  merry  with  personal  deformity ;  he  paints  wickedness  in 
its  true  colours,  and  if  the  semblance  be  hideous,  the  original,  not 
the  copy,  is  to  blame.  His  scenes  are  faithful  transcripts  of  life,  high 
and  low.  He  conducts  us  into  the  splendid  s.-iloons  of  fashion  ; — we 
pass  with  him  into  the  direst  cells  of  want  and  misery.  He  reads 
a  lesson  to  idleness,  extravagance,  and  debauchery,  such  as  never  was 
read  before.  He  is  equally  master  of  the  pathetic  and  the  ludicrous. 
He  exhibits  the  terrible  passions,  and  their  consequences,  with  al- 
most superhuman  power.  Every  stroke  of  his  pencil  points  a  moral ; 
every  object,  however  insignificant,  has  its  meaning.  His  det.iil  i« 
marvellous,  and  bespeaks  a  mind  pregnant  with  illustration,  an  eye 
that  nothing  could  escape.  Bysshe's  Art  of  Poetry,  the  well-chalkeil 
tnlly,  the  map  of  the  gold  mines,  and  the  starved  cur  making  off 
with  the  day's  lean  provision,  are  in  perfect  keeping  with  the  dis- 
tressed poet's  ragged  finery,  his  half-mended  breeches,  and  all  the 
exquisite  minutise  of  his  garret.  His  very  wig,  most  picturesquely 
awry,  is  a  happy  sjTnbol  of  poetical  and  pecuniary  perplexity.  Of 
the  same  marking  character  are  the  cow's  horns,  rising  just  above 
tlie  little  citizen's  head,  in  the  print  of"  Evening,"  telling  a  sly  tale; 
ivhile  the  dramatis  prrsvmr  of  tlie  Strollers'  Barn,  the  flags,  paint- 

f>ots,  pageants,  clouds,  waves,  puppets,  dark-lanterns,  tluinder, 
ii;htning,  daggers,  jieriwigs,  crowns,  sceptres,  salt-boxes,  ghosts, 
devils,  and  tragedy  queens  exhibit  such  an  unique  miscellany  of 
Wonders,  that  none  but  an  Hogarth  ever  thought  of  bringing  to- 
gether. Turn,  by  way  of  contrast,  to  "  Gin  Lane,"  and  its  frightful 
•ccompitniments  f 

Hogiirth  went  quite  as  much  to  see  Southwark  Fair  and  its  fun 

[(fV>r  which  be  had  a  high  relish)  as  to  transfer  them  to  his  canvass. 

^'\*  a  holiday  with  the  mountelianksj  and  he  has  caught  them  in  all 

Jtlieir  primncierie  and   glory.     A  troop  of  strollers,   belonging  to 

Ijklcxsrs.  Cibbrr  and  Mullock,  attitudinismg  and  making  mouths,  as  a 

L|)rolugue  to  lite  "  Full  of  liajazet,"  are  suddenly  surprised  into  the 

Icentre  of  gravity  by  the  breaking  down  of  their  scaffold,  and  Kings, 

'Queens,  "Turks,  tumblers,  monkeys,  and  Merry  Andrews  descend 

topsy-turvy  into  n  cliina-shop  below  !     At  Lee  and  Harper's  grand 

bor»th  arc  tlic  cclcbrati-d  Wooden  Horse  of  Troy,  the  Tem])tation  of 

Adam  and  Eve,  and  Punch's  Opera.     A  firocatcr  is  devouring  his 
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his  periwif^ged  Jack-Pudding  is  distributing 
A  tragedy  hero  hits  a  brace  of  bailiffs  in  hi 8 
jhter,  with  his  bare  sconce  dotted  with  sable 
that  might  successfully  bob  for  black-beetles 
nounted  on  a  blind  bone-setter,  perambulates 
he  wide  world  to  mortal  combat !  These,  with 
mer  of  amazoniaii  projwrtiona,  an  equilibrist 
rope ;  a  juggler  with  his  cups  and  balls ;  a  pick- 
'  country  boobies  ;  a  bag-piper ;  a  dancing  dog  ; 
1  a  music-grinder,  make  up  a  dramalis jtersonee 
by  the  Strolling  Players '  and  the  March  to 


V 


snch  poet,  whom  SIaniir)nt«l  »tylei  the  Ln  Fontairu  of 
me  reraes  admirably  descriptive  of  au  opera  Uhiitd  the 

VtX  TO.  le  soleil  et  Is  lune 
jai  lenoient  <les  ditcoun  en  I'air: 
J'ai  TIL  le  territilc  Neptune 
>ortir  tout  frit^  de  lii  mer. 

r*a!  ru  raimable  Cji.Mtk 
iu  doiix  regard,  aii  teint  fleari, 
'3mw  uu  machine  enti>ur^>e 
^'amours  natift  de  Cluuub^rie." 

great  number  of  other  things  equally  curious,  he  con- 

Tai  vu  des  ombres  tri's-palpables 
)e  tr^mouuer  aux  bords  du  Styx  ; 
f'ai  Tu  I'enfer  et  tous  les  diable* 
K  quinze  pieds  du  Paradic." 

ing  company  at  Ludlow,  in  Shmpshire,  printed  a  play- 
ir  drop-!M;une.     It  annouuocd  "  The  Doleful  Ilistorf/  of 

DaufjMert,  witli  the  Merry  Conceits  of  his  Majesty's 
iloits  of  the  Duke  of  Gloucester's  Bastard  ;  all  written  by 

a  mighty  great  poet,  who  was  bom  in  Warwickshire, 
emen  at  the  sign  of  the  Red  Bull  in  St.  John's  Street, 
er  playhouse  as  Mm  ( !  !  ! ),  at  which  we  hope  the  company 
rekin. 

Id  wish  to  cry  or  laugh, 

I  your  money  here  than  in  the  alehouse  by  half; 

more  about  iheM!  things  to  know, 

ck  to  the  barn  in  the  High  Street,  Ludlow, 

1  by  livf  aclon,  the  whole  may  be  seen, 

k1  (svethe  King  !  not  forgetting  the  Queen," 

at  Newcastle  had  advertised  his  benefit,  a  remarkabte 
Prince  Annamaboo  arrived,  and  placarded  the  town  that 
shilling  a-head.  The  struller,  witliont  deby,  waited  on 
M,  and  for  a  good  round  stun  prevailed  on  him  to  com- 
I  lo  exhibit  his  august  penon  on  his  benefit  night.  The 
,  tliat  between  the  aots  of  the  comedy  Prinee  AnnamabiM 
•ntatiun  of  the  scalping  operntion,  sound  the  Indian  <rar- 
toneH,  practise  the  tomahawk  exercise,  and  dine  a  la  can- 
)  were  collected  to  witness  these  interesting  exploits.  At 
act,  his  lliJihnett  marched  forward  flmirifiliing  his  toma- 
fa,  Aa  .'  —  ho,  ho  I  "  Next  entered  a  man  with  his  face 
dder  fastened  to  his  head  with  gum  ;  the  Priuce,  with  an 
legan  the  scalping  part  of  the  entertainment,  which  he 
nal  style,  holding  up  the  piece  of  bladder  as  a  token  of 
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There  is  a  fair, — an  extraordinary  one, — the  holding  of  which  de- 
pends not  on  the  humour  and  caprice  of  magisterial  wiggery.  Jack 
Frost — a  bold  fellow !  for  he  has  taken  Marlborough  and  Wellington 
by  the  nose  —  twice  or  thrice  in  a  century  proclaims  his  fair.  No 
aooner  is  the  joyful  tidings  bruited  abroad,  than  the  dutiful  sons  and 
daughters  of  Old  Father  Thames  flock  to  his  paternal  bosom,  which, 
being  icy  cold,  they  warm  by  roasting  an  ox  upon  it,  and  then 
transfer  to  its  glassy  surface  the  turmoil,  traffic,  and  monstrosities  of 
dry  land. 

Evelyn  has  given  an  interesting  description  of  Frost  Fair  in 
1683-4.  This  amusing  chronicler  of  passing  events  possessed  the 
bump  of  more  than  Athenian  curiosity.  He  entered  the  penetralia 
of  the  licentious  court  of  King  Charles  the  Second  ;  and  while  he 
whispered  his  pathetic  Jeremiads  over  its  immorality  in  his  closet,  he 
•hocked  his  averted  vision  day  after  day  with  its  impurities  —  still 
'  peeping !  still  praying  !  For  all  and  sundry  the  merry  Monarch's 
many  "  misses,"  and  for  poor  Nelly  (by  far  the  best  of  them)  in  par- 
ticular, he  expressed  a  becoming  horror  in  his  private  meditations  ; 
yet  his  outward  bearing  towards  them  indicated  no  such  compunc- 
tious visitings.  He  was  an  excellent  tactician.  He  crept  into  the 
privy  councils  of  the  regicides,  and,  mirnbile  dictu  '  retired  from  the 
enemy's  camp  in  a  whole  skin  ;  and  while  fortunes  were  being  con- 
fiscated, and  heads  falling  on  all  sides,  he  kept  his  own  snug  in  his 
pocket,  and  erect  on  his  shoulders.  '^Fortunate  Senex  !"  Monarchy, 
Anarchy,  High  Church,  Low  Church,  No  Church,  Catholicism,  Any- 
thing-ism,  Everything-isra  !  Plwin  John  (he  declined  a  baronetcy) 
passed  over  the  red-hot  ploughshares  of  political  and  religious  per- 
secution unsinged.  And  we  rejoice  at  his  good  luck  ;  for  whether 
he  treat  of  London's  great  Plague  or  Fire,  the  liasons  of  his  "  kind 
master  "  King  Charles  the  Second,  tlie  naughtiness  of  Nelly  and  her 
nymphs,  or  the  ludicrous  outbreaks  of  Southwark,  St.  Bartholomew, 
and  Frost  Fairs,  he  is  a  dear,  delightful,  gentlemanly  old  gossiper  ! 

On  the  1st  of  January  1683-4,  the  cold  was  so  intense,  that  booths 
(a  novel  spectacle)  were  erected  on  the  Thames,  and  Jack  Frost  pro- 
claimed his  earliest  recorded  fair. 

"  I  went  crosse  the  Thames,"  says  Evelyn,  January  9,  1683-4, 
"  on  the  ice,  which  now  became  so  thick  as  to  bear  not  only  streetes 
of  boothes,  in  which  they  roasted  meate,  and  had  divers  shops  of 
wares,  quite  acrosse  as  in  a  towne,  but  coaches,  carts,  and  horses 
passed  over.  So  I  went  from  Westminster  Stayres  to  Lambeth,  and 
din'd  with  the  Archbishop.  I  walked  over  the  ice  (after  dinner) 
firmn  Lambeth  Stayres  to  the  Horseferry." 


triumph.  Next  nine  the  var-whoop,  an  unearthly  oomliination  of  dincordant 
•oundi;  and  UwUy  the  banquet,  oonfiMing  uf  ntv  beef-steak;,  which  he  rollcHl  up 
into  multwiiit,  and  devoured  with  right  royal  avidity.  Having  tinislird  hii  delirate 
npiutt,  hr  wii-lded  hit  tonuhawk  in  an  exulting  manner,  bellowed  '*  Ha,  ha  !  —  ho, 
ho  J  "  and  made  hi*  exit.  The  ben^ficiare  atroUing  tlirough  the  market- plot-e  Uie 
fcdlowini^  diiv,  tpird  the  moat  puiaoant  Prince  ,4nnamaioo  M*llinp  pen-knives,  «cis- 
•<M  );>,  id  the  chantctrr  of  a  Jew  pedlar.     ■'^  What  !  "  «nid  the  astonialied 

/.  .   "  my  I'rtntt,  it  it  you  *     Are  you  not  a  pretty  circumcised  h'lile 

»«'.>: i|>.>M-  ii|>oii  us  ill  (tii>  manner  ?  "     M<>««t  tnmed  round,  and  with  an 

mn-li   |(...r     ■'  Prinrh  l>e  d— d  !      I  rath  no  Princh  ;  I  T<uh  acting   like  you. 

Vniir  tr<i"i>  i-i-':  Ixirdt  and  Lwlir*  laxt  night;  and  t(v.night  dey  ril  be  King*, 
Pwiitek**,  and   iimperori  '     I  va*h  Kampugs,  you  0<uA  hampugt,  all  vath  ham- 
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n'  16)  was  filled  with  people  and  tent^,  selling 
in  a  cttty.  The  frost  (JtuV  24)  continuing  more 
'  Thames  before  London  was  still  planned  with 
reetes,  all  sorts  of  trades  and  shops  furnished 
lies,  even  to  a  printing-presse,  where  the  people 
ncy  to  have  their  naraest  printed  on  the  Thames, 
so  aniversally,  that  'twas  estimated  the  printer 
printing  a  line  only,  at  sixpence  a  name,  besides 
ids,  &c.  Coaches  plied  from  Westminster  to  the 
iveral  other  staires  to  and  fro,  as  in  the  streetes, 
keates,  a  bull-baiting,  horse  and  coach  races, 
aterludes,  cookes,  tipling,  and  other  lewd  places, 
be  a  bacchanalian  triumph,  or  carnival  on  the 

f  (Feb.  5),  but  froze  againe.  My  coach  crossed 
he  Horseferry  at  Millbank,  Westminster.  The 
all  taken  downe ;  but  there  was  first  a  map,  or 
iper,  representing  all  the  manner  of  the  camp, 
ins,  sports,  and  pastimes  thereon,  in  memory  of 

Frost  paid  Old  Father  Thames  a  second  visit, 
(ike  merriments  ;'^  but  whether  maids  had  grown 


'  ar«  interesting,  and  very  dlDicLilt  tn  be  obtained.  Thir- 
wt  Fairs  of  IU83,  — 1715-10,— and  1739-40,  now  lie  before 
dy  AIiipp  or  RepreMiitatiuu  of  Booths,  and  oil  the  varieties 
upon  tiie  Ice  on  the  Hirer  of  Tbuiiiet,  by  Loudon,  during 
In  the  3^"'  vear«  of  the  reigne  of  bis  Sacred  Mai)  King 
[>■>  1683.  ^Vith  ao  Alphabetical  Explanation  uf  the  most 
libiia  "  The  Temple  Staire*,  with  people  gociug  upon  tha 
■  The  Duke  of  Yorkes  Coffee  House—  The  Tory  Booth— 
xix  on  ii,  and  Insured  u»  limg  an  the  Foundation  Stand — 
— The  Ualfe-way  Houw; — The  Ueare  Garden  Shire  Booth 
-The  Printing  Booth — The  IjOttery  Booth — The  ilume 
mple  Garden,  with  I'ruwds  of  People  looking  over  the  wall 
ilh  a  Bort — The  Dnim  B(«t  —  The  Boat  drao'ne  upon 
ing — The  Cliair  iliding  in  the  Ring — Tlie  Itoyei  Sliding — 
: — The  sliding  on  Scales — The  Sledge  drawing  (Joales  from 
rhameii — The  Boyes  ctimbing  up  the  Tree  in  the  TempJo 
laiting — Tlie  Toy  Shopps — London  Bridge." 
ively  Mapps"  has  a  fiill-lengtb  portrait  of  Mrra  Paler,  to- 

•<  In  mathematics  he  was  greater 

Than  Tycho  Brah«  or  £rra  /*«<*r," — 
It  of  the  fair. 

Erra  Pater,  or  hi»  rambling  (ihost,  * 

nocticating  of  this  long  strong  frost, 
)  Ages  past,  said  y'  y'  Ice- bound  TJiaroes 
I'd  prove  a  Theatre  for  Spurts  and  Qames, 
Wat'ry  Green  be  turn'd  Itito  a  Bare, 
Men  II  Citty  seem,  fur  Booths  a  F&ire  ; 
now  thiii  Stragling  Sprite  is  once  more  come 
risit  Mortallft  and  foretel  their  doom : 
Ml  Maids  grow  modest,  y'  Dissenting  Creir 
nne  all  Loyal,  the  Falsehearted  true, 
n  you  may  probably,  and  not  lit  then, 
BCt  in  England  sudi  a  Frost  agen." 

ict  uf  the  froMin  Thame*  with  the  botJlh*  on  it,   as  taken 
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modest,  dissenters  loyal,  and  false-hearted  men  true,  according  to 
old  Errn  I'ater's  prognostication  in  1()H3,  is  a  question ;  ana  in 
1739-40^  he  honoured  him  with  a  thirds  which  was  no  leas  joyous 


from  thfi  TempUj  Stain  y«  20  day  <rf  January  1713-0,  by  C.  WoodMd,"  ia  riA  in 
^in,  and  a  capital  piaea  of  art.    SV'e  owe  ffrtrnx,  obligatiuoa  to  "  Mr.  Jothua  Sanfit " 

t^>r  the  following; — 

•'  Mr.  Jiwbtia  B*n(n< 

Pnntwl  ai  Ilolmc't  and  UrvuVi  IVioth,  nt  tlie  Sign  of  tlir  Ship,  a|;(niii»l  Old  Swim 

Sliiir;  where  is  ilia  Only  Real  Printing  Preu  on  the  Frozen  Tkamet,  January  the 

U*,  I716-fl. 

•'  Where  little  Wheniei  once  did  uie  to  rida, 
Anil  iiioiinliu);  Billow*  daah'il  ugaintt  tboir  tide, 
Niiw  Uoulhs  <uu\  Tents  nrc  liuill,  wliosc  inwanl  Treasure 
AITordi  to  luauv  a  one  Dvligbt  and  Pleasure  ; 
Wine,  Beer,  Cakes,  hot  Custanls,  Ut-cf  and  Pies, 
Upon  the  Thmne*  are  sold  ;  there,  on  the  Ice 
V4M  may  have  any  Thing  to  pleue  the  Sight, 
Yottr  Names  are  Printed,  tbo'  you  cannot  write ; 
Tliereforv  pray  lose  no  Time,  but  baiiten  hither. 
To  drink  a  Gla»s  willi  Broad  and  llalma  together." 

'  Sercml  ''  Landitkips  "  were  published  of  this  Frost  Fair,  in  which  ore  shown 
"  Vurk  Buildinf^  Water  Works — A  Barf;e  on  a  ^Mountain  of  Ice — A  Drinking; 
Tent  on  a  Pile  of  Ti-«» — Tb»«oiJore's  Priming  Booth — C's  Piratical  Son^  Bootli — 
Cat  in  the  Banket  Booth — Kin);'s  Heart  Printing  Booth — The  Cap  Alimick  Boiith 
— The  Hut  Miisick  Booth — Dead  Bixlies  floating  in  y'  Channel — Westmiiioier 
Bndf;e,  v^  y  WorW»  d«>inoli«h'd— Skittle  PUying  and  other  |)iv«tsioii*— Trades- 
men liiriu);  Biiollia  of  y  W'ulernien — A  Number  of  cunftis'd  Bargi»  and  Uuata — 
Frust  Street  from  Westminster  ilall  to  the  Temple. 

"  This  trannient  scene,  a  Universe  of  Glass, 
Whose  various  forms  are  pictur'd  as  they  pats. 
Here  future  Ages  may  w*  wonder  view. 
And  w'  lliey  scarce  could  think,  arknuwirdgv  true. 
Printed  on  tbe  River  Thames  in  y*  month  of  January  1740." 

"  Behold  the  liquid  Thames  now  frozen  o'er. 
That  lately  ships  of  mi^ty  Burthen  hore ; 
Here  M'aiermen,  for  want  to  row  in  boats, 
Slake  use  of  Bowxe  to  get  them  Pence  and  flroats. 
Frost  Fair.     Printed  upon  tbe  loe  on  tbe  River  Thames,  Jan.  23,  1739.40." 

'*Th«  bleak  North -East,  from  rough  Tartarian  Khorca, 
OVr  Europe's  Realms  its  freezing  Rigour  puiirs, 
Htagnaies  Uie  flowing  Blood  in  Iliiman  Vein*, 
And  binds  the  silver  Thames  in  ley  Chains. 
Their  usual  Coiines  Rivulets  refrain, 
And  ev'ry  Pond  appears  a  Ulassy  Plain  ; 
Streets  now  appear  where  Water  wat  before. 
And  Thousands  daily  walk  from  Shore  to  i^hore. 
FniM  Fair.    Printed  upon  the  River  Thames  when  Frozen,  Jan.  the  28.  1730  40." 
''The  View  of  Frost  Fair.  Jan?  I739>40. 
ii.vilii.n»  iif  old,  like  us  remor'd, 
I  I  !>'  various  (dimes  they  rov'd  ; 

^  .  on  the  fmxen  Ware, 

I  iiir  fanrit^  toil  and  slave; 

wgt  i.Toup  of  liiftire*  rite, 
"■»; 
i;ed, 

I  r  n'  ( 'li<rk<. 

<c  :.U  and  !>parl(». 

'i'Uiit  V'iKW  III  1  titu.-i'  Tiiiiet  »liaJI  Show 
The  Mcdlry  t>cfne  yon  Visit  now." 
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ro.  In  1788.9,  the  Th&mes  wm  completely 
tndon  Bridge.  Booths  were  erected  011  the  ice ; 
rild  beasts,  bear-baiting,  turnabouts,  nigs  and 
ited  the  T&rious  amusements  of  Bartnoloniew 
mproved.  From  Putney  Bridge  down  to  Red- 
d  scene  of  jollity  during  this  seven  weeks'  sa- 
rost  Fair  was  celebrated  in  the  year  1814.  The 
27th  December  1813,  and  continued  to  the  5th 
ae  was  a  grand  walk,  or  mall,  from  Blackfriars 
•idge,  that  was  appropriately  named  "The City 
each  side  with  booths  of  all  descriptions.  Se- 
i  were  erected,  and  at  one  of  these  nn  orange- 
Bs  hoisted,  with  "  Orange  Boven "  printed  in 
"lere  were  E  O  and  Rouge  et  Noir  tables,  tee- 
concerts  of  rough  music,  viz.  salt-boxes  and 
IS  and  tongs,  horns,  and  marrow'bones  and 
sing  booths  were  filled  with  merry  parties,  some 
of  the  fiddle,  others  sitting  round  blazing  fires 
ng.  A  noisy  printer's  devil  bawled  out  to  the 
your  time,  ladies  and  gentlemen, — now  is  your 
freedom  of  the  press !  '•  Can  the  press  enjoy 
ere  you  find  it  working  in  the  middle  of  the 
ling  upon  his  operatical  powers  to  second  his 
•■'  vocal  voice  most  vociferous,"  thus  out-vocife- 

r.- 

lie  Viator!  if  sooner  or  later 
1  as  far  as  from  here  to  Jerusalem, 
the  ages  of  Parr  or  Methu^alem, — 
I  the  word  of  old  Wynkyu, 
td  Caxtoii,  I  'm  thinking, 
lo'  I  don't  wear  a  cloilies- 
ush  u  Drier  my  nose, 
•  sweep  my  room 
itb  my  beard,  like  a  broom, 
y  truly  as  wise  Erra  I'ater, 
t  see  again  sich  a  wonder  of  NiUur  !  " 

nes,"  too  —  an  Irish  swan  !  —  whose  abdominal 
they  were  stuffed  with  halfpenny  doggrel,  en- 


4th  Febr  1814)  between  London  and  Blsckfrian  Bridges 
in,  a  perfect  Dutch  Fair.  Kitdivn  fires  and  furnaces  were 
iling  in  every  direction  ;  and  animals,  from  a  ahi«p  to  u 
ark,  were  turning  on  numb«rle«>  >pits.     The  iniicripdons 

lighters  were  variously  whiinsicnl,  une  of  which  ran  thus  : 
B.  It  is  charged  with  no  Laiul  Tax  or  even  Ground  lient! 
.th  baize,  mid  decorated  with  guy  Rtruameni,  were  cnuvened 
em>.  About  two  o'clock  a  whole  ulieep  was  roajttcd  on  the 
M  inviting  appellation  of  Lapland  Mutton,  at  one  shilling 

I  among  many  specimens  of  Frost  Fair  verse  in  1813-14  :^— 
"  Printed  on  the  River  Thames, 
J  the  River  Thames  is  froien  o'er, 
h  lateJy  ships  of  mighty  burden  bore  ; 
different  arts  and  pMtimes  here  you  see, 
rintiug  claims  the  superiority."  ' 
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tertained  a  ntimernus  and  halt'-trozen  audience,  who  gave  nil 
for  bhake,  with 

THE  METKICAL,  MUSICAL,  COLD,  AND  COMICAL  HUMOUR 
OF  FROST  FAIR. 

Open  llie  door  to  ine,  iny  love, 

Piiiliee  open  the  door, — 
Lift  the  latch  of  your  tlij^ni  timtch, 
Yuur  pleiuiant  room,  attic  I  or  what  a  rheumatic 

And  cold  1  shall  catch  ! 
And  then.  Miss  Clark,  betneen  you  and  your  spark 

Twill  be  never  a  match  ! 
I  've  been  singing  and  ringing,  and  rapping  and  tapping. 
And  coughing  and  sneezing,  and  wheezing  and  freeuug, 

While  you  have  been  napping, 
Miss  Clark,  by  the  clock  of  St.  Mark, 

Tweoty  minutes  and  more  1 

Little  Jack  Frost  the  Thames  has  cross'd 

Id  a  suriout  of  frieze,  as  smart  as  you  please  ! — 

There  's  a  Bartleray  Fair  and  a  thorough — 
Slopsellers.  sailors,  three  Tooley  Street  tailori. 
All  tlie  ilite  of  St.  Thomas's  Street, 

The  Mint,  and  the  Fleet ! 

The  bear  's  at  Pol ito's  jigging  his  jolly  toes ; 

Mr.  Punch,  wiiii  his  hook  d  nose  and  hiuich; 

Patrick  O'Drieii,  of  giants  the  tion  ; 

And  Simon  Paap,  that  .sits  in  his  lap; 

Ilie  Lady  that  sews,  and  V.m\s  her  hoSe, 

And  mend.s  her  clotheD,  and  ruhs  her  nose. 

And  comes  and  goes,  witliout  dingers  and  toesi 

You  may  lake  a  slice  of  roast  beef  on  ilie  ice  ; 

Ai  the  VVeltiiigton  Tap,  and  Mollier  Ited-cap, 

llie  stout  runs  down  remarkably  brown  1 

To  theThiroble  and  Tlii&tle,  the  P'ig  and  Whistle, 

Worthy  Sir  Felix  has  sent  some  choice  relics 

Of  liquor,  I  'ra  lold,  to  keep  out  the  cold  ! 

If  you  've  got  a  svvcei  tooth,  there 's  the  gingerbread  booth— 

To  the  tife  and  the  iiddle  we  'II  dance  down  the  middle, 

Take  a  sup  again,  then  d;incc  up  again  I 

And  have  our  names  printed  oA'  on  the  Thames; 

Mister  and  Missis  (all  Cupids  and  kisses!) 

Dermot  O'Shinnigly,  in  a  jig,  in  a  glee  I 

And  take  a  slide,  or  a  ha'penny  ride 

From  Blackfnars  Bridge  lo  the  Borough ! 

llie  sun  won't  rise  till  you  open  your  eyes — 

Then  give  the  sly  slip  to  the  sleepers. 
Don't,  Miss  Clark,  let  us  be  in  the  dark, 

Uut  open  your  window  and  peepers. 

A  friend  of  ours  who  liad  a  tuniUle,  declared,  that  though] 

no  desire  to  see  the  city  burnt  down,  he  devoutly  wished  to  have^ 
streets  laid  in  ashes  !  And  another,  euinewhat  of  n  penurious  Vt 
being  found  in  bed  late  in  the  morning,  ami  saluted  with,  "  WK 
not  yet  risen  ?  "  replied,  "  No ;  nor  shall  I  till  coals  fall !  "  i 
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CHAPrER  Til. 

^  ere  we  cross  the  ferry,  and  mingle  with  the 
s»h-buckler8 '  of  St.  Bartholomew,  let  us  halt 
Itch  a  brief  association  with  Chaucer  and  his 
:ies  that  were  once  hallowed  by  the  presence 

seek  af\er,  and  fondly  trace  through  all  their 
1  them  with  as  true  a  devotion  as  does  the  piK 
le  to  which,  after  his  patiently-endured  perils 
fers  his  adoration.  The  humblest  roof  gathers 
t  spirit  that  once  irradiated  it ;  the  simplest 
)UB  gem,  when  connected  with  the  gifted  and 

as  holy  ground  the  spot  where  the  muse  in- 
ard ;  we  treasure  up  bis  hand-writing  in  our 
is  works  as  emanations  from  the  poet ;  we  che- 
1  reminiscences  of  the  man.     Never  can  I  for- 

enthusiasra  when  you  stood  in  the  solemn 
•upon-Avon,  pale,  breathless,  and  fixed  like 
lusoleum  of  Sbakspeare  1 " 
t>lithesonie  spirit  was  the  Father  of  English 
pe,  healthful  in  morals,  lofty  in  imagination, 
k— a  bright  earnest  of  that  transcendent  genius 
shed  his  mighty  lustre  over  the  literature  of 
t  Tabard ! — how  the  heart  leaps  at  the  sound ! 
imothy  say  if  he  were  here  ?  " 

said,  and  much  more,  could  he  say  it  as  mrlL" 

the  cordial  pressure  of  a  kind  hand  stretched 
xt  box,  where  sat  solus  the  middle-aged  gentle- 
ed  to  meet  you  here,  guessing  your  road  to  the 
1  Romanum  Londinum  ;  for  to  nave  passed  the 
Led  in,  would  have  been  treason  to  those  beau- 
;  make  memory  of  the  value  that  it  is.  One  of 
uures  of  the  intellectual  mind  is  to  escape  from 
St.  The  contemplation  of  Hntiquity  is  replete 
■rest-  The  eye  wanders  with  delight  over  the 
Jicient  magnificence  ;  the  heart  is  touched  with 
n ;  and  we  ask  which  is  the  most  praiseworthy 
Bt  raised  these  holy  temples,  or  the  piety(?)that 
>  decay  ?  This  corner  is  one  of  my  periodical 
i  day's  solitary  ramble  ;  for  I  have  many  such, 
old  recollections,  and  lay  in  fresh  mental  fuel 
I  fireside.   'Tis  a  miracle  that  this  antique  fabric 


lie  that  ill  that  leson,  on  a  day, 
'fiiulhieerk  at  the  Tabard  m  I  lay, 
ly  to  weniien  on  my  pilgrimage 
Cunterlrury,  with  dvvoute  oorage, 
oight  wu  come  into  that  hoateUerie 
1  nine-asd-twenty  in  a  compagnie, 
(ondry  folk,  by  a  venture  yfulle, 
^elawship,  und  pilgrimeii  were  they  alle. 
It  toward  Canteriury  wuldeii  ride. 
9  chambres  and  the  stables  weren  wide, 
1  wel  we  weren  e»ed  utte  besie." 
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should  have  escaped  demolition.  Look  at  St.  Saviour's ! '  and  refrain 
frum  cursing,  if*  you  can,  it«  sacrilegious  despoilers.  In  the  contem- 
plation of  that  impressive  scene — amidst  the  everlasting  freshness  of 
nature  and  the  decay  of  time  —  I  have  been  taught  more  rightly  to 
estimate  the  works  of  man  and  his  Creator,  —  the  one,  like  hiraselfj 
stately  in  pride  and  beauty,  but  which  pass  away  as  a  shadow,  and 
are  seen  no  more ;  the  other  the  type  of  divinity,  infinite,  immutable, 
and  eternal." 

"  But  surely — may  I  call  you  Uncle  Timothy  ?  "  Uncle  Timothy 
good-huraouredly  nodded  assent.  "  Surely,  Uncle  Timothy,  the  re- 
storation of  the  Ladye  Chapel  and  Crosby  Hall  speak  something  for 
the  good  taste  of  the  citizens." 

"  Modestly  argued,  £ugenio !  " 

"An  accident,  my  young  friend,  a  mere  accident  forced  upon  the 
Vandals  against  their  will.  Talk  of  antiquity  to  a  Guildhall  Alag- 
nifico  !  *  Sirs,  I  once  mentioned  the  •  l^ndon  Stone'  to  one  of  these 
blue-gown  gentry,  and  his  one  idea  immediately  reverted  to  the  well- 
known  refectory  of  that  venerable  name,  where  he  stuff's  himself  to 
repletion  and  scarletifies  his  nasal  promontory,  without  a  thought  of 
Wat  Tyler,'  the  Lord  of  the  Circle  !     An  acquaintance  of  mine,  one 


'  The  ancient  (crave-yard  of  St.  Saviour's  contains  the  mcred  dtut  of  Massinger* 
All  that  the  ParUh  Regiiler  recnrdi  of  him  U,  •'  March  id,  I63il-40,  Imrit^  I'liilip 
Blitssinger,  a  Stranger."  John  Fletcher,  tlie  emineol  ilnunitiic  poet,  who  died  of  lIus 
Plague,  August  19,  1626,  was  buried  in  the  church. 

*  Dt  Gudtibiu  I  AJdennaii  Newman,  who  had  scraped  together  out  of  the  gro- 
cery line  six  hundred  Uiousand  pound*,  eujoyed  no  grvater  luxury  during  the  lust 
three  years  of  his  life  than  to  repair  daily  to  the  thop,  and,  prmsely  as  the  cluck 
struck  two  (the  good  old-fashioned  hour  of  city  dining),  eat  hii  mutton  with  his 
successors.  The  late  Thunias  Kippon,  Chief  Cashier  of  the  Bank  of  England,  was 
a  similar  oddity.  Once  onty,  in  a  service  uf  fifty  yean,  did  he  venture  to  ask  for  a 
fiirtnigbt's  holiday.  He  left  town,  hut  after  a  three  days'  uiiliappy  ramble  through 
lieautiful  green  fields,  he  grew  moping  and  melancholy,  and  prematurely  returned 
to  the  bliuful  ragions  of  Threadneedle  Street  to  die  at  his  de«k  ! 

With  all  due  respact  for  Unda  Timothy's  opinion,  we  think  he  is  a  little  too  hard 
iip<in  the  citiiens,  who  are  not  the  en^  Vand^s  in  matters  of  antiquity.  The  mitn 
liNH  done  its  part  in  the  pious  work  of  demolition.  Who  destroyed  the  ancient 
palace  uf  the  Itishops  of  Ely  (where  **01d  John  of  Gaunt,  time-honour'd  Lanoas. 
ter,"  bn«tlied  Ids  last,  in  I3!M)  with  its  beentiful  Chapel  and  magnificent  Gothic 
Hall  ?  The  site  of  its  once  pleasant  garden  in  Holbom,  from  whence  Richard 
Duke  of  (iloocester  re<iue*ted  a  dish  of  strawberries  from  the  Bishop  on  the  mom. 
iiig  he  sent  Lord  Hastings  to  execution,  is  now  a  rookery  oi  mean  hovels.  And  the 
Uospital  of  .Saint  Catherine,  and  it*  Collegiate  Church. — where  are  they  9  Not  one 
stone  lifs  upon  another  of  those  unrivalled  Gothic  temples  of  pity  and  hoHness, 
fotuided  by  the  piuos  Queen  ftlatildn.  And  the  ancient  Church  of  St.  Bartholomrw, 
who*  tnM  reposed  the  aahea  of  Miles  Coverdale,  and  which  even  the  Great  Fire  of 
London  spared,  will  very  soon  Ue  level  with  the  ground  ! 

*  Small  was  the  people's  gain  by  the  insurrectiou  uf  Wat  Tyler.  Tlie  elements 
of  discord,  once  put  in  motion,  spread  abroad  with  wild  fury,  till,  with  the  ignoble 
blood  of  base  hiiids,  mingled  the  braveit  and  best  in  ttie  laud.  The  (it-oplc  returned 
to  thalr  stttrjeotion  wondering  and  dispirited.  For  vhotc  adrantoge  had  all  these 
ajumsits  htsm  ewnunittf  rt  '•  Was  their  position  raised  P  Were  their  grievances  m- 
ilreisfrt.  their  wanu  alleviated  ?  Did  their  yoke  press  lighter  1  Were  they  nMU«r 
tha  attainment  of  their  (perhaps  reasonable)  wishes,  by  nobility  and  prriates  cruelly 

'aughtcred,  palaces  burned  down,  and  the  learning  and  works  of  art  that  hnmiuiisa 
ul  soften  rugged  natures  piled  in  one  vast,  indiscriminate  ruin  ?  If  aught  was 
1  by  these  monstrous  disordera,  ihry  were  not  tlie  winoeni*  The  little  aristo- 
enM  of  cities,  who  have  thrown  their  small  weight  into  popular  insurrections,  may 
ham  had  their  vanity  gratified  and  iheir  maws  temporarily  crammed  ;  but  th« 
taaaaes,  who  do  the  rough  work  of  mistance  fur  tlieii  more  nuining  masters,  are 
invariably  the  sufferers  smd  dupeih     Hard  knocks  and  hanging  have  hitherto  boaa 
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Binini^  with  the  Patten>inakcrs  on  the  9th  of 
1  with  a  violent  fit  of  indigestion.  His  good 
ly  doctor,  —  a  humorist,  gentlemen,  '  Ah ! ' 
>d  complaint,  a  coagulation  in  the  lungs.  Let 
a  high  fever !  Show  me  your  tongue.  Ay, 
jen  your  mouth  wider,  Mr.  Deputy — you  can 
iimn! — wider  still.  Good  heavens  !  what 
my  stars ! '  screamed  the  fat  Deputy's  lady, 
you  see  ?  '  — '  Why,  madam,  1  see  the  leg 
of  oyster-sauce  I '  *     Ha!  ha!  hai — ^glut< 

in  a  crotcbetty  mood. 

.  that  is  soonest  awake  to  the  flower 
ttjs  the  first  to  be  louch'd  by  tho  thorn ! 

n  Bosky  !  "  he  continued ;  "  the  cunning  Lau- 
ra from  sundry  relatives  of  his  brother's  wife's 
th  enjoined  me  the  penance,  malgrc  moi-mhne  ! 
I  them  among  the  Lions  of  London.  Now  I 
loor  relations — your  shabby  genteel — provided 
id  drink  at  my  expense,  they  will  not  fail  to 
Y  when  they  think  I  am  in  the  wrong  ;  but 
If-and-half  Brummagem  gentlefolks,  shabby, 
—your  pettifoggers  in  small  talk  and  etiquette, 
and  nothing — listening  to  and  retailing  every- 
ing  with  everybody's  business,  and  (witli  a 
te  screws  in  their  own  circle)  prying  into,  ex- 
dng  family  peccadillos,  —  and  such  are  the 
•tmgartens,  —  are  sad  provocatives  to  my  sple- 

when  the  talk  was  of  Chaucer,  whose  gracious 
erently  in  a  cup  of  sack  prepared,  as  mine  host 
:ipe  that  had  belotiged  to  the  house  as  an  heir- 
iind,  and   of  which  Dick  Tarlton  had  often 

cle  Timothy, — was  not  he  one  of  the  types  of 

icomparable  clown  !  His  diminished  nose  was 
jg  many  an  odd  jest.     His  '  whereabouts  '  were 

these  shall  grow  oat  of  fashiDn,  doubtless  some  equally 
i  found. 

invited  Falstaff  to  dinner,  be  issued  the  foQawitig  orders  : 
■  couple  of  ahort-legiged  hens  ;  a  joint  of  mutuin  ;  and 
haws,  tell  WiUluii  Cuok."     Ttiis  is  a  modest  bill  of  fore, 
of  City  fetuting  in  the  olden  time  ? 

Ik  of  Cotinlrj-  Christmusses, 
.pound  Imtler'd  eggs,  iheir  pies  of  carp'^  umgue, 
tnu  dreiidi'd  with  ambergris,  the  fsrcascs 
wethers  Uniisied  for  gravy,  to 
for  a  Btngte  peacock  ;  yet  their  feiita 
compared  witli  the  City'n." 

I  borrowed  a  thousand  pounds  of  hira,  whirli  finding  it 
never  upon  any  orcaniou  ventured  to  contradict  him.  One 
BO  offensively  palpable,  that  Addison,  Ifwiiig  al)  pstifuce, 
sake  contradict  me,  sir,  or  pay  me  my  thuusaud  puuuds ! " 
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hereabouta  at  the  Bear  Garden  ;  but  the  Bull,  in  Bishopsgate  Stree 
the  Bel-Savage,  without  Ludgate ;  and  his  own  tavern,  the  Tabor,  in 
Gracious  (Gracechurch)  Street,  came  in  for  a  share  of  his  drolleries. 
Alarvelluus  must  have  been  the  humour  of  this  '  allowed  fool,'  when 
it  could  '  iindumpish '  his  royal  mistress  in  her  frequent  paroxysms 
of  concupiscence  and  ferocity  !  He  was  no  poll-parrot  retailer  of 
other  people's  jokes.  He  had  a  wit's  treasury  of  his  own,  upon 
which  be  drew  liberally,  and  at  sight.  His  nose  was  flat ;  not  so  his 
jests;  and,  in  exchanging  extempural  gibes  with  his  audience/  he 


■  TartUm  bmng  to  *peak  a  prologue,  and  flading  no  ccMaiion  to  the  iiiwiogj  sud- 
denly addresaed  Uie  audience  iu  ihit  t«inuiiic  : — 

I  lived  not  in  the  golden  age. 

When  Jiuon  won  the  fierce  ; 
But  now  I  am  on  Gotham's  itage, 

Where  fooU  do  biu  lilie  geete, 

lie  wai  one  of  England'*  merrj*  crew  iu  the  olden  tima:  and,  on  the  Builiority  of 
an  old  plav,  "  The  Three  Lunla  and  Three  Liadie*  of  London,"  piiMinhcd  two 
year*  aftitrliit  death,  originally  "  a  water- bearer."  Among  them  were  Ifi//  Sum- 
men,  jenter  to  King  Henrj-  tlie  Eigh th  ;  Patch,  Cardinal  WoI»ey'ii  fool ;  Jack  OvIUs 
fool  tu  Sir  Richard  IluUit ;  and  Archibald  Atmslrvng,  jitter  to  King  Cborlea  the 
KiT»t.  There  wai  a  famous  jrater,  one  Jem^  Camber,  "  a  fat  foole,"  who  enlivened 
the  dull  Court  of  James  the  Sixth  of  Scotland.  The  manner  of  his  death,  as  re- 
corded in  "  A  Neat  of  Ninniea,"  hy  Kobert  Armin,  4ta  IIJOS,  is  singular.  "  The 
Chamberlaine  was  sent  to  kce  him  there,"  (at  the  house  of  a  laundrcw  in  Edin- 
burgh, whose  daughter  he  was  (olicitinic,  and  who  had  provided  a  l>«d  of  nellies  for 
tuR  solace,) "  who  when  he  came,  found  him  fast  aaleepe  under  the  bed  iiarke  naked, 
bathing  in  nettles,  whose  skinue  when  bee  wakened  him,  was  all  blistred  grievously. 
The  King's  Chamberlaine  hid  him  arise  and  come  to  die  King.  '  1  will  not,*  quoih 
he, '  I  will  go  make  my  grave.'  See  how  things  ciianccd,  be  spake  truer  than  lie  was 
awar.  For  the  ChamberUiue  going  home  without  him,  tolde  the  King  hi*  as- 
Bwere.  Jem]/  rote,  made  him  ready,  takes  his  horse,  and  rides  to  tlie  diurch-yard 
in  the  high  towne,  where  he  found  the  sexton  (as  the  custom  is  thejie}  making  nina 
graves — three  for  men,  three  for  women,  and  three  for  children  ;  and  who  so  dyes 
next,  first  ooroei,  first  served.  '  Lend  mee  thy  spade,'  says  Jemji,  and  with  that,  diga 
a  hole,  which  hole  hee  bids  him  make  for  his  grave  ;  and  doth  give  htm  a  French 
crowne  ;  the  man,  willing  tu  plea»e  him  (mure  for  his  gold  than  his  pleasure)  did 
so  :  and  Ae/nole  get*  upon  his  horse,  rides  to  a  gentleman  of  the  toniie,  and  on 
the  sodaiiic,  within  two  hourea  after,  dyed  :  of  whom  the  sexton  telling,  lire  waa 
buried  there  indeed.  Thus,  you  see, /oo/o  have  ■  gesse  at  wit  sunieiinie.  and  the 
wisest  ciMild  have  done  no  more,  nor  so  much.  But  thus  this/af /oo/c  filU  a  leaoe 
grave  with  his  carkasse ;  upon  which  grave  the  King  caused  a  stone  of  marble  Ut 
bee  put,  on  which  poets  writ  these  line»  iu  rvmenibrsnce  of  him  : 

<  He  that  gard  all  men  till  jeare, 
J*mf  a  Catmbtr  h«  ligrn  here : 
Pray  for  his  Sale,  forhe  is  geana, 
And  here  a  liggea  beneath  tliis  tleauie.* " 

The  foUowing  poetical  picture  of  him  ia  exact  and  rurioiu. 

•'  This  Fal  Fvole  was  a  Scot  boma,  brought  un 

In  Sterliii,  twenty  miles  frum  Edioliorough  : 
Who  being  but  youn^,  wh*  for  the  King  can^ibt  up, 

s...r. M  ,t,,.  King's  father  all  his  life  lime  thratlffb. 
A  and  a  uayle,  no  mure  his  stature, 

^l:  :   fay rv  spoken,  yet  unkynde  by  natura. 

Two  yai^s  tn  uitnpaaae  and  a  iiaylc  I  readc 

Was  he  at  furty  yeerea,  since  when  I  heard  nut ; 
Nor  of  his  life  or  death,  and  further  haade, 

hince  I  never  read,  1  hiokc  not,  nor  ngaril  not. 


iM  repartee  for  a  bad  one,  and  with  compound 
\i»  not  with  his  morals,  but  his  mirth.  Of 
borded,  and  that  little  not  over  strait-laced ; 
hinking  that  a  great  wit  must  necessarily  be 
I  man  who  will  make  a  pun  will  pick  a  pocket. 
J  a  stage-player,  jest-monger,  and  court-fool, 
»  are  handed  down  by  some  of  his  most  cele- 

ied  penitent." 

hone  all  hare  died  penitent !     I  hope  all  tvill 

>r  the  self-complacent  Pharisees  of  this  world ; 


tlut  time  Jemy  Cumber  «nuk, 

ard,  lie  write,  and  so  let  passe. 

I  email,  his  hayre  lon(;  on  tlie  uune, 

nu  t>igger  than  the  other  farre  : 

I  full,  hii  eyn  ihinde  like  a  flame, 

at,  and  his  beard  imall,  yet  grew  tqiiare ; 

little,  and  hit  wit  wai  leue, 

mouth.  Tew  teeth  I  mu>t  confcise. 

hicke,  as  I  hare  xaid  liefnre, 

;  thJglies  and  knees,  liut  very  short ; 

qtiare,  a  foot  lon^,  and  no  more, 

•J  presence  made  the  King  much  «port. 

I  tpoone  he  still  wore  in  his  cap, 

neate  he  lov'd,  and  got  by  hap 

le  foote,  but  a  big  hand, 

he  ever  wore  rings  rich  and  good  : 

ell  made  as  any  in  that  land, 

ke,  and  be  did  come  of  gentle  bloud ; 

-isdome  ye  shall  quickly  hesre, 

it  Foole  was  made  on  every  where." 

I  are  recorded  of  him  in  this  same  "  Nest  of  Ninnies." 
leane  Leonard,"  who  belonged  to  "a  kinds  gentleman'" 
(  Sherwocxi  "  a  glucianoui  fellow,  of  unbounded  ossur- 
lis  leutie,  greetly  /oofe,  having  a  stonnacke,  and  seeing  the 
appetite  was  iueii,a»  loath  to  tarry,  he  breakes  open  the 
ailes  new  cbaesecards,  eheesecakca,  overthrowes  creame 
hit  belly,  and  knew  he  had  done  evill,  gets  him  gone  to 
i  one  fearefiill  Ui  l>e  at  home:  the  maydes  came  home 
ing,  and  finding  such  a  masaker  of  their  dairie,  almost 
ages  could  not  make  amends :  but  '  O  the  foole,  leane 
tid  this  mischiefe  ! '  They  c«mphi)Tied  to  their  master, 
rd  was  furra  inough  off;  search  war  made  for  the  foote, 
;new  whither,  and  it  was  his  propertie,  having  done  mis- 
me  of  himselfe,  but  if  any  one  intreated  Itiro,  ba  would 

ale  was  nt  Mansfield  in  Sfurwood,  and  stood  gaping  at  a 
Dot  knowing  liim,  asked  him  what  he  was  ?  '  Gue  look,' 
ly  selfe.'  They  asked  him  where  he  was  liorne?  '  At  my 
i. — 'In  what  country?"  quoth  they.—  '  In  the  country," 
Li  a  good  man.'  At  last  one  of  the  three  journeymen 
fry  wise,  and  flouted  him  very  merrily,  asking  him  if  he 
c  there  was  a  hole  ?  (meaning  his  moulh.)  'Ayr/ quoth 
lay  bee  the  needle.'  The  shoomaker  could  have  found  in 
leasurc  ou  his  pate  with  a  last  in  stcede  of  his  fmtte ;  but 


«r  being  by,  noting  alt  this,  secretly  stole  a  piece  of  shoo- 
L,  and  coming  liehinde  him,  clapt  him  on  the  head,  and 
rhe/oo/e,  seeing  the  pitch-ball,  pulled  to  have  it  off,  but 


i 
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they  CAnnot  forgive  the*  poor  player  ; '  little  reflecting  of  how  many, 
rot  Liughittff  but  ending  sins  they  ■will  require  to  be  forgiven.    The 
breath  of  such  hearts  would  wither  even  the  flowers  of  Paradise." 
Could  we  sit  at  the  Tabard,  and  not  remember  the  ancient  Globe,' 


oould  n«it  tmt  with  mndi  painft,  in  an  envious  «]>leene,  inwrtin^  ripe,  rum  after 

bim.fal*  at  fiatie  ruffes  witb,  but  (he  fellow  MaliiniriHi  ihe /ooU  cunningly,  Mitd 
got  ibrfooWt  head  under  Ki«  artne,  and  bnblt'd  hiii  nose.  T\\efooie  r«in«miN!ring 
how  hi*  head  was,  airikei  it  up,  and  hits  the  fellnwm  mouth  with  the  pitcfat 
)  place,  to  that  the  hoire  of  hit  head,  and  the  haire  uf  the  rluirnes  heard  werv 
glued  together.  The  fellow  eryed,  the  fooU  exclaimed,  and  could  not  todaineljr 
part.  In  the  end  tlie  people  (after  much  laugbiuf^  at  the  jest)  Ice  tliem  part 
nire  ;  the  one  went  lo  picke  hi*  heard,  the  other  hi>  head.  The  coiittaMe  came, 
and  Mkt  the  cauM  of  tlieir  falling  out,  and  knowing  one  to  hee  iHimarit  tht 
Uan*  fooU,  whom  bee  had  a  warrant  fur  from  the  gentleman  to  search  for,  de- 
maundi  of  the  fellow  how  it  hapned?  The  ftJlow  bee  could  aiuwere  nothing  but 
*um — um,*  for  hii  mouth  wa»  sealed  up  wiili  wax.  '  Doit  thou  icome  toipeake  V 
laya  hee.  '  I  am  the  King's  officer,  knave  !  '  *  Um — um,'  quoth  hee  againe.  Mean> 
ing  hee  would  tell  him  all  when  his  mouth  was  deane.  But  the  conttahle,  think- 
ing hee  was  mockt,  clapt  him  in  the  stocks,  where  the  fellow  sate  a  long  houre 
fanning  his  mouth,  and  when  hee  had  done,  and  might  tell  his  griefe.  the  consta> 
ble  was  gone  to  carry  home  l^tmard  to  hi<i  maister;  who,  not  at  home,  hee  wat  en- 
forced to  tuy  supper  time,  where  hee  told  the  gentleman  the  jest,  who  was  very 
merry  to  heare  the  story,  contented  the  officer,  and  bad  him  to  set  the  fellow  at 
liberty,  who  betimei  in  the  morning  was  found  fast  asleep  in  the  stocks.  The  tH- 
low  knowing  himselfe  faulty,  put  up  hit  wrougi,  quickly  departed,  and  went  lo 
work  betimes  that  morning  with  a  flea  in  his  eare." 

Jaek*  Oain  was  "a  feJluw  of  inflaite  jest," and  took  to  the  fullest  extent  the 
laughing  hcetice  that  his  coat  of  motley  allowed  him.  His  portniit  is  contained  in 
"  A  Nest  of  Ninnies,"  uid  is  quite  as  minute  and  interesting  as  the  true  effigie  Ot 
LtaM  Ltonard.  which  we  place  by  its  side. 


<*  This  FooU  was  tall,  his  face  small, 

His  beard  wat  big  and  blacke, 
Bii  Mcke  was  ahon,  indin'd  tu  sport 

Was  this  our  dapper  Jacke. 
Of  nature  curst,  yet  not  tlte  worat, 

Was  nnstie,  given  to  twearc; 
Tovletomr  ever,  bii  endeavour 

SVut  delight  in  becre. 
Ooutie  great,  of  conceit 

Apt,  and  full  of  liivour  ; 
Curst,  yet  kinde,  and  inrJinde 

To  spare  the  wise  man's  labour. 
Xnowne  to  many,  loude  of  any, 

Cause  his  trust  was  truth  ! 
Scene  io  toye*,  apt  to  j>«ye*, 

To  please  witli  tricks  of  youth. 
Writh'd  i'  th'  koees,  yet  who  sees 

Faults  that  hidden  be  ? 
Calf  gnat,  in  whose  conceit 

Lay  Btnch  game  and  glee. 
Bigge  >*  th*  small,  ancle  nil, 

Footed  briMid  and  long. 
In  Jiotly  eotes,  goes  J»du  OatM, 

Of  whoB  I  alog  ibisaong." 

'  "  Each  pl»yh<Hi»e,"  sayt  W.  Parke*,  in  his  Curlnin-itrmrrv  of  thf  WroU,  4to7 

1612.  "  advnnreth  it>  Rn^'  in  th«  sir.  whithrr.  i|uickly,  at  the  waving  (hereof,  are 

^  auminanMi  whole  troopsof  tnrn,  «  '  i1iililn-ii."     ,\nd  William  Rowley,  in 

'  ■  A  Searcli  for  Money.  ItiOW,"  wl'  ling  the  many  sirauKe  characters  a»- 

«^..,i.!,wi  .1  .,  i.,vifn  in  quest  of"  'tcring  Knight,  MouMeur  L' Argent,** 

thrni  "  four  or  five  ,/Myr-/«AM  pliim^  poure  harmlcase  merria 


"  Curled  locks  on  idiot's  tiaada. 

Vealliiw  at  tlie  amiier, 
Plaves  <in  thuughtA,  as  girls  with  beads. 

When  their  mas»e  they  itamber. 
Thicke  of  hearing,  yet  thin  eu-M, 

Long  of  neck  and  visage, 
Hookie  noscle  and  thicke  of  beard, 

iSullrii  in  his  usage. 
Cliitterfisled.  long  of  arme, 

UiMJiv  stmighi  ami  slender'd, 
Boislrnoii  liipt  niotly  wami'd. 

Ever  went  Uanr  l-rtmariL 
Oou(y  Icg'd,  fooled  long, 

Subtill  in  his  foUie, 
Shewing  right,  but  apt  to  wrong, 

M'hen  a  *pear'd  roost  holy. 
Undentand  him  as  he  is, 

Foi  his  (narks  you  cannot  misae.' 
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US 


in  the  air,  the  Boar's  Head,  and  the  Falcon  ? 
and  in  a  voice  faltering  with  emotion,  articu- 
An  impressive  pause  followed,  and  high  and 
led  the  antique,  sombre  apartment  wherein  we 
!»e  resumed,  "to  be  thus  moved.  Tears  brace 
lelt.  If  Marlborough's  general*  wept  over  the 
idison ;  shall  not  '  woman's  weapons,  water- 
's cheeks '  when  under  the  spell  of  the  divine 

»  the  birth  of  Cain,  the  first-bom  man, 

that  did  but  yesterday  suspire, 

ras  not  such  a  gracious  creature  seen  ! ' '' 

^  of  a  harp  were  struck. 
cle  Timothy,  "  that  is  no  everyday  hand," 
!peated ;  and,  after  a  symphony  that  spoke  in 
ety  of  passions,  a  voice  melodious  and  plaintive 


neither  lords  nur  ladies,  but  hmiestly  wore  their  owae 
for"). 

d  mtterapt  was  made  br  the  puritanical  rntry  of  Saint 

Globe  Tlieutre.  ou.  the  plea  of  the  ''  eaomiitiea  "  pntc- 

ie  First,  when  he  cime  to  the  throne,  knuckcd  their  po- 

tiog  his  patent  to  Shakspere  and  others  to  perfonn  plays, 

U  hourie  called  the  Ololie,  in  Surrey,"  as  elsewhere.     It 

rame  of  timhcr,"  with,  BC*ordin|if  ti>  John  Taylor,  the 

ide."     Its  sign  was  an  Atlas  l>earin((  a  globe.     It  was 

I  St.  Peter's  day,  June  29,  IU13.     "  And  a  marvaile  and 

•ays  Sir  Kalph  VV'inwood  in  his  Metnoriali,  "  that  the 

taring  but  tiro  littU  Hoon  to  got  out." 

latiuu  uf  this  fire  is  exceedingly  interesting.     "Now,  to 

C  irvill  entertain  you  at  the  present  with  what  hath  hap. 

nlu  side.     The  King's  players  hod  a  new  plav,  called 

me  principal  pieues  of  the  rai)^  of  Henry  8,  which  wa* 

■rdinary  circumstances  of  pomp  and  mujesty,  even  tu  the 

mights  of  tliu  order,  with  their  Georges  and  garters,  the 

Bred  coats,  utid  the  like:  sultidcnt,  in  truth,   u-ithin  a 

y  familiar,  if  not  ridiculous.    Now.  King  Henry  making 

Vooltey's  house,  and  certain  canons  being  shot  oifat  bis 

ir  other  stuff  wherewith  one  of  ihem  were  stopped,  did 

being  thought  nt  first  but  an  idle  smoak,  and  their  eyes 

r,  it  kini!le<l  inwardly,  and  ran   round  like  a  train,  con> 

I  hour  the  whole  house  to  the  vury  ground. 

iodofthut  verttious  fnbrique.  wherein  nothing  did  perisli 

few  forsaken  cloaks  ;  only  one  man  had  his  breedies  set 

s  have  broyled  him  if  he  had  not,  by  the  benefit  of  a 

with  bottle^ale.     The  rot  when  we  meet." — Reliquia 

,  hoping  to  fix  the  stigma  of  effeminacy  on  his  brother 

arlliorough  tlmt  oueuf  his  generals  had  trept  at  the  tra> 
msly  was  he  disuppoiuted  when  that  renuiviied  warrior 
will  fight  none  the  worse  for  it," 

being  asked  in  the  hnuw  of  a  titled  lady  from  what  his- 
rting,  answered,  "  the  only  one  i  have  ever  read — Shak- 

■e  in  friendship ;  "Friendship  is  hut  a  word.  I  love  no 
hers  ;  Jui>eph.  perhaps,  a  little.  StiSI,  if  I  do  love  him, 
I  is  the  eldest  of  us.  Duroc !  Ves,  Aim  I  certainly 
icier  suiU  me  :  he  i&  cold,  severe,  unfeeling  ;  and  then. 
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THE  OLD  HARPER'S  SONG. 

So^&ekvp!  strike  ^Iffe!— Ah!  die  Bfinstrd  it  old ; 
The  6mw*  of  h»  hwiMiig  aie  rtsj  nigfa  told ; 
Tct  Saafapere,  tmux  ShakuMC !  thy  name  shall  expire 
O*  kis  cold  ifuw'twf  tips— &iind  the  harp  I  strike  the  Ijie! 

Is  Moaie  warn  thw  when  his  harp  be  first  Strang, 
Asd  &o«  «cn  te  eailiest  soof  that  he  sni^ ; 
Nov  feeUe  aad  twMiwg  his  hand  siveeps  the  wire- 
Be  ^hiae  its  last  aoae ! — Soand  the  haip !  strike  the  lyiel 

I  Nv  wander'd  ohtu  ridhes  and  poTotj  dwdl ; 

^'i^  all  bst  ^e  sordid  dij  tame  was  a  spell. 

Lowe,  pirr,  and  joy^  in  each  bowMn  beat  higher ; 

Rape.  ■■diifiT,  despair! — Sonod  the  harp !  strike  the  lyre  I 

TW  socnes  of  thj  trimnphs  are  paas'd  as  a  dream ; 
Bat  sxiil  dows  in  beannr,  sweK  Atoo — thy  stream. 
Still  rues  mi^enc  that  heii  en-pointed  spire, 
TKamfdeaadtoasb!— Sonndthehnip!  strike  the  lyre ! " 

"  GentkaMH."  said  Unde  Timoliij,  and  his  eye  glistened  and  hi* 
Kp  tnoihled.  **  die  old  niiiutrei  must  not  depart  hence  without  s  ftD 
mirsr  and  a  plcntiAiI  scrip.  But  fii«t  to  bespeak  him  the  bestbed 
Uiat  this  boitririe  aibcds,  and  compoand  a  loring  cap  to  mm  In* 
hccrt  as  be  bath  wanned  oars.  For  mjadf,  I  never  was  to  mored 
br  moar  before.  This  cfaimnej-comer  shall  be  his  harp's  reitmg' 
place  for  the  night,  as  perchance  it  hath  been  of  many  long  ntf* 
silent  and  uiutrung." 

Hie  middle-aged  eentJeman  rose  to  asber  in  the  minstrel ;  ho^^ 

Eaused  as  the  same  narp  and  Toice  were  again  attuned,  bat  tD  ^ 
velier  measore. 

-THE  PEDLAR'S  PACK. 

'*  Needles  and  pins !     Needles  and  pins  I 
Lads  and  lasses,  the  fiur  begins ! 
Ribboos  and  laces 
For  sweet  smiling  foces ; 
Glasses  for  quiixen ; 
Bodkins  and  scissan ; 
Baubles,  my  dears. 
For  TOur  fingers  and  ears ; 
Sneeshing  for  sneexers ; 
Toothpicks  and  tweexen ; 
Garlands  so  gay 
For  Valentine's  day ; 
Fans  for  the  pretty; 
Jestt  for  the  witty ; 
Songs  for  the  many 
Three  yards  a  penny ! 
I  'm  a  jolly  gay  pedlar,  and  bear  on  ray  back. 

Like  my  belters,  my  fortune  through  brake  and  through  briar ; 
I  shuflle,  I  cut,  and  I  deal  out  my  pack  ; 
And  when  I  play  the  knave,  'tis  for  you  to  play  higher  I 
In  default  of  a  scrip. 
In  my  pocket  I  slip 
A  good  fat  hen,  lest  it  oie  of  the  pip ! 
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II. 


When  my  crt-atn  I  Itave  sipp'd. 
And  my  liquor  I  've  lipp'a, 
ive  be€ii,  like  my  syllabub — tthipp'd. 
>edlar'«  back  is  as  broad  as  it 's  Ion:;, 
is  conscience,  and  so  is  bis  song  I  " 

•US  !  "  said  Uncle  Timothy,  "  with  the  harp  of 
very  of  Autolicus.  But  we  must  have  him  in, 
store  of  ballads  he  hath  in  his  budget." 
cond  time  ;  but  was  anticipated  by  the  Squire 
■d,  crying,  "  Largess  !  gentles,  largess  !  for  the 
•  Stratford-upon-Avon." 

iking  this  demand  was  enveloped  in  a  large, 
lat  had  evidently  passed  through  several  gcnc- 
II  it  descended  to  the  shortest.  His  complexion 
winess,  through  which  shone  dirtine.'^s  visible ; 
tified  with  a  huge  pair  of  sable  mustachios,  and 
cely  with  a  bushy  imperial.  His  eyes,  peering 
mmed  slouched  beaver,  were  intelligent,  and 
dumour.  His  voice,  like  his  figure,  was  round 
he  doBed  his  hat,  a  shock  of  coal-black  wiry 
!,  and  rendered  hig  features  still  more  obscure. 
Harper,"  cried  Uncle  Timothy,  after  viewing 
lar  character,  "  what  other  Fittes,  yet  unsung, 
:lget?" 

md  conceited  infinity ! "  replied  the  minstreL 
t;  Nutmegs  for  Nightingales .'  a  Fardle  of  Fan- 
Ounces  Of  the  Oi/le  of  Lpisrams  ;  a  Balade  of  a 
K  for  saying  of  masse,  as  1  suppose  ;  a  most  plea- 
Ht  GrisseU;  a  merry  new  Swig  how  a  Brewer 
per  cuckold,  and  how  dcere  the  Brewer  paid  for 
r  newe  Ballad  intituled  the  pinnyngqfthe  Basket; 
tqfFooles  ;  a  Ditlt/  delightful  of  Ahtther  Walkin's 
wayed,  though  counted  a  tale;  and  A  prettie  nen 

The  crowe  sits  upon  tlie  wall, 
Plctiie  one,  and  pltate  all ! ' 

Y  Dick  Tartton  !'     Were  it  meet  for  you^  most 


*  Tarltmi'i  Toys  "  (we  Thomw  Nwh"*  «  Terrors  of  tho 
ippeared  in  1686.  He  bad  koiii«  »hare  in  the  rxt«mporal 
lly  Sins."  In  1578,  John  Allde  IiEid  a  license  to  pulili.th 
bi»  unlixiked-for  itreat  snowt'."  In  1570,  the  same  John 
idjoyning  tintn  Saint  Mildred's  Church  in  the  Pulirye," 
■ntahlB  and  W'ofull  Disrnurs  of  the  Fierce  Fluds,  whiche 

Shire,  in  Lincoln  Shire,  nnil  in  many  other  Placet,  with 
p  and  other  Cattei,  the  flih  of  October,  1670."  We  are 
e  black>letter  ballad,  written  by  Tartton.  It  has  a  wood> 
ho  full  court  costume  of  the  time,  holding  in  her  right 

A  prettie  newe  BolUd,  Intytuled  -. 

Tho  crowe  sits  vpon  the  wall, 

I'leose  one  and  please  all, 
the  tune  of,  Please  one  and  please  all, 
■  Henry  Kyrkham,  dwelling  at  tlie  little  North  doore  of 
he  blacke  Boy." 
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reverend  and  rich  citisiens,  to  bibo  with  a  poor  ballad-monger,  I 
would  crave  your  honours  to  pledge  with  oie  a  cup  to  his  merry 
memory." 

"Meet!  "quoth  Uncle  Timothy.  "Grnmercy!  Dick  Tarlton  is 
meal,  ay,  and  drink  too,  for  the  best  wit  in  Chnstendom,  past,  pre- 
sent, and  to  come !  Thy  calling,  vagrant  though  it  be,  shall  not 
stand  in  the  way  of  a  good  toast.  What  say  you,  my  friends,  to 
a  loving  cup  with  the  harper,  to  Dick  Tarlton,  and  Merrie  Eng- 
land? " 

The  cup  went  round  ;  and  as  the  harper  brushed  his  lips  after  the 
spicy  draught,  so  did  his  right  mustachio ) 

Uncle  Timothy  did  not  notice  this  peculiarity. 

"Might  I  once  more  presume  on  my  nuble  masters,"  said  the 
harper.     "  I  would  humbly " 

"  Thou  art  Lord  of  Misrule  for  to-night,"  replied  Uncle  Timothy. 
••  Go  on  presuming." 

"The  memory  of  the  immortal  Twenty-nine,  and  their  patron, 
iBoly  Saint  Thomas  of  Canterbury  !  "     And  the  minstrel  bowe<l  hit 
bead  lowly,  crossed  his  hands  over  hi.<!  breast,  and  rising  to  his  harp, 
struck  a  chord  that  made  every  bosom  thrill  again. 

"  Thy  touch  hath  a  finish,  and  thy  voice  a  harmony  that  betoken 
cultivation  and  science." 

As  the  middle-aged  gentleman  made  this  observation,  the  mus- 
tachio that  had  taken  a  downward  curve  fell  to  the  ground  ;  its 
companion  (some  conjuror's  heir-loom,)  played  at  follow  my  leader; 
and  the  solitary  imperial  was  left  alone  in  its  glory. 

The  harper,  to  hide  his  confusion,  hummed  Lodoiska. 

Uncle  Timothy,  espying  the  phenomenon,  fixed  his  wondering 
eyes  full  in  the  strange  man's  face,  and  exclaimed,  "  Who,  and 
what  art  thou  ?  " 

"  I  'm  a  palmer  come  from  the  Holy  Land."     {Singing.) 

"  Doubtless !  "  replied  Uncle  TimotUy.  "  A  palmer,  I  take  it,  of 
travellers'  tales  upon  such  ignoramuses  as  will  believe  them.  Why, 
that  mysterious  budget  of  thine  contains  every  Mack-lctter  rarity 
that  Captain  Cox*  of  Coventry  rejoiced  in,  and  bibliomaniacs  sigh 
for.     Who,  and  what  art  thou  ?  " 


Tu'1um''(  irifa,  Kale,  was  a  ahr«»  ;  and,  if  his  own  epigram  be  tooth,  a  qutan 
into  the  bargain. 

"  Woe  to  thee,  TaritoD,  that  ever  thou  were  bom. 
Thy  wife  haih  made  thee  a  cuckold,  and  thou  mutt  wear  the  horn : 
What,  and  if  the  bath  ?     Am  I  a  whit  the  won«  ? 
She  kaept  me  like  a  gentleman,  with  moiier  in  my  purse.'" 

He  «aa  not  always  «o  endnring  and  Complaisant :  for  on  one  occaaion,  in  a  (torm, 
he  proposed  to  lighten  the  ressel  by  throwing  his  Udy  overboard  ! 

'  Laneham,  in  hi*  Arronnt  of  the  Quern's  Entertainment  at  Killingworth  Cas- 
tle, ISi&.  rrpretentu  this  military  mason  and  hibliomnniac  as  "  marching  on  vali- 
antly More,  clean  tru»t,  mid  ganered  aUive  the  knw,  all  fresh  in  a  velret  cap, 
floiirikliing  with  his  Ion  swurd  ;"  and  describing  a  procetsion  of  the  Covtnhy  men 
in  oelebrmtiuti  of  "■  ■•'  T-  -^<1ay,  ho  intruditcet  "  Fyrst,  Captain  Ctur,  an  nd  man  I 
pfOOkia  yoo ;  by  ,  i  mason,  and  that  right  skilfuil ;  \ery  running  in  fens, 

and  hardy  as  C«  ■'■  ton-sword  liaugs  Ht  liix  tabhs  eend  ;  great  orenight 

hath  ha  in  matien  ot  storic :  for  ax  f(ir  King  Arthurs  iMHik.  //uon  0/  Uurdtaut.  the 
ftMur  siin*  of  Aynon,  Bev$t  of  Hampbmy  the  Siptytt  of  lo  degree,  the  Kmght  of 
Cewlcqr,  the  FTirfo  Edfftk,  the  fifty  and  the  Tanner,  KMnhood,  Adam  B*l,  CUm 
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should  turn  out  to  be  some  eccentric  noble- 
JT  odd  fish  of  an  amateur,  collecting  musical  tri- 

',— or,  suppose " 

thy  supposes  !  "  cried  the  impatient  and  satiri- 

ncU  Timothy  !  "  Here,  with  the  quickness  and 
ised  mimic,  the  voice  was  changed  in  an  instant, 
wig  thrown  off,  the  bushy  imperial  sent  to  look 
:achios,  the  thread- bare  camlet  cloak  and  rusty 
d  the  chaffing,  quaffing,  loud-laughing  laureat  of 
confessed  under  a  stucco  of  red  ochre ! 
such  a  mountebank  varlet !  "  shouted  the  raid- 
holding  fast  his  two  sidej.  "  And  d  'ye  think," 
h  unctuous  humour  of  Jack  Fjtlstaff, — "  d  'ye 
you  ?  " 

the  Castle  did  the  true  Prince ! "  replied  3Ir. 
ed  close   upon   your   skirts,   and   dogged   you 

,py !  •• 

old  clothesman,  provided  my  mendicant  ward- 
lent  the  harp,  which  belongs  to  an  itinerant  rau- 
lia  parlour  company  with  sweet  sounds.  I  in- 
Timothy,  to  surprise  and  please  you." 
enjamin,  (for  'tis  useless  to  deny  it,)  thou  host 
irprised  and  pleased  f "  And  drawing  nearer, 
tice,  he  added,  "When  sick  and  sorrowful,  sing 
song.  When  unkindness  and  ingratitude  have 
1  thou  only  art  left  to  smooth  my  pillow,  and 
ne  that  old  harper's  song ! 

lake  me  pass  th«  cup  of  anguish  fay, 
b  the  blest,  nor  know  titat  I  had  died.'" 

tie-Britain  hurried  out  of  the  room,  at  he  said, 

e  red  paint  off  his  face.    But  a  flood  of  tears  had 

office  ere  he  reached  the  spring. 

Jollyboy,  to  plot  against  me  in  conjunction  with 

*w,  and  that  Israelitish  tatterdemalion  retailer 

.  Moses  t  "  cried  the  satirical-nosed  gentleman, 

aceal  his  emotion  under  a  taking-to-task  frown 

5  and  ludicrous. 

ed  all  confusion  and  cutlets. 

:pect  to  go  when  you  die  ?  " 


n  of  CloruUley,  tbe  tVife  lapt  in  a  MortU  Skm,  the  Sak 
nminif,  and  llie  Nutbrown  Maid, 
•  •  •  • 

n  heer,  what  a  bnndi  of  Ballets  and  Sonf^  all  aundent ; 
So  Wo  \z  me  began,  trolt/  In,  Over  a  Wliinttj/  Meg,^  Hiy 
m  a  greeny  Afy  Kony  on  gave  me  a  bek,  Bt/  a  bank  at  I  lag  -. 
tiath  fair  wrapt  up  in  parchment,  and  hound  with  a  whip 
iiger  heerin,  I  dare  »ay  he  hnth  as  fur  &  libmry  for  tbeez 
r>dly  manumenCs  both  in  prose  and  poetry,  and  at  after 
nihout  book,  ax  ony  inholder  betwixt  Brainford  and  Bag- 
he  bt." 

L   2 
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"Where  Uncle  Timothy  goei,  and  'je  nit conlent ,' »s  the  Fr«nch. 
man  said  to  not  half  so  dainty  a  dish  of  gmokin^-hot  Scotch  collopa 
as  I  have  the  honour  to  »et  before  you,"  And  Mr.  JoHyboy  breath- 
ed, or  rather  puffed  again. 

"  Alas !  alas !  "  groaned  the  middle-aged  gentleman,  "  the  rogue's 
cramp  sayings  have  infected  even  ray  taciturn  host  of  the  Tabard  !  " 

The  cloth  was  laid  as  if  by  mjigic,  and  the  odoriferous  dish  depo- 
sited. 

"  Soh !  Bosky's  himself  again  1  "     And  the  laureat, 

"  Neat,  trimly  drest, 
Fresh  as  a  brideg^room,"  and  bis  face  dvw  wosHd, 

entered,  and  with  his  usual  urbanity  did  the  honours  of  the  supper- 
Uble. 

The  Scotch  collops  having  been  despatched  with  hearty  good  will, 
Uncle  Tim<ithy  restricted  our  future  libations  to  one  single  bowl. 
"And  mind,  Benjamin,  onlif  one  I"  This  was  delivered  with  pecu- 
liar emphasis.  ]\Ir.  Bosky  bowed  obedience  to  the  behest :  and,  as  a 
nod  is  as  good  as  a  wink,  he  nodded  to  Mr.  Jollyboy,  who  look  the 
hint  and  the  order. 

The  bowl  was  brought  in,  brimming  and  beautiful,  with  roasted 
crabs  hissing  on  its  oily  surface :  and  it  was  five  good  acts  of  a 
comedy  to  watch  the  features  of  Uncle  Timothy.  He  first  gated  at 
the  bowl,  then  at  the  landlord,  then  at  the  laureat,  then  at  us,  and 
then  at  the  bowl  again  ! 

"  Pray,  Mr.  Jollyboy,"  he  inquired,  "  call  you  this  a  bowl,  or  a 
cauldron  ?  " 

Mr.  Jollyboy  solemnly  deposed  as  to  its  being  a  real  bowl ;  the 
identical  bowl  in  which  six  little  Jollyboys  at  sundry  times  and 
divers  periods  had  been  christened. 

"Is  It  your  intention,  Sir.  Jollyboy,  to  christen  vt  too.*  Let  it 
be  tipplers,  then,  mine  host  of  the  Tabard  !  " 

"  As  to  the  christening,  Uncle  Timothy,  thai  would  be  nothing 
wry  much  out  of  order — seeing 

That  some  great  poet  says,  I  'II  ukc  my  oatli, 
BCaa  is  an  infant,  but  of  laiger  growtli. 

"  Berides,"  argue<I  Mr.  Bosky,  Socratically,  "  the  dimensions  of 
the  bowl  were  not  in  the  record  ;  and  as  I  thought  we  should  be  too 
many  for  a  halfcrown  sneaker  of  punch " 

"  Vou  thought  you  would  be  too  many  for  me  !  And  so  you  havr 
Iwcn.  Sit  down,  Mr,  Jollyboy,  and  help  us  out  of  this  dilemma  of 
your  and  Benjamin  Bosky's  brewing.  Take  a  drop  of  your  own 
physic." 

ilr.  Jollyboy  respectfully  intimated  he  would  rather  do  that  than 
break  his  arm  ;  and  took  his  seat  at  the  board  accordingly. 

"  But,"  said  Uncle  Timothy,  "  let  us  have  the  entire  dramalit  jitr^ 
toiUB  of  the  Ijarper's  interlude.  \We  are  minus  his  groom  of  the  stole. 
Send  our  compliments  over  the  way  for  IMr.  Moses." 

Mr.  Moaes  was  summoned,  and  he  sidled  in  with  a  very  high 
■tock,  with  broad  pink  stripes,  and  a  very  low  bow  —  hoping  "de 
gentlrmensh  vash  quite  veil." 

"  Still,"  cried  Mr.  Bosky,  "  we  are  not  aU  mustered.    The  harp  1" 
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.ureat  "  with  flying  fingers  touch'd  the"  wires, 
lie  Timothy,  for  which  the  musical  bclU  of  St. 
re  is  just  time."  He  then  struck  the  instrument 
Uihe  middle-aged  gentleman  sang  with  appro- 

~      "THE  TABARD. 

I !  those  time-hoDouT'd  timbers  of  thine, 
Igrinis  ride  forth  to  St,  Thomas's  shrine  ; 

When  the  good  wife  of  Bath 

Shed  a  light  on  their  path, 
uire  told  his  tale  of  Cambuscan  dirine. 

arem  th'  alarum  shrill  chanticleer  crew, 
>  thy  host  and  his  company  too  ; 

The  knight  rein'd  his  steed, 

And  a, '  Gentles,  God  speed  1' 
)f  the  miller  right  merrily  blew. 

e  OD  that  roomlDg  a  halo,  a  ray, 

1 1  round  Uiee,  that  shall  ne'er  pass  away; 

When  the  fam'd  Twenty-Nine 

At  the  glorified  shrine 
irtyr  went  forth  to  repent  and  to  pray. 

ts  have  roU'd  since  tliat  bright  April  morn, 
>ps  of  the  shrine  holy  palmers  have  worn, 

As,  weary  and  faint, 

They  Itneel'd  to  their  saint — 
ill  time  shall  in  memory  be  borne. 

1 !  old  Tabard  1  thy  pilgrims  are  we  1 
lUtiful  shrine  has  the  Bard  made  of  thee  t 

When  a  ruin's  thy  roof, 

And  thy  walls,  massy  proof — 

they  adoni'd  erer  hallow'd  shall  be." 
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wirrtR  far  than  swallow's  flight. 
Homeward  o'er  the  twilight  lea, 

wifter  than  the  morning  light 
Flashing  o'er  the  pathless  sea, 

earesti  in  the  lonely  night, 
Mem'iy  flies  away  to  thee ! 

tronger  far  than  is  desire. 
Firm  as  truth  itself  can  be; 

leeper  than  earth's  central  fire, 
Boundless  as  the  circling  sea ; 

et  as  mute  as  broken  lyre 
Is  ray  love,  dear  wife,  for  thee ! 

weeter  far  than  miser's  gain. 
Or  than  note  of  fitme  can  be, 

nto  one  who  long  in  vain 
Trtads  the  paih  of  chivalry — 

,ce  ray  dreams,  in  whith  again 
My  fond  arms  encircle  thee  ! 
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"  Bbttv  !  —  Betty  ! "  shrieked  Mrg.  Jenks  at  the  top  of  her  voice 
and  the  little  staircase  of  a  one-pair  house,  situated  in  a  draught- 
board sort  of  square  in  the  vicinity  of  Stepney — "  Betty,  I  say  ! " 

*•  Yes,  mum,"  answered  the  girl,  who  was  on  her  knees,  sedulous- 
ly employed  in  giving  the  narrow  flight  what  Mrs.  Jenks  termed  a 
"  lick  and  a  promise." 

"  What  are  you  about  ?  " 

"  A-finishing  these  stairs,  mum,"  replied  Betty. 

"Bundle  off  with  the  '  traps  '  directly,  and  slip  off  I  hat  blue  apron 
in  a  jiffy  ;  for,  as  I'm  alive,  there's  them  Browns  just  come  out  of 
the  milk-shop,  and  arc  making  for  the  house.  Provoking  that  they 
should  drop  in  on  a  cleaning  day,  above  all  other  days  in  the  year. 
This  comes  o'  asking  people  '  any  day  ! '     And,  I  say,  Betty." 

"  Yes,  mum." 

"  Show  'em  into  the  parlour,  d'ye  hear ;  and  say  as  your  missus  is 
a-dressing." 

"  Werry  well,  mum,"  said  Betty,  and  scuttled  away,  like  a  dry 
leaf  before  an  autumnal  wind. 

Back  to  her  bedroom  rushed  Mrs.  Jenks,  where  her  first  care  waa 
to  shake  and  arrange  the  curtains  of  the  bed  and  windows,  and  to 
spread  a  snow-white  Alarseilles  quilt  over  the  bed.  Next  came  forth 
her  holiday  cap,  with  its  gay  ribands,  from  a  band-box  ;  her  "  bit  o' 
black  silk," as  she  designated  an  useful  gown,  which  had  seen  two  or 
three  years'  service  on  great  occasions,  and  been  carefully  reposing 
in  lavender  for  the  last  three  months ;  a  pair  of  black  silk  hose, 
tvith  cotton  tops,  shoes  to  match ;  and,  lastly,  a  stiff-starched  habit- 
shirt. 

With  the  celerity  of  lightning  she  reviewed  her  stock,  when  her 
smile  of  satisfaction  at  the  display  was  suddenly  checked,  and  with 
a  trembling  step  and  hand  she  rushed  to  the  landing,  and  impatient- 
ly summoned  her  bustling  handmaid,  who  was  busily  occupied  in 
putting  the  "  things  "  to  "  rights  in  the  front  parlour." 

"  Betty,  I  say  !     Is  the  girl  deaf?  "  (tamping  with  rage. 

"Here  I  am,  mum." 

"  Sly  best '  front,'  Betty  !  —  in  the  parlour  cupboard.  Be  quick  I 
My  goodness,  if  the  people  won't  be  here  I  " 

"  Which  parlour,  mum  ?  " 

"The  front." 

"  In  which  parlour,  mum  ?  " 

"  You  stupid  fool !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jenks  ;  "  was  ever "  and 

in  the  next  moment  she  had  flown  down  the  short  and  narrow  flight, 
and  almost  overturning  the  half-bewildered  girl,  brushed  into  the 
front  parlour  to  execute  lier  own  errand.  The  door,  however,  was 
lockea!  This  was  really  vexatious,  for  Mrs.  Jenks  was  compelled 
to  mount  a  chair,  and  snatch  the  key  from  tlie  top  of  the  looking- 
glass,  and  discover  the  secret  hiding-place  to  the  menial. 

But  there  was  no  time  for  reflection  ;  she  pounced  upon  the  long 


d  only  been  returned  that  morning  from  the 
ad  just  scudded  away  to  her  dormitory  when  a 
lie  street-door  announced  that  her  viaiters  had 

b>e  sure  —  dear  me !  "  soliloquized  Mrs.  Jenks, 
■ler  ablutions.  "  That  Airs.  Hrown  is  such  a 
She'll  be  poking  her  nose  into  every  comer  of 
t,  and  turning  up  the  table-cover,  I  dessay,  to 
y  ;  and  that  lazy  baggage  has  not  black-leaded 

Fi,  I  declare.  Well,  if  people  will  pop  in  upon 
hion,  they  must  put  up  with  what  they  find  ; 
Plague  take  the  people ! " 
all  these  troublesome  reflections,  she  managed 
Ihings  in  an  unusually  short  space  of  time,  al« 
Wf  "  she  put  both  her  stockings  on  the  wrong 
bndry  of  her  "  best  mixed  "  pins,  and  snapped 

completed  her  hasty  toilet,  and  taken  a  last, 
it  the  glass,   she  advanced  to  the  head  of  the 
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cnock  p  "  inquired  Mrs.  Jenks. 

'8.  Brown,  mum." 

id  Mrs.  B.  from  the  parlour,  for  the  thin  portl- 

,ct "  house  allowed  every  word  of  the  colloquy 

tat  a  fool  you  are,  Betty !)     Do  walk  up,  Mrs. 

ke  off  your  things.     Don't  stand  upon  any  cerc- 

iend." 

t  ce-re-mony,"  said  Mr.  Brown,  who  had  been 

linds,  and  admiring  the  rurality   of  the   dust- 

"  Square,"  accompanying  his  pleasant  thoughts 
lar  Air. 

was  of  rather  a  "  dowdy  "  figure  —  in  fact,  a 
f  "  It  'a  as  broad  as  it 's  long," —  now  made  her 
5  staircase,  to  the  imminent  danger  of  the  slen- 
J  balustrades,  with  a  whity-brown  paper  parcel, 

op- 
ened to  drop  in  upon  yoD,  and  here  we  are  at 

»n. 

Ud  to  see  you,  I  'ra  sure,"  replied  Mrs.  Jenks. 

deasure.     Come  in." 

re  looking,  my  dear,"  remarked  Mrs.  Brown, 

with  the  "  flustration  "  of  the  varnish  of  yeJlow- 

physiognomy  did  bear  a  strong  resemblance  to 

rude  health.     "  And  reully  I  du  like  your  new 

le  sitiwation  is  so  werry  pleasant," 

e  two  ladies  entered  upon  a  discussion  touching 

liences.     Mrs.  Jenks  informing  Mrs.  Brown  tliat 

nns,  and  a  lean-to,  forming  a  comfortublc  kitchen 

)  with  such  a  delightful  range  ;  and  a.  yard  (five 

drying  the  clothes  in  ;  and  indeed  every  comfort 

that  a  small  family  could  reasonably  desire ;  her 
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amiable  visiter,  all  the  while,  interlardtn£»  the  comniunication  >*'itli 
sundry  "  delightfuls,"  "how  agreenbles,"  and  *•  excellenls,"  that  at 
last  the  two  gossips  worked  themselves  wp  into  such  a  aocial  and 
engrossing  contabulation  that  the  poor  man  in  the  parlour  was  al- 
most forgotten. 

Aleunwliile  Mrs.  B.  was  unbonnetting,  and  arranging  her  attire  at 
the  glass. 

"  What  a  fright  I  do  look  ! "  exclaimed  she,  alternately  turning 
one  »ide  of  her  face,  and  then  the  other,  and  anon  thrusting  her 
"  snubby  "  nose  straightforward  at  the  faithful  mirror. 

"Well.  I  'm  sure  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Jenks,  smiling;  but  she  did  not 
say  whetlier  »he  was  sure  her  friend  was  right  or  wrong  in  her  as- 
sertion. "  That 's  a  sweet  pretty  caj),"  continued  Mrs,  Jenks,  "  flop- 
ping" upon  a  chair,  and  gazing  admiringly  at  her  head-gear. 

"  Have  you  not  seen  it  afore  ?  "  said  Mrs,  B.  indifferently  ;  which, 
it  must  be  confessed,  was  a  sort  of  "  fib  "  on  the  part  of  the  lady,  as 
it  implied  she  ha<l  had  the  "  article  "  some  time,  whereas  she  had 
oidy  purchased  it  at  a  fashionable  shop  in  "  S'or'ditch "  that  very 
morning. 

"  Excuse  me  taking  notice,"  pursued  Mrs.  Jenks,  "  but  that  drcu 
is  so  werry  ilegant.     You  really  have  tuch  taste.     Is  it  a  cholUs?  " 

"  Lauk !  no,  ray  dear,  a  chintz." 

"  Well,  to  be  sure,  now,  at  a  little  distance  I  'm  certain  nobody 
could " 

"  That's  just  what  I  said,  when  the  young  man  at  Millington's 
throwed  it  on  the  counter.  I  was  struck  with  it  at  once,  jf  on'y 
went  in  to  buy  a  pair  o"  common  '  kid*  for  every  day,  but  I  no 
siMner  see  the  dre«s  than  I  makes  up  my  mind  to  have  it,  come  what 
would,  and  I  let  B.  have  no  peace  till  I  got  it,  I  can  tell  you." 

"  Did  Williams  make  it  >  " 

"  Williams  —  oh  !  no  —  no  more  Williams  for  me,  ray  dear ;  she 
charged  me  so  shamefully  for  trimmings  and  linings  ior  the  lost 
tiling  she  did  for  me,  that  I  've  done  with  her." 

"  Lor'.'  on'y  think  now;  and  such  a  customer  as  you've  been, 
too." 

"  Yes ;  I  've  B  notion  she  '11  find  out  her  mistake,"  said  Mrs.  B. 
with  much  importance.  "  But  there  's  some  people  as  never  knowa 
wliich  side  their  bread 's  buttered  ;  for  my  part " 

Here  a  "  nit-tat-iat !  "  at  the  door  announced  the  arrival  of  Mr. 
Jenk«,  and  put  an  end  to  the  conversation  of  the  ladies.  Mrs. 
Brown  declaring  that  the  sudden  knock  had  made  "  her  heart  al- 
most jump  into  her  mouth,"  bustled  after  Mrs.  Jenks,  and  followed 
her  friend  to  the  parlour. 

Betty  had  just  "  let  in  "  her  master,  and  the  whole  party  were  all 
standing  up  and  talking  togetlier,  nearly  fdling  the  little  band-box 
of  a  room. 

"Pray  sit  down,  and  make  yourselves  quite  at  home," entreated 
Jenks. 

"  Mrs.  B.  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Jenks,  )>ointing  significantly  to  a  chair. 

"No,  indeed!  that  is  your  chair,  I'm  sure.  P'r'apa  Mr.  Jenks 
likes  the  fire.     I  cant  think " 

"Come,  Poll,  make  yourself  less,"  interposed  Mr.  Brown,  And 
after  a  few  more  of  those  tedious  preliminaries  witJi  which  would- 
be-polite  people  plague  themselves  and  other  friends,  the  party  were 
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1  a  posture  as  accommodating  as  the  limits  of 

it. 

ity  clay  for  the  time  o'  year,"  observed  Mr. 

Mr.  Brown. 

fo  you  think  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Brown,  "  the  stingy 
iiralk  all  the  blessed  way.  But,"  says  I.  "we'd 
than  spile  a  dress,  and  (as  luck  would  have 
18  bullock-day,  and  I  shoidd  ha'  bin  frighted 
;s  to  have  trapes'd  through  Vhitechapel — so 

!  you  vimraen's  sich  fools!  "  remarked  Brown. 

be  afeard  on  now.  I  remember  ven  I  vus  a 
jr(there  noj  summatthen  to  be  scared  at,)  vy,  it 
^|g  for  every  shop  to  put  a  chain  across  their 
to  run  under.  And  vasn't  there  a  nice  scud- 
n  them  days!  my  eye!  Mondays  a-^ipecially. 
im  Spitalfields  used  for  to  come  out  vith  sticks, 
un  from  the  drove,  and  avay  they  'd  scamper, 

heels,  a-hollering  like  mad.  And  then  the 
:  'em  vith  ropes,  and  a  precious  lark  they  had  ; 

s  rare  fuss,  they  liked  the  sport  as  much  as 
irimest  fun  vos  ven  they  cotched  the  iianimal, 
le  at  night  vith  his  two  horns  tied.  And  vasn't 
ob  u  tag-rag  and  bob-tail,  that's  all!  But 
that  sort  now-a-days,"  continued  Brown.  "The 
them  'ere  new-fangled  notions,  has  broke  the 
t,  and  abridged  the  liberty  o'  the  subject.  I 
ome  to  next  ?  " 

lamentation  over  the  lost  pleasures  and  circum- 
of  the  British  subject,  with  a  sympathetic  ex- 
vot  indeed!  "  accompanied  by  a  shrug  of  the 
Fenks,  his  spouse  began  to  make  preparations 

you,"  said  she,  approaching  Mrs.  B.  who  was 
(•et  containing  the  tea  and  sugar. 
;,  my  dear,"  said  her  friend.  And  Mrs.  Jenks, 
ar,  in  order  that  the  prying  eyes  of  her  dear 
erve  that  the  "  cupboard  was  bare,"  dexterously 
canister  and  a  whity-brown  bag,  containing  the 
of  the  best  lump-sugar. 

sused  for  only  a  few  moments,  she  retreated  to 
I  by  the  earnest  hope  of  Mrs.  B.  that  she  would 
;  least  out  of  the  way  on  their  account. 
p  ensued  in  the  parlour,  which  in  about  a  quarter 
rupted  by  the  appearance  of  the  mistress  of  the 
e  lea-things,  and  followed  by  the  "girl"bear- 
!a-kettle,  and  a  large  plate  containing  several 
loflt.  each  about  an  inch  in  thickness,  which,  in 
dog  "or  a  "  footman,"  was  placed  on  the  hob, 
said  tea-kettle. 

omely  way,"  observed  Mrs.  J.  apologetically. 
t  —  I'm  sure,"  said  Mrs.  B. ;  while  her  ready 

"  Hume 's  home,  be  it  never  so  homely— Ilease 
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before  hetegance  I"  —  and,  "  Vot  'a  the  hodds,  so  long  as  jou  'r 
happy  ?  " 

Ami  then  they  all  laughed,  and  began  to  be  excee<lingly  merry. 

Seating  herself  at  the  tnble,  Mrs.  J,  in  due  form  inquired  of  her 

visiters  whether  they  took  milk  and  sugar,  although   having  been 

I  acquainted  with  them  for  the  last  ten  years,  it  might  be  reasonably 

I  supposed  that  she  was  well  acquainted  with  their  palates  in  this  par- 

'ticuiar. 

"  B ,"  s«id  Mrs.  Brown,  looking  hard  at  her  buaband,  and 

pointing  at  the  plate. 

He  obeyed  the  signal,  and  handed  round  the  toast. 

"Now  do  take  the  middle-piece,"  said  5Irs.  Jenks,  turning  to- 
wards her  friend,  and  dropping  the  lump  intended  for  her  husband's 
cup  into  the  slop-basin.  "  Dear  me  !  how  stupid  I  am,"  continued 
«hc.  Her  economy,  however,  reme<ljed  her  stupidity,  for  she 
promptly  "spooned  "  out  tlie  dissolving  sweets,  and  consigned  it  to 
I  the  destined  cup.  Having  duly  inquired  whether  the  tea  waa  to 
Uieir  liking— 

"  Hexcellent !  "  declared  Mr.  Brown. 

"  I  don't  know  how  it  is,"  said  Mrs.  B.  "  but  you  do  make  the  best 
dish  o'  tea  as  ever  I  tasted  anywheres." 

"  Glad  you  like  it,"  replied  Mrs.  Jenks.  "  I  always  make  it  a  rule 
to  allow  one  spoonful  a-piece  for  my  company  and  one  for  the  pot — 
^-that  'a  my  maxum— end  I  b'lieve  it 's  a  good  un." 

Having  discussed  the  "  hot  water,"  Jenks  proposed  to  his  old 
croney  his  favourite  game  of  cribbage,  to  which  Brown  acceding,  he 
'"  hunted  up  "  a  dirty,  well-thumbed  pack  of  cards,  the  angles  of 
which  were  considerably  rounded,  and  an  old  cribbage-board  with 
pegs  of  his  own  contrivance  ;  the  "  women  "  having  previously  de- 
clared that  they  could  amuse  "  theirselvcs"  with  a  social  chat.  And 
the  BroM'ns,  aAer  a  great  show  of  resistance  to  a  declaration  that 
they  must  positively  be  going,  having  at  last  consented  to  the  pro- 
posa]  of  Mrs.  Jenks,  that  they  should  take  their  "  bread  and  cheese" 
with  them  in  a  friendly  way,  the  ladies  retired  up  stairs,  leaving  the 
gentlemen  to  the  undisturbed  enjoyment  of  their  game. 

By  the  light  of  a  solitary  store-candle,  stuck  in  a  brass  candle- 
stick, Mrs.  Jenks  began  to  display  her  stock  of  finery  to  her  dear 
friend,  who  vowed  that  her  taste  was  worth  "any  money  ;"  for  her 
part,  she  could  not  conceive  how  she  contrived,  &c.  &c. 

One  piece  of  silk  alone  occupied  above  a  quarter  of  an  hour  of 
llieir  droughts  and  speech. 

Mrs.  Jenks  had  had  it  lying  in  her  "  drawers  "  for  the  last  three 
muntiis,  unable  to  make  up  her  mind  in  what  fashion  she  should 
have  the  dress  made  up.  She  was  really  puzzled.  "  Leg  of  mut- 
ton "  sleeves  were  quite  out,  and  "  Bishops  "  were  in,  and  unfortu- 
nately (he  had  not  enough  for  that,  and  could  not  match  it  any- 
where. 

"  Let  me  tee  whether  1  can  contrive  it  for  you,  my  dear,"  said 
Airs.  Brown,  ipreading  the  silk  upon  her  knee«.  "  How  many  yards 
are  there  ?  " 

"  Ten,"  replied  Mrs.  Jenks,  anxiously. 

"  Ten— dear  me  ! — no.  that  will  never  do.  It  'a  the  narrow  wedth, 
loo,  1  declare.  Four  yards  for  the  sleeves — one  for  the  body— «nd 
igaaiatu  nu;  1}  where '»  the  six  breadths  for  the  skirt  ?  " 
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dear  ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jenks. 
uld  look  horrid  skimping." 
now,  five,  with  a  stiff  cambric  lining,  would 

then  there 's  not  enough  even  for  that,"  replied 
must  allow  that  a  yard  for  each  breadth — oh  ! 
» !  " 

—very,"  said  Mrs.  Jenks,  emphatically, 
he  two  ladies  in  this  important  discussion,  that 
of  the  presence  of  Betty,  who  had  unnoticed 
was  standing  in  the  room  with  the  street-door 
arket-basket  in  the  other,  a  dirty  cotton  shawl, 
net,  with  faded  green  ribands,  over  a  smoky- 
gal  '  want  ?  "  pettishly  demanded  the  mistress, 
in  apparition. 

e  pork  is  all  gone,  so  I  've  brought  three  pound 
IS,  she  would  have  said,  but  was  timely  inter- 

you,  do,"  cried  Mrs.  Jenks,  hunting  the  menial 
"Excuse  me  a  minute,"  continued  she,  unwill- 
riend  to  turn  over  the  "  things "  in  the  open 
I  man  any  pork-cbups,  pray  ?  "  snappishly  de^ 
mif>tress. 

d  a  wcry  fine  line." 

rectly,"  said  she,  "  return  his  trash,  and  tell  him 
rt  out  of  the  middle,  d  'ye  hear  ?  " 

itinued  she,  lowering  her  voice,  "just  step  over 
Mrs.  Jenks's  compliraents,  and  has  a  few  friends 
in,  and  would  feel  most  particular  obleeged  if 
I  table-cloth  and  a  table-spuon  or  two,  as — as — 
ain't  brought  home  the  things.  Now,  are  you 
her  all  that  ?     Yoa  're  such  a  fool !  " 

!  '  George,'  and  tell  the  beer-boy  to  mind  and 
balf-and-half  at  nine  to  a  minute.     Now  trudge 

to  execute  her  multifarious  commissions,  and 
back  to  her  apartment  with  a  thousand  apologies 
•  friend  a-waiting. 

tupidity  of  these  servants,"  said  she,  "  does  rile 
ow.  For  my  part,  I  don't  know  what  'a  come  to 
blundering  on,  and  a-thinking  of  nothin'  in  the 
io  believe." 

ladies  proceeded  to  discuss  the  trimming  of  a  new 
:h  Jlrs.  Brown  declared  was  one  "  of  the  sweetest 
1  eyes  on  for  an  age." 

at  length  enveloped  in  tissue  paper,  consigned 
L,  and  stowed  away  under  the  bed,  Mrs.  Jenks, 
es,  turned  round,  and  observed  Mrs.  Brown 
tys  with  the  timmb  of  her  lei\  hand  just  below 

laimed  Mrs.  Jenks,  "  are  you  in  any  pain  ?  " 
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"On'y  a  spum,"  replied  Mrs.  Brown,  continuing  the  operation, 
and  biting  her  nether  lip.     "  It  '11  go  off," 

"  Do  take  a  little  somethink — now  do,"  said  Mrs.  Jenks, — "just  a 
drop  o'  peppymint ;"  and  proceeding  directly  to  the  corner-cupboard, 
ahe  drew  forth  a  Bmall  half-pint  bottle,  containing  about  a  quartern 
of  the  prescribed  medicine. 

After  much  pressing,  the  afflicted  lady  yielded  to  her  importu- 
nities. 

"  Well,  then,  the  smallest  taste  in  the  world — there — there,  that'll 
do,"  continued  she,  as  Mrs.  J.  poured  out  a  wine-glBS.s. 

"Come,  drink  it  up — I  insist,"  said  Mrs.  J.;  and  the  fair  sufferer 
having,  with  many  grimaces,  complied,  she  finished  the  bottle  her- 
self, declaring  that  she  felt  some  queer  "  symptoms,"  and  that  "  per- 
wention  was  better  than  cure  any  day  in  the  week." 

The  remetly  proved  most  efficacious,  and  the  two  gossips  now 
rattled  away  without  cessation  till  Betty  announced  that  supper  was 
ready. 

"  Come  along.  Why,  really  our  poor  dears  will  be  thinking 
we've  quite  forgotten  'em,"  observed  Mrs.  Jenks,  as  they  descended 
to  the  caenaculnm. 

Betty  had  certainly  done  wonders.  The  anxious  hostess  glanced 
her  eye  rapidly  over  the  table — Mrs.  Davis's  cloth  and  spoons  were 
there — and  she  smiled  complacently.  Cribbage  and  gin-and-water 
had  made  the  two  gentlemen  quite  animated,  and  they  were  both 
talking  away  very  loudly. 

The  "  quartett "  was  soon  arranged. 

"Shall  I  take  off  the  ' jackets ?'"  said  Jenks,  sticking  his  fork 
into  one  of  the  "  taters,"  which  were  served  up  in  their  primitive 
state. 

"  Allow  me,"  said  Mrs.  Jenks,  putting  a  huge  pork  chop  into  her 
friend's  platter.  "Mr. Brown,  do  you  like  it  well  done? — That,  I 
think,  will  suit  you.     Now  make  yourselves  at  home." 

"  By  your  leave,  I  '11  have  a  pull  at  the  half-and-half  afore  I  com- 
mences hoperalions,"  said  Mr.  Brown. 

"  Stay — do  have  a  tumbler." 

"  Thank'ye,  no ;  I  perfer  it  out  o'  the  pewter,"  answered  he  ;  and 
taking  the  "  quart "  in  his  band,  he  blew  aside  the  froth  of  the 
"  snow-cap'd  "  beverage,  and  took  a  "  pull  "  (as  he  termed  it)  that 
would  not  have  disgraced  a  pavior. 

The  demolition  of  the  savoury  viands  now  seriously  occupied  the 
undividwl  attention  of  the  party,  and  effectually  precluded  any  far- 
ther display  of  eloquence. 

"  I  do  really  think,"  said  i\Irs.  Jenks,  when  the  cloth  was  cleared, 
"  that  we  haven't  only  two  tumblers  in  the  house — (that  gal  breaks 
evcrythink).  You  and  me,  Mrs.  Brown,  must  '  hob  and  nob  "  toge- 
ther, and  the  men  must  mix  in  t'other." 

The  grog  was  soon  made  and  distributed  in  accordance  with  this 
amicable  arrangement. 

The  conversation  now  became  general,  but  not  interesting,  and 
Mr.  Brown,  having  tosseil  off  his  fourth  tumbler  of  toddy,  asked  his 
better  half  if  she  was  nut  thinking  '•  about  going." 

Mrs.  B.  in  consequence  of  this  hint  walked  off  Mrs.  J.  to  put  on 
her  "  things,"  and  wjw  »oon  in  readiness  to  depart. 

Mr.  Jenks  yawnetl,  and  looked  sleepy,  and  said  that  he  only  hoprd. 


'their  way,  that  they  would  drop  in  a  little 
claration  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  B.  that  "  she 
t«j>ent  such  a  pleasant  evening,"  and  sundry 
ueezes  of  the  hand,  and  needless  admonitions 
fl  up,  pray,"  from  the  hostess,  the  door  was 
}r8. 

1  glad  the  day 's  over  at  last ! "  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Kn  quite  exhausted  in  her  chair.  "I  wish 
;  into  their  heads  to  pop  in  upon  one  at  a  mi- 
way.  I  declare  they  've  so  upset  me,  I  shan't 
'eek.    Why,  Jenka  !  " 

e  man 's  asleep !  P'raps  when  you  've  woke 
to  bed.  Betty,  put  out  the  fires,  and  be  off. 
o  ^et  up  to-morrow,  you  know,  and  we  shall 
le." 

lese  final  orders,  and  uttered  this  regret,  she 
uiiced  out  of  the  room,  disgusted  at  the  want 
by  her  fatigued  and  half-muddled  husband. 


ilE  DANCIiNG-MASTER. 

IN   TRIP-LETS. 


with  pantaloons  ihat  lightly  lit, 
:iDg-master  round  the  ball-room  flit, 
just  like  a  puppy  with  a  kit  ! 

—what  bow-wows  on  two  legs  deliglit 
when  they  eet  a  kiiid  invite 
!  witli  little  ladies  all  in  while. 

it  he  deems  it  little  feet  to  train 
luch  steps  that  none  will  sue  in  vain 
ig  conquests  on  the  fair — ct plain.' 

ilture,  though  he  bean  no  sway, 
!s  not  if  the  potts  be  turn'd  to  clay, 
i(»/>-faclor  is  he  in  his  way. 

not  a  fig  for  figures  cares  the  blade, 
is  sums  are  by  his  figures  raade  ; 
of  figure  makers  in  the  trade. 

fe  through  cake  he  quickly  cuts  his  way — 
*s  not  a  first-rate  ;  but  who  'II  say 
:  a  first-rate  cutler  of  his  day  1 

I,  just  like  a  sailor,  he  's  preferr'd; 
:  a  boatswain  in  a  storm  when  heard, 
ihe  pumps  all  going  at  a  word. 

ces  are  his  study — lovely  Three  I 
:k  fair  Venus  oflspnng  of  the  sea ! 
e  the  Graces  must  Ihrec-dcckert  be! 
bese  fancies  nautical  I  'II  uww — 
ng-master  'tis  demands  the  stave— 
t  of  thufflert  I — but  no — not  a  knave. 

h  a  thought  would  touch  him  to  the  quick  ; 
>,  lie  'd  throw  his  tiddle  lo  old  Nick, 
imps  would  laugh  lo  see  his  fiddle— stick  1 
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RELiTlNC  THE  MCSDER  OP  THE  SECOND  VATB  &K0  jl  BOY,  BELOUe 
TO  THE  SHIP  TRITOK,  OP  BRISTOL,  CAPTArS  BUCKLE,  COMHANDO,  M 
THE  RIVER  DANGER,  OM  THE  COAST  OF  AFRICA  :  AND  TBB  ESCAFE  OV 
TWO  NCOBO  PRISONERS  FROM  ON  BOARD  TBS  SAHB  SHIP,  THEN  LnW 
IK  THB  RIVER  GABON.      JVLV,   1806. 

B7   O.    SXITB. 

•  •  •  •  Our  %-essel  then  lying  in  the  mouth  of  the  River  Danger, 
where  the  tide  at  ebb  and  flood  ran  like  a  mill-stream,  the  utgtO' 
traders  were  afraid  to  venture  so  far  from  shore  in  their  canon, 
especially  when  heavily  laden  with  ebony,  camwood,  or  ivory,  leit 
thej'  should  be  swamped,  or  driven  out  to  sea :  so  two  or  three 
of  the  principal  men  among  them  waited  upon  the  captain,  md 
requested  him  to  lend  them  our  pinnace,  by  means  of  which  tiic; 
could  with  ease  and  satety  bring  off  as  much  wood  in  one  voyajiir 
as  a  canoe  would  carry  in  six.  The  captain,  desiroui  to  complete  our 
lading  as  soon  as  possible,  that  we  might  leave  the  coast  before  the 
rainy  season  commenced,  agreed  to  their  request,  on  condition  titil 
one  of  the  traders  should  remain  on  board  as  security  for  the  ufc 
return  of  the  pinnace. 

They  cast  lots  which  it  should  be,  and  a  merry,  good-hunourvd 
fellow,  called  Captain  Andrews,  was  left  on  board,  while  the  othcn 
departed,  with  the  assurance  of  returning  the  next  morning  with* 
good  boat-load  of  wood. 

In  the  mean  time  Captain  Andrews  made  himself  perfectly  »I 
home  among  us,  strutted  abuut  the  deck,  dressed  in  a  scarlet-jacliH, 
nankeen  breeches,  (but  neither  shirt,  waistcoat,  shoes,  nor  stock- 
ings,) and  a  large  straw  hat ;  talked,  laughed,  smoked  his  pipe,  and 
dnnk  his  palm  wine  (contained  in  a  calabash  slung  round  his  neck), 
with  as  much  fashionable  ease  and  impudence  as  any  other  capUifl 
could  have  done,  who,  like  him,  only  owed  his  title  to  a  sciirkl* ' 
jacket.     But  his  gaiety  was  somewhat  checked  the  next  morning)  i 
when  his  two  companions  returned  in  a  canoe,  and  stated  that,  in 
consequence  of  their  unskilful  navigation,  and  the  pinnace  being 
heavily  laden,  they  had  run  her  aground  on  the  right  bank  of  ibe 
river,  and  could  not  get  her  off  without  assistance  from  the  ship. 
So  the  second  mate,  with  the  carpenter  and  a  boy,  were  despatchrdl 
in  the  jolly-boat,  accompanied  by  the  two  black  traders  in  thdrl 
canoe,  to  ascertain  what  damage  the  pinnace  had  sustained,  and  tai 
aasist  in  getting  her  afloat  again.     Poor  Captain  Andrews  was  verr 
much  concerned  at  this  accident,  and  rated  his  companions,  with 
great  vociferation  for  their  carelessness,  which  might  endanger 
personal  safety.     He  remained  in  a  state  of  the  most  ludicroui  i 
tress,  totally  unable  to  reply  to  the  nautical  witticisms  of  the  saile 
the  sarcastic  remarks  made  upon  the  unskijfolness  of  his  partnc 
anil  the  danger  he  himself  ran  of  being  taken  round  to  Gabon  Rii 
and  sold  for  a  slave  to  the  Frenchmen.     He  attempted  in  his 
barous  dialect,  to  defend  his  companions  ;  appealed  to  the  capt 
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:  very  grave  upon  the  occasion ;  endeavoured 
reless  indifTerence,  but  cast  many  an  anxious 
ieeni«d  to  measure  with  his  eye  the  distances 
the  shore.  The  return  of  the  jolly-boat  in 
jgencc  that  the  pinnace  had  not  suffered  more 
(irs*  work  would  repair,  removed  our  anxiety, 
drews  to  bis  usual  confidence  and  good  hu- 


^' 


ell  bas  struck,  the  watch  is  set, 
silence  reign  throughout  the  ship, 
le  seantan,  leaning  o'er  the  side, 
noon — tliinks  of  his  distant  home, 
ditty  that  his  SuMH  loved." 

loming  the  second  mate,  carpenter,  and  boy 
e  jolly-boat  to  repair  the  damage  done  to  the 
er  time  (twelve  o'clock)  the  mate  and  boy  re- 
e  carpenter  at  work.  The  captain,  however, 
I,  did  not  think  it  proper  the  carpenter  should 
he  therefore  ordered  the  mate  and  boy  to 
carpenter  their  assistance,  and  all  of  them  to 
nset.  I  was  struck  with  the  reluctance  with 
te  obeyed  these  orders :  he  came  below  into 
his  chest,  and  lifting  up  the  lid,  examined 
conscious  of  what  he  was  doing,  relocked  it, 
jf  putting  the  key  in  his  jacket-pocket,  when, 
t  it  to  me  (a  thing  he  was  not  in  the  habit  of 
atcbway,  and  so  over  the  side  into  the  boat, 
rd.  Poor  fellow  !  He  seemed  to  feel  a  pre- 
icholy  fate.  We  proceeded  with  our  work  as 
ilets  of  wood,  and  stowing  them  away  in  the 
ached,  and  we  knocked  oif  work  ;  but  still  no 
>}ight  came  on,  and  the  watch  was  set ;  but  no 
ems  in  the  shrouds  and  the  mizen  yard-arm, 
)Ut ;  but  the  boat  did  not  return.  Next  morn- 
alongside  with  the  carpenter,  the  two  black 
wood  ;  but  they  had  seen  nothing  of  thejolly- 
ve  become  of  them .''  "  was  a  question  we  were 
irselves.  All  was  doubt,  anxiety,  and  conjec- 
>een  imprudent,  and  indeed,  useless,  to  have 
comfjany  upon  such  an  inquiry  (though  they 
to  volunteer  for  such  a  purpose),  as,  being  in 
t  of  the  navigation  of  the  river,  they  might 
long  its  numerous  winding  creeks  :  and  in  the 
g  the  language,  they  were  neither  qualified  to 
;ence  from  the  natives.  In  this  dilemma,  our 
(Ts,  volunteered  his  services  to  go  with  his  two 
!  search  for  our  shipmates.  His  proposal!  being 
nstructed  to  make  inquiries  on  both  sides  of 
irards  to  those  who  would  assist  in  restoring 
,  amongst  them,  or  give  us  certain  intelligence 
Tiished  with  a  small  quantity  of  rum  and  to- 
mised  liberal  reward  for  themselves  if  they 
sion.    In  the  mean  time  the  natives,  continued 
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to  come  on  board,  iin<l  trude  with  ua  a»  usual ;  and  in  the  course  of 
the  day  we  learnt  from  them  a  report  that  the  mate  and  boy  were 
detained  at  a  fishing-town  up  the  river.  It  was  necessary  to  act  de- 
cisively upon  receiving  this  information,  and  the  Captain  accordingly 
determined  to  seize  on  two  or  three  of  the  natives,  and  keep  them 
u  hostages  for  the  safety  of  our  people.  Three  canoes  coming  down 
the  river  were  pointed  out  as  belonging  to  the  fishing-town  before 
mentioned,  and  it  was  thought  proper  to  make  the  attempt  upon 
them,  the  captain  giving  strict  orders  to  use  no  more  violence 
than  was  necessary,  and,  above  all,  to  avoid  bloodshed.  The  boat- 
swain and  five  of  the  most  resolute  of  the  crew,  got  down  the  star- 
board side  of  the  ship,  and  concealed  themselves  at  tlie  bottom  of 
the  pinnace  ;  and  when  the  canoes  came  alongside  we  held  them  in 
cunversation  at  the  larboard  gangway,  while  our  men  in  the  pin- 
nace, coming  round  under  the  stern,  attempted  to  surprise  them. 
The  negroes,  finding  themselves  attacked  at  such  a  disadvantage, 
did  not  attempt  resistance,  but  took  to  flight,  some  in  their  canoes, 
while  others  jumped  overboard,  dived  under  water,  and  swam  after 
their  friends. 

One  of  them  with  his  African  knife  or  dagger  stabbed  a  seaman 
in  the  arm ;  but  the  boatswain  struck  him  over  the  head  with  the 
tiller  of  the  rudder,  and  he  fell  overboard,  but  soon  recovered  him- 
self, and  swam  away  like  a  duck  after  his  companions,  who  took 
him  on  board,  and  they  were  all  out  of  sight  in  a  few  minutes. 
During  this  skirmish  I  was  much  amused  with  the  behaviour  of  tlie 
natives  on  board  ;  they  seemed  quite  delighted  with  the  idea  of  the 
attempt  to  be  made  upon  their  countrymen,  though  for  aught  they 
knew  it  might  end  in  their  destruction;  they  looked  over  tlie  side  of 
the  vessel,  endeavoured  to  animate  the  combatants  by  words  and 
gestures,  and  when  their  friends  took  to  flight  shouted  after  them, 
upbraiding  them  with  cowardice.  The  prisoners  we  had  t.<iken 
were  an  old  grey-headed  man,  and  his  son  ;  I  never  saw  horror  and 
affright  more  strongly  depicted  in  the  human  countenance  than  it 
was  in  theirs,  and  I  verily  believe  they  expected  nothing  but  in- 
stant death.  However,  we  did  not  keep  them  long  in  suspense,  for, 
being  questioned  by  our  trudcman,  it  was  found  they  were  ignorant 
of  the  loss  of  our  people,  and  did  not  even  belong  to  the  place  where 
they  were  reported  to  be  detained  ;  so  it  was  explained  to  them  that 
if  our  boat  and  people  returned  they  should  be  set  at  liberty  ;  but 
if  not,  they  would  be  either  hung  at  the  yard-arm,  or  sold  for  slaves ; 
and  with  this  consoling  assurance  they  were  chained  and  handcuffed, 
and  lowered  down  into  the  hold.  But  they  either  did  not  under- 
stand, or  did  not  believe  us,  for  the  lamentations  of  the  old  man 
and  his  son  over  each  other  were  so  piteous  that  I  could  not  help 
being  affected  by  it,  which  the  mate  perceiving,  d — d  me,  "  for  a 
anivelling  whelp  !  "  and  laid  a  rope's  end  over  my  shoulders.  I 
waa  obliged  to  submit  to  this  indignity  ;  but  in  my  own  mind 
I  swore  to  have  satisfaction  —  and  I  did.  All  the  next  day  we 
were  in  expectation  of  our  sable  friend.  Captain  Andrews,  and  many 
an  anxious  look  was  sent  up  the  river,  in  hopes  of  seeing  his  scar- 
let jacket.  At  three  o'clock  a  boy  in  the  mixentop  snng  out  that 
a  canoe  was  coming  down  the  river.  All  hands  were  instantly  on 
deck,  and  every  eye  turned  in  that  direction,  but  a  bend  in  the  riv«r 
hid  them  from  tlie  view  of  those  on  deck ;  so  some  mounted  into 
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da  to  get  a  sight  cjf  them.  At  length  a  canoe 
vas  seen  coming  round  a  point  of  land,  and 
Andrews  and  his  two  companions  mounted  the 
^lp  thinking  (even  at  that  anxious  moment)  that 
led  a  good  group  for  the  pencil  of  an  artist : 
!  deck  of  the  vessel,  where  anxious  expecta- 
fixed  and  motionless  in  his  position  ;  the  cap- 
tnpanion  ;  the  mate,  and  weather-beaten  boat- 
him;  the  sailors  anxiously  crowding  around, 
!guns.  or  hangina;  on  by  the  shrouds  ;  the  three 
ir  half-wild,  half-civilized  costume,  relating  the 
;,  and  the  whole  group  lighted  up  by  the  setting 

:on(irroed  by  subsequent  intelligence)  was  this, 
fter  leaving  the  ship  a  second  time,  were  driven 
e  past  the  place  where  they  intended  to  land  to 
ce  up  the  river.  Having  reached  a  small  island, 
d,  covered  with  bushes  and  weeds,  they  thought 
B,  and  wait  for  the  turn  of  tide  ;  so  they  drew 
d  lighted  a  fire  to  keep  off  the  musquitoes. 
J  attention  of  the  natives  on  the  bank,  who  put 
nd  made  for  the  island.  The  mate  and  boy  at- 
m  off,  and,  as  they  said,  threw  stones  at  them  ; 
roes  landed,  and  having  made  them  prisoners, 
llage  up  the  river,  where,  after  being  stripped 
were  confined  in  a  hut  ail  night  without  food, 
juarrelling  about  the  division  of  the  booty,  the 
»r  hapless  victims,  and  murdered  them  in  cold 

intelligence,  grief  and  indignation  filled  every 
mate  was  a  young  man  greatly  beloved,  for  the 
ner,  and  the  humanity  of  his  disposition.  The 
urite  among  the  men,  for  his  dry  drollery,  Jind 
r,  but  principally  because  the  chief  mate  had 
lislike  to  him  ;  and  the  thought  that  they  had 
with  such  wanton  barbarity  inspired  projects  of 

requested  the  captain  to  allow  thetn  to  arm 
up  the  river  and  burn  the  town.  This  request 
perly  refused.  He  told  them  it  would  not  be 
many  men  to  leave  the  ship  exposed  to  attack  ; 

villages  on  shallow  creeks,  accessible  only  by 
rough  forests  of  mangroves,  the  natives  were 
ing,  and  could  fire  upon  their  enemies  unseen, 

disadvantage,  and  cut  off  their  retreat  to  the 
ending  them  to  lay  aside  all  thoughts  of  re- 
le,  be  hove  up  the  anchor,  and  sailed  for  Gabon 

;he  situation  of  our  prisoners  was  truly  pitiable. 
.fled  in  the  hold,  neither  night  nor  day  did  the 
ig  over  his  son,  who  endeavoured  by  caresses  to 
wice  a-day  they  were  supplied  with  a  scanty 
IS  and  water;  while  those  who  performed  tlie 
8  pleasure  in  augmenting  their  terror. 
r  wretches,  I  occasionally  volunteered  to  attend 
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upon  tbem.  and  managed  to  increase  their  aUowance  with  tcnpti 
from  our  mess.     Arrived  in  the  Gabon,  their  situation  becnae  mcRl 
critical.     Our  boat  was  not  returned ;  the  time  of  our  departiift«]>- 
proached :  the  bold  was  gradually  filling  up,  and   I  was  bourljin 
expectation  that  they  would  be  sent  on  board  a  French  schooner 
lying  in  the  river  ;  so  I  resolved  to  preserve  them  from  such  a  &te.  | 
In  the  course  of  the  day  I  furnished  them  with  a  mMrline«pi](e,  bj 
■MBS  of  which  they  were  enabled  to  remove  their  fetters.    I  thai 
ciwtkaed  them  to  remain  in  the  hold  till  the  ship's  companr  «efe 
■alacpk  wlwD  I  would  give  them  a  signal,  on  hearing  whicii  \ittl 
wr*  to  cHmb  up  the  h^cbway,  come  upon  deck,  and  getting  ortr 
the  side,  drop  into  the  boat,  which  lay  alongside,  and  peddle  awij 
fbr  die  right  bank  of  the  river.     It  may  be  questioned  how,  if  I  <lid 
not  uadmtmd  tiicir  imgiMge,  I  conld  make  them  comprehend  mj 
^     Uj  msw  19.  t>T  the  universal  language  of  nature,— 
Bavilig  proceeded  so  far,  it  may  be  supposed  I  f«hl 
«»WH  fijr  the  aaccesB  etarj  plan,  since  a  failure  might  prove  fstil 
to  diem,  and  produce  unplensant  consequences  to  myself.     In  the 
•vtttinf.  w  nmul.  after  leaving  off  work,  we  cleaned  the  <Jeck», 
■MTiii  ^  grog  and  Mt  the  watch.     The  first  watch  (after  the  dog. 
Wttb^  ftMft  liffbH,  tin  twdve,  was  the  chief  male's ;  the  second,] 
frOBk  twdto  tiU  Amu:,  that  of  the  carpenter.     At  eight,  the  nuW] 
WMt  dowa  to  unpyui.    The  milors,  after  walking  the  deck,  «» 
down  «MO  the  makt  htchway.  under  the  lee  of  the  long-boat,  and, 
afW  talkiBir  A*^  mmbm  tme,  wn^iped  themtrives  in  their  pea-jackcti, 
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MooM'k  NhiMotkw>"  at  odd  volume  of  Vhys 

r.'iBd  "  The  Lit^  of  Captain  Jones."    I  tookthe 
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cJtgyiadn^Hl-    SMagdMa  lyaa  the  deck.  1  begtt 

bjra*%htof  *»^»pi»th*l'«i   rlubrthadacnrcrly 
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with  the  bear,  when  I  beheld  by  the  moon- 
>ear  above  the  fore-hatchway.  I  left  off"  read- 
ost  dropped  from  ray  hand.  The  mate  asked 
liter  ?  I  replied  the'glass  was  out.  Going 
black  a  si^n  which  he  understood,  and  in- 
Striking  the  bell  five.  I  resumed  my  book  ; 
:he  dose  of  grog  I  had  administered,  and  the 
ich  I  read,  it  was  not  till  the  sixth  bell  (eleven), 
•p,  when  having  convinced  myself  that  he  was 
»-hatchway,  dropped  a  large  nail  (the  signal), 
watch  the  sleeping  mate.  The  moon  shone 
id  up  the  calm  and  tranquil  scenery  around, 
juses  of  the  woody  shore  with  the  liquid  silver 
}und  was  heard  but  the  rippling  of  the  tide 
gain  I  saw  the  heail  of  the  young  negro  ap- 
ird  side  of  the  hatcliway  (the  watch  lying 
boat  upon  the  starboard  side).  He  cnutiously 
upon  deck.  They  crawled  upon  their  hancU 
I'way  like  a  couple  of  black  cats,  got  down  the 

0  the  boat,  cast  themselves  adrift,  and,  with 
3am boo  to  guide  them,  were  rapidly  carried 

:er  a  sound ;  but  as  they  led  the  ship,  stood 
their  arms  in  speechless  gratitude.  I  anxiously 
ver  the  glittering  tide,  till  they  were  lost  in 
me  by  emotions  I  cannot  analyse,  I  burst  into 

prisoners  were  beyond  pursuit,  I  proceeded  to 
iscovery.  The  glass  in  the  binnacle  was  out 
softly  striking  the  bell  eight  (twelve),  I  went 
he  carpenter,  telling  him  it  was  his  watch.  He 
ig  out  between  asleep  and  awake,  began  to 
iling  myself  behind  the  mainmast,  I  saw  him 
tchway,  when  seeing  the  mate  asleep  by  the 
ratch  lying  under  the  long  boat,  he  thought 
lat  I  had  deceived  him,  so  he  went  below  and 
setitly  the  captain  came  upon  deck,  and  look- 
ssed  the  boat.  He  awakened  the  mate,  and 
im  for  suffering  the  boat  to  go  adrift.  The 
tlance,  aroused  the  watch,  and  heartily  abused 
3.  I  took  care  not  to  make  ray  appearance  till 
ed,  with  a  little  prevarication,  that  I  had  tum- 
ck  the  bell  with  regularity  throughout  my 
below  till  I  had  seen  the  carpenter  upon  deck. 

1  the  hol<l,  returned  with  information  that  the 

This  greatly  enraged  the  captain,  who  ex- 
the  mate's  misconduct  in  the  most  unequivocal 
:o  the  state-cabin.  The  mate  d— d  the  watch 
er  look-out,  and  fJung  himself  into  his  bertli. 
It  of  his  way,  and  turned  into  ray  hammock. 
!p ;  but  certainly  did  not  dream  that  the  ad- 
would  ever  furnish  materials  for  a  "  Touoh 
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nrnmn  ir«i  7«f  umum  .  'uie  'Juvw  kliuEdoiiu  offff- 
.r  jnr  Jtaurr  ararm  iir  the  31<ibt  High  Court  of 
WBUB.  anu!  iiKra  w  luioiiaomiiLT  irth  :&i  diut  .a  a  pi^ 
jnoduir?.    X')«t  rhut  t«  30  I-;ii£er  moider  at 
die  ■wwtxdxurm  n  linnn.  sacoK  inds  rent  in  tnimr 
and  Omr^aaia  .Mna.s»in-ite  ciwir  mistress  and  master, 
of  arsenic  id  distributed  in  pennjwortbs  in  n- 
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[Jnited  Kingdom,  to  tLe  unjustifiable  homicide  of 
But  the  said  master  and  the  mistress,  and  most 
leath  by  medicated  tea  or  hasty  pudding,  were  old 
leir  own  fists  or  judgments  in  self-defence ;  and 
ily  the  unhappy  infants  upon  whom  the  Mrs. 
a  times  wreak  their  barbarities,  that  reaUif  more 

first  deviaed  the  idea  of  a  babe  in  blissj  as  a  bo- 
r,  all  face  and  wings,  having  no  extremities  to  be 

and  stings  of  fate,  betrayed  their  profound  fore- 
:hild  hath  anything  whippable  about  it,  chastise- 
itiog.     Your  cherub  is  the  only  babe  as  happy  as 

[  that  the  privileged  persecutors  of  these  tender 
1  show  some  respect  to  persons,  in  the  persons  of 
«rtain  number  of  children  are  to  be  tormented  to 
ble,  annually,  to  gratify  the  malignity  of  middle- 
icentrate  ibeir  vengeance  on  a  single  class  ?    Why 
in  the  selection  of  the  sufferers?    Why  not  draw 
their  cruelties,  as  in  the  case  of  a  siege  ora  ship- 
is  made  to  pick  out  the  victims  for  the  edge  of 
of  the  gridiron  ? 

:&t  it  be  the  offspring  of  the  highest  personages  in 
lectcd  for  torture  ?  Is  it  because  their  ancestors 
urt,  or  waste  their  breath  for  us  in  the  House  of 
im  of  the  country  condemns  them,  from  the  mo- 
th, to  slow  torture  P  Is  it  in  gratitude  for  the 
in  foreign  cunquest  or  national  legislation,  that 
ce  of  martyrs,  such  as  we  see  presented  in  the 
Blossoms,"  purporting  to  exhibit  children  as  they 
nd  8chool*roums  of  the  aristocracy  of  Great  Bri- 

! — Could  we  but  hope  to  prove  the  Wilberfurce 
ned  to  accomplish  the  abolition  of  this  bitter 
!st  Dur  head  upon  the  lap  of  earth  at  some  very 
d  that  we  had  followed  in  the  footsteps  of  Martin 

of  a  child  is  freedom  of  action,  —  to  have  ample 
igli  fur  kicking  and  screaming.     As  regards  its 

the  eyes  of  others,  a  young  child,  we  conceive, 
f  apparelled.  Its  garments  should  be  warm  in 
ler,  capable  of  easy  adjustment,  and  frequent  re- 
nutes  sulhces  to  make  the  cleunest  child  as  dirty 
ve  minutes  ought  to  suffice  to  make  it  completely 
lire  this,  silk  ought  never  to  figure  in  its  attire. 
le  to  the  purification  of  Nuap  and  water.  Its  own 
uthful  eyes,  and  dimpled  mouth,  are  a  sufficient 

tea  for  freedom  of  action,  we  cannot  forgive  the 
ch  exposes  the  little  naked  arms  of  a  new-born 
5  of  a  bitter  winter's  day,  its  sleeves  tied  up 
o  gratify  the  vanity  of  the  authors  of  its  days 
.  for  the  display  of  two  little  Haccid  unformed 
o  wrestle  with  the  wintry  blast.     An  infant's 
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cheek,  too,  tenderer  tban  a  rose-leaf,  ought  to  be  approached  only 
by  objects  soft  and  susceptible  as  itself, — its  mother's  bosom,  or  swans' 
doMm.or  the  simplest  coTering.  Instead  of  this,  the  wantonness  of  our 
folly  places  upon  its  head  a  finely-embroidered  cap,  with  half-a-dozen 
borders  of  stitf  and  weli-crimped  lace,  on  which,  when  it  lies  down  to 
sleep,  it  rou^t  experience  the  tonnentx  of  Regulus.  To  render  the 
poor  little  creature  as  ridiculous  as  it  is  wretched,  this  fooUcap  h  sur- 
mounted by  a  cockade  of  lace  or  riband,  without  grace  or  symme- 
try, resembling  those  with  which  we  decorate  our  coach-horses;  and, 
lest  when  we  permit  the  babe  tu  take  the  air,  it  should  indulge  a  hope 
to  be  rid  of  this  strange  inaimbrunce,  we  place  over  the  cap  n  huge 
hat  d  la  Henri  Qualre,  with  another  cockade,  and  a  plume  of  feathers; 
— crushing  the  little  unformed  features  by  the  preponderance  of  the 
Otranto-likc  machine,  and  giving  its  poor  little  feeble  neck,  scarcely 

,  .eupuble  of  self-support,  a  weight  to  carry  well  calculated  to  inure  its 

''patience  to  the  future  burthens  of  life  ! 

Of  the  first  steps  of  these  innocent  martyrs  it  cannot  be  said  that 

Ce  n'ett  que  la  premier  pas  que  coute. 

To  entitle  them  to  walk,  their  little  feet  are  encased  in  shapely 

shot's  of  morocco,  such  as  would  have  insured  corns  to  the  Venus  de 

Medicii,  or  A|h>]1o  Relvidere.     The  child's  waist  is  at  the  same  time 

encircled  by  a  prodigious  sash,  with  bows  and   ends  large  enough  for 

the  efligy  of  Queen  Anne  in  St.  Paul's  churchyard  ;  and   its  robe  or 

jtnnic  bt-frilled,   be-flounced,   be-cuffed,  be-garnished,  be-Mechlined, 

['bc^Valencienned,  till  the  exhortation  "  be  not  puffed  up !  "  seems  pre- 

laturely  in  request. 

"  Wind  your  frock.  Master  Arthur !  " —  "  Lady  Jane  I  take  care  of 
your  beautiful  lace-'" — "  Lord  Alfred,  I  won't  have  you  play  with 
that  'ere  nasty  dog,  a-jumpingon  your  velvet  dress ! " — are  the  constant 
outcries  of  the  authorities.  The  Lady  Janes  and  Lord  Alfreds  must 
not  walk  in  the  sun  for  fear  of  their  complexions ;  must  not  roll  on  the 
grass  or  in  the  hay,  or  romp,  or  ride,  or  run,  or  do  anything  that  tends 
to  the  developcment  of  their  little  frames,  or  the  fortifictition  of  their 
constitutions.  If  they  escape  infanticide  at  the  hands  of  the  head- 
nurse,  who  leaves  them  naked  upon  her  lap,  with  the  thermometer  lie- 
low  freezing-point,  in  order  to  go  through  her  routine  of  ablutions, — ^if 
they  survive  to  be  squeezed  into  the  tight  shoes,  and  screwed  into  the 
stays  and  curl-papers, —  if  they  defy  the  united  efforts  of  nurses,  ujio- 
thecaries,  boby-linen  warehouses,  and  governesses,  to  reduce  them  to 
feebleness,  ptevishncss,  and  despair,  the  Britisli  constitution  is  richly 
deserving  all  the  laudations  bestowed  upon  it  in  this  and  all  other 
countries. 

We  must  again  assert  it  to  be  an  act  of  partiality  on  the  part  of 
the  Fates,  that,  as  some  children  are  born  with  a  silver  spoon  in  their 
mouths,  and  some  with  a  wooden  ladle,  the  silver  spoon  should  be 
made  to  convey  only  decoction  of  rhubarb,  or  senna-tea,  and  the  ladle 
pure  spring  wnter. 

The  children  of  the  mobility  sprawl  unmoleatetl,  squall  unmolested. 

No  impulse  of  tkcirs  is  checked  by  the  close-titting  of  their  nigged  g»f^ 

ments.     They  enjoy  free  exercise  of  limb  and  lungs.     No  one  excori- 

1  atcs  their  epidermis  with  much  scrubbing,  or  brin^*  on  cuiurrhs  by  the 

5r((longation  of  their  toilet.     Their  lives,  like  their  garments,  sit  easy. 
'Ary  may  play  with  the  cat,— they  tn»y  make  dirt  pies, — they  may  make 
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[f  they  want  to  sail  their  walnut-shell  boat,  there 

:  if  they  want  to  fly  their  kite,  the  common  is 

woods  are  theirs,  with  their  early  violets  and 

eir  squirrels  and  birds'  nests.     To  their  imagina- 

to  be  climbed  J  rivers  to  be  bathed  in.     The  free 

They  breathe  it  uncompressed  by  stays,  un- 

^ring  of  a  nursery  governess.     They  look  the  sun 

i  that  ill  return  it  should  visit  tlieir  cheek  too 

accustomed  to  rough  visitings. 

tormented  about  turning  out  their  toes,  their  toes 

a  state  of  nature.     Instead  of  being  engirded  with 

Bcks  support  a  sheaf  of  bulrushes,  or  basketful  of 

,  or  perhaps  some  little  loving  younger  brother  or 

i  in  payment  of  its  fare.     Fruit  not  being  inter- 

esia,  they  snatch  their  sloes  from  the  hedge,  their 

.he  wood,  their  nuts  from  the  hazelbush.      They 

juvenile  fancy-ball,  with  two  months  training  be- 

ime  Michau.     But  on  3Iay-day,  they  rise  with  the 

etter  up  to  a  lark  than  a  child  of  the  woods  and 

Helves  with  garlands  of  wild  hyacinths  or  eglnntiiie, 

heir  hearts  and  souls  round  the  Lavvthorn-busb  on 

wslip  halls? — The  children  of  tlie  mobility. — Who 
ns? — The  children  of  the  mobility. — Who  made 
f  sparrows' eggs  ? — The  children  of  the  mobility. — 
ip-frog,  biindmaH's  buff,  and  all  other  boisterous 
bildren  of  the  mobility. — Unobstructed  by  finery 

pursue  the  sports  of  childhood  with  childhood's 
•joy.  Instead  of  the  tedious  airing,  smothered  up 
instead  of  the  nionotonoiis  saunter,  handcutfed  by  a 
-instead  of  the  discipline  of  the  schotjl-ruom,  the 
ing  of  the  apothecary  inflicted  upon  their  misera- 
ets  of  the  mobiUty  bask  in  the  sunshine,  or  freshen 
f  to  counterbaiance  the  cares  uf  after-life,  the  little 
t  their  butterflies  in  inconsiderate  delight.  A  gallop 
ley  is  a  happier  thing  than  the  formal  ride  under 
tion  of  a  family  coachman  ;  nay,  a  swing  on  a  gate 
or  a  see-saw  across  the  carpenter's  bench. 

8  god-like  blessing ;  or  Spartans  and  Spaniards, 
ians^  the  East  and  the  West,  the  North  and  the 
ight  for  it  as  they  do.  We  sincerely  trust  that  the 
r  of  liberation  attempted  in  Christendom,  will  pur- 
the  juvenile  aristocrats  of  these  enlightened  realms 
,  hondcuffa,  strait-waistcoats,  foolscaps,  backboards, 
,  and  other  instruments  of  torture,  which  have  been 

means  of  the  philanthropic  and  well-intentioned 

Parliament  take  into  consideration  the  services  of 
the  fearless  manner  in  which  she  has  exposed  to 
the  domestic  cruelty  practised,  in  the  secrecy  of 
s,  against  the  health  and  happiness  of  that  ill-used 
:  Cbiloken  op  ru&  liRittsa  Nobility." 
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SYDNEY. 
FROM  THE  MEMOltANDA  OF  A  niYSICIAN. 

What  is  mildness  f  All  I  have  read,  thuuglit,  heard  on  tliiti  suhject 
involves  it  in  greater  ubscurity  :  how  matter  actx  upon  mind,  still  mure 
buwmind  iicU  upun  matter,  is  as  great  a  myiitcry  as  ever.  No  analysis 
IiuH  been  uble  to  detect  the  cuuses  of  this  malady  through  any  uf  ita 
phiiiies,  from  melancholy  up  to  phrenzy.  If  it  were  confined  to  tliose 
whose  intellect*  scarcely  remove  them  from  the  brute  creation,  it  would 
be  less  a  cause  of  affliction  ;  but,  such  are  exactly  the  individuals  who 
Rre  proof  against  it.  The  man  of  genius,  the  poet,  the  philosopher, 
those  gifted  with  the  most  refined  sensibilities,  are  most  lioble  to  its 
fntul  influence.  That  it  is  hereditary  we  know  ;  but  is  it  not  conta- 
gious? is  it  curable  by  art  or  medicine?  These,  and  many  other  ques- 
tions might  be  put,  and  meet  with  answers  equally  unsatisfactory. 
These  reflections  have  suggested  themselves  by  my  having  witnessed 
but  a  few  months  since  a  remarkable  case,  which  I  will  make  the  sub- 
ject of  contemplation  this  evening. 

I  last  year  went  to  Italy,  and  took  ap  my  abode  at  Florence.  Among 
its  visitors,  not  the  least  remarkable  for  his  high  family,  no  less  than  for 
the  peculiarity  of  his  complaint,  was  Sydney.  We  had  been  college 
friends;  and,  though  I  had  given  up  practice  as  a  physician,  the  pe- 
culiarity of  his  symptoms,  and  a  lively  interest  in  an  amiable  young 
nan,  then  a  prey  to  a  disease  which  his  medical  advisers  foresaw  must 
I  be  fatal,  led  me  to  pay  him  frequent  visits.  He  was  twenty-five  years 
I  of  iige,  his  figure  was  slightly  stooping.  His  hair,  partially  grev,  seemed 
in  its  silkiness  to  partake  of  constitutional  debility,  and  curled  natu- 
Tiillv  in  long  ringlets,  as  it  is  commonly  worn  by  artists  in  Italy. 

The  lieauty  of  bis  forehead  was  striking,  and  announced  the  "  vien* 
dicimor."  His  eyes  assumed  a  variety  of  hues,  according  to  the  hnmoar 
lie  was  in,  grave  or  gay.  His  voice  took  a  tone  from  the  impulse  of 
his  feelings,  and  was  sometimes  soft  and  musical  as  that  of  a  woman. 
In  a  M'ord,  he  was  one  of  the  most  engaging  of  human  beings. 

!>th  JIay. — When  I  was  shown  into  Sydney's  room  this  morning  1 
found  him  lying  on  a  sofa  turned  towards  the  wall,  but  at  some  dis- 
tance from  it.  The  reflection  of  a  mirror  enabled  me  to  see  his  face. 
It  was  pule,  and  his  limbs  bespoke  extreme  languor.  One  arm  hung 
listlessly  over  the  side  of  the  couch,  and  rested  on  the  floor.  Had  not 
his  eyes  been  open,  so  motionless  \vas  he  that  I  should  have  thought  be 
slept.  I  called  him  by  name.  At  the  sound  of  my  voice  he  started, 
Hnd  turning  round,  looked  at  me  with  a  vacant  stare.  At  length  his 
intellects  seemed  gradually  to  return,  he  half  raised  himself,  and  took 
my  hand. 

' '  Ah !  my  old  friend,"  in  a  hallow  voice,  he  said  ;  "  is  it  you  ?  Since 
we  met,  1  h.ive  had  one  of  mv  old  attacks  ;  but  it  is  nothing.  Tliey 
full  it  incipient  catalejisy.  They  say  I  slept  for  tM'enty  hours.  But 
I  never  sleep,  if  sleep  be  forgetfulness.  Jly  external  senses  may,  in- 
deed, slumber  ;  but  it  is  in  tliat  oJm,  that  sileutnes.s  —  that  I  enjoy 
the  mtwt  delicious  reveries,  and  that  my  mind  acquires  an  extraordinary 
clearneits,  aa  though  it  were  divorced  from  the  iNidy.  It  is  only  when 
I  am  awake  tiiat  I  am  ill — miserable.     The  day  you  found  uic  in  the 
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the  throng,  I  came  home  stifled  by  their 
,  ilhrinking  in  disgust  from  their  evil  counte- 
ays  produces  on  my  nerves  u  similar  elfect.  Be- 
f ;  there  is  contagion  in  it,  as  much  us  there  was 
levotees  whose  magnetic  chain  etfected  so  many 
;he  tomb  of  the  Draeic  Paris.  Ah,  you  smile," 
may  think  all  is  not  ri^ht  here,"  pointing  to  his 
ny  misfortune  never  to  be  understood." 
observed,  "  you  are  still  the  same.  The  Swedish 
I:  forgotten,  1  find." 

t  else  is  there  worth  remembering  but  the  words 
•org !  I  owe  to  him,  whom  yuu  look  upon  as  a 
ling  upon  which  I  have  built  my  theories.  Your 
perceive,  triumphed  over  your  internal  one.  The 
shed  In  you." 

e  resuscitated,"  said  I,  wishing  to  hear  how  far 
m<  "  We  must  all  be  conscious  of  a  double  ua- 
triving  for  mastery  —  the  demon,  and  the  angel. 
'ight.  The  furmer  certainly  predmninBtes." 
"  said  he,  "to  make  you  a  coir  vert  The  great 
'action  of  language.  The  %vant  of  words  that  are 
ghts.  In  this  consisted  the  great  superiority  of 
the  magi  knew  ;  but  I  will  endeavour  to  make 
iborg  intelligible.  There  exist  in  us  two  distinct 
left  to  ourselves  which  to  make  the  objects  of 
ts  thought  has  convinced  man  of  his  double  na- 
fortify  the  frail  nature  of  the  angel  within  him. 
rting  his  intellectual,  he  gives  himself  up  to  his 
!  external  senses  become  all-in-all,  and  the  uiigel 
3S.  On  the  other  hand,  by  nourishing  his  better 
hat  most  belong  to  it,  the  soul,  like  gold,  throws 
/hen  the  separation,  under  the  form  that  we  call 
.e  angel,  by  the  power  it  has  acquired,  djsen- 
envelope,  escapes,  like  a  fly  from  its  chrysalis. 
This  is  the  way  in  which  we  account  for  the 
among  mankind;  for  some  men  being  little  re- 
d  ottiers  being  endowed  with  faculties  that  raise 

iydney,  I  shall  make  a  poor  scholar ;  for,  when  I 
tist  I  stumbled  at  the  first  principles,  that  there 
ts  time  and  space,  and  the  professor  gave  me 

1  he,  "  that  all  this  material  world  is  aught  else 
lave  created  for  us .''  that  it  is  more  than  a  delu- 

2  rather  trust  of  the  two  principles  within  us  — 
and  acts  in  us  without  the  intervention  of  our 

t  gross  animal  principle,  that  levels  us  with  the 
ler  terms,  time  and  space,  which  are  everything 
and  limit  the  exercise  uf  its  powers,  are  mere 
self.  But  enough,"  added  he,  after  a  pause ; 
lustrate  my  subject,  make  it  mure  intelligible  to 
ion." 

enveloped  in  a  mist  as  the  Prince  in  Hoffman's 
i  by  the  Doctor's  dissertation  on  Physics  and 
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Psychics,  which  he  snms  up  by  saying,  "  As  it  is  the  latter  principle 
that  most  predominates  in  the  human  organization,  an  able  physician 
xliould  begin  to  occupy  himself  about  the  spirit,  aiid  nut  consider  the 
body  but  aa  the  vassal  of  the  spirit,  and  which  as  such  ought  to  obey 
its  master." 

10th  May.— I  have  shut  myself  up  retracing  my  earliest  recollections 
of  Sydney,  and  endeavouring  to  trace  his  mystical  opinions  to  their 
sources ;  and  I  fancy  that  by  cumiectiug  the  links  I  can  complete  the 
chain. 

At  ten  years  of  age  I  remember  Sydney  an  awkward  boy,  with  a 
prominent  eye,  which  phrenologists  sny,  is  tlje  characteristic  of  an 
aptitude  for  acquiring  languages ;  and  a  countenance,  over  which  was 
cast  a  shade  of  seriousness,  common  to  those  destined  to  die  young. 
An  ordinary  observer  would  have  discovered  in  him  not  even  the  germ 
of  talent.  At  school  he  was  surpassed  by  almost  every  boy  in  his 
class.  None  had  so  many  impositions,  so  that  he  v^'os  held  up  by  the 
masters  as  an  example  to  be  avoided:  he  consequently  became  the  butt 
of  the  boj's.  It  was  during  the  hours  assigned  to  play — into  which 
he  never  entered  — that  he  fed  his  mind  with  books,  and  at  others  di- 
gested them.  His  avidity  for  reading  was  insatiable,  and  he  devoured 
aJl  that  came  in  Ijis  way-  His  great  delight  was  in  the  marvellous— 
the  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments,  the  Tales  of  the  Genii,  Siubad, 
were  believed  in  with  infantine  credulity,  and  the  Pilgrim's  Progrets 
appeared  to  him  real  travels. 

After  poring  on  these  works,  so  absorbed  was  he  that  it  was  difficult 
10  awaken  him.  He  had  also  a  tendency  to  soninambulisai.  In  liut- 
guages  he  never  forgot  a  word  once  known.  His  memory,  indeed, 
was  extraordinary  —  not  for  dates,  but  facts ;  not  for  single  incidents, 
but  the  substance.  With  what  delight  during  our  long  rambles  I  used 
to  listen  to  his  ghost  stories,  his  accounts  of  magicians.  Such  he 
was  till  twelve  years  of  age,  when  he  began  to  study  German,  — which 
he  soon  acquired.  This  opened  a  new  field  to  his  inquiring  mind. 
8wcdenborg's  "  Heaven  and  Earth  "  was  the  first  of  the  mystical 
books  that  he  pored  over. 

The  incomprehensible,  now  in  another  form,  riveted  his  thoughts ; 
and  the  influence  this  great  visionarv  exercised  over  him  has  been  pre- 
dominant.    How  it  will  end  I  dread  to  think. 

1 1th  May. — Sydney  is  right.  There  is  a  contagion  in  minds.  His 
conversation  produces  on  mc  the  effect  of  opium-eating.  To-day  he 
gave  me  a  vertigo. 

"  Some  dreams,"  said  he,  "  are  no  more  than  the  shadows  of  our 
waking  thoughts,  mere  impressions  on  our  external  senses,  and  refer- 
able, frequently,  to  some  derangement  of  the  digestive  organs.  They 
way  be  compared  to  a  broken  mirror,  whose  frugmeuts  reHect  ob- 
jects distortedly,  yet  with  sufficient  resemblance  to  establish  their 
ideality.  But  there  are  dreams  which,  ns  Homer  says,  come  from  God, 
or,  in  my  language,  that  partake  of  our  angelic  nature ;  and  such  ore 
the  dreams  of  which  we  have  the  most  authentic  evidence  from  history, 
sacred  and  profane.  Kaphsel  the  sublime  —  I  had  almost  said  tlie 
divine  Raphael  —  iu  bis  '  Transfiguration,'  *  the  last  and  greatest  of 

•  .'i  '        '     '  I  wtuk  preM-nt  tvheii  Napolet>u  ariil  Jiiite|ihtne  at  Rome  intpert- 

ni  ii  'II,"     II  "tin  ilini  "illi  mil-  nr  twii   l;<iliii  in  il,  «iid   in  »o 

4jaaili.»  a  -.u<,  ii.»i  liic  UtttT  cxclaiiufil,  "  fjuvl  domniagv  I  cot  tdul-i-fkit 
abimM." — Kd. 
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IS  fully  to  have  been  impressed  with  this  truth 
eavens  open  to  the  eyes  of  a  child,  and  reveals  to 
ur,  invisible  to  the  surrounding  multitude.  You 
>markahltf  visions  of  Cardan  ;  —  in  one  of  which 
ife  were  spread  before  him,  as  on  the  canvass  of 
the  other,  when  at  a  great  distance  from  his  son, 
>rror,  commit  a  crime,  for  which  he  .paid  the  pe- 
lie  many  consider  as  madmen,  those  whose  minds 
same  mould  as  their  own  ;  they  will  believe  no- 
been  the  immediate  object  of  their  senses*  To 
al  world  —  the  only  world  that  really  exists  —  of 
>t  a  glimpse  by  profound  contemplation,  by  means 
e ;  that  purtiwn  of  ourselves  which  has  not  been 
ace  with  matter  is  a  shut  book :  and  the  attempt 
le  to  their  gross  natures  would  be  as  fruitless  as 
I  the  blind.  Abstraction  is  the  queen  of  the  soul, 
contains  the  buds  and  flowers,  the  foliage,  and 
:— it  is  the  germ  that  comprises  all  nature.  I 
rtelf  a  scale  of  human  intellect  —  instinct  —  me- 
—  contemplation  — abstraction — trance.  Through 
One  only  remains — catalepsy  ;  and  to  this  Newton 
for  twenty-four  hours,  insensible  to  the  changes 
What  instances  can  be  adduced  of  the  power  of 
Read  the  histories  of  tlie  invincibility  of  the  Ame- 
tortures  inflicted  by  his  enemies,  and  yuu  will  be 
ve  that  man,  by  the  exercise  of  his  own  will,  can 
if  material  agency  ;  that  he  can  completely  divorce 
compose  his  being. 

urther  into  this  vohintary  separation,  I  will  illus- 
)y  a  remarkable  vision  that  occurred  to  myself.  I 
afl^ection  for  her  I  shall  not  speak.  If  ever  there 
1,  it  was  Henrietta.  We  were  at*  this  very  place. 
sen,  and  in  the  most  perfect  health.  One  night 
was  dead  ;  that  I  was  following  her  hearse ;  that 
jhorn,  where  is  the  Protestant  Cemetery,  we  came 
'hich  seemed  to  preclude  the  fHi.tsibility  of  our 
ross  the  Aruo.  Not  six  months  had  ehipsed  when 
'  dream  was  realized.  She  died.  Now  hear  the 
t  melancholy  pilgrimage  I  recognized  the  features 
ippeared  in  my  vision.  Tlie  wide  inlet  of  the  Val 
the  pine  forests  that  stretch  along  the  coast ;  the 
its  three  arches ;  the  colour  of  the  water  in  the 
all  the  details  of  the  picture  corresponded  exactly, 
.pe  did  not  come  to  me — which  is  absurd — I  must 
I  was  there  when  I  slept,  does  it  not  establish  an 
my  body  from  my  soul  ?  Does  it  not  prove  its 
Now,  if  one  can  leave  the  other  when  I  sleep. 
Taction,  can  I  not  divorce  them  when  awake  }  " 
this,  his  lips  trembled,  his  look  became  radiant. 
,  and  retained  nothing  of  humanity  but  the  form 
be.  He  soon  fell  back  in  a  trance.  Medical  aid 
ry  another  remedy. 

ry  city  has  its  devil,  or  its  diavolcssa — we  have  no 
e  for  the  fiend  feminine ;  but  we  must  not  flatter 
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ourselves  tLat  we  are  without  tliem.  Goldoiii,  in  his  "  Bottega  di 
Cuffe,"  anJ  Poole,  in  his  "  Paul  Pry,"  huvc  given  Kpecimenx  of  ttro 
sortK  of  s[>irits,  and  there  are  tvvenly  others,  differing  from  tuch  other 
ai  much  as  Asmodeus  does  from  Mephistophiles.  The  harca  *eccalHra, 
a  term  implying  a  drying  up  of  all  the  faculties,  mental  and  bodilv,  is 
one  of  tlie  most  common,  and  not  the  least  didicult  to  be  avoided.  This 
preface  brings  me  to  Torriagni,  the  devil  of  Florence,  —  a  devil  tut 
gtnfris. 

He  was  aboat  fifty  years  of  age,  above  the  common  height,  bony  and 
meagre,  ivith  a  face  dark  as  that  of  a  Moor,  features  marked  and  regu- 
lar, an  eye  dull  and  gloomy :  he  always  reminded  me  of  one  of  Titian's 
fortraits  in  the  gallery  of  the  Uffighi,  stepped  from  out  its  frame, 
lad  he  lived  when  Venice  was  governed  by  the  Tre,  he  would  have 
F roved  a  Loredano;  and,  during  the  reign  of  Austrian  despotism  in 
taly  he  was  admirably  calculated  for  a  opy,  or  Calderaio,  perhaps  he 
MTBs  Iwth.     C/ii  lo  sa. 

Nature  certainly  never  designed  him  for  a  divine.  As  to  his  reli- 
gion, it  was  about  on  a  par  with  that  of  the  celebrated  Florentine,  II 
Abbate  Costi  —  Catli  <}  non  caslo,  aa  lucux  a  non  /«cf7n/o  —  of  whom 
he  was  the  worthy  successor.  II  Signor  Professore  was  the  title  by 
which  he  was  generally  known.  But,  like  many  other  lecturers,  he 
liad  made  a  sinecure  of  his  oiBce,  and  only  mounted  the  cathedra  once, 
during  many  years  that  he  touched  the  emoluments.  Not  that  this 
circumstance  would  have  caused  his  destitution  ;  but,  as  he  says  him- 
self, he  lost  his  professorship  by  an  irresistible  bon  mot.  During  one 
of  the  midnight  orgies  which  he  was  in  the  habit  of  celebrating  with 
some  of  the  most  dissolute  of  the  students, —  be  was  interrogated  by 
the  patrolewbo  and  with  whom  he  was?  To  which  he  gave  this  laco- 
nic answer :—"  Signor,  lo  sono  un'  uomo  publico,  con  una  donna 
publica,  in  una  stradn  publica."  This  public  avowal  lost  him  his  post. 
Hut  it  gave  him  ^ctat.  There  were  two  reasons  why  he  was  tolerated 
in  the  best  society.  His  fuu  and  his  tongue — the  dread  of  both.  Uis 
epigrams  were  saiiglnnte  ;  and  he  gave  sobriquets  the  most  happy  to 
all  those  who  gave  occasion  for  the  exercise  of  liis  sntiric  vein. 

His  conversation  was  full  of  repartee,  and  sparkling  with  wit ;  and 
his  information  —  for  he  %vas  a  man  of  profound  reading,  and  vast 
memory, — made  him  almost  oracular.  As  to  his  eloquence,  I  can  only 
compare  it  to  that  of  our  Coleridge.  It  was  a  swarm  of  ideas,  seeming- 
ly incongruous,  yet  which  he  contrived  to  weave  into  the  tissue  of  his 
argument  with  a  most  marvellous  embroidery.  How  he  plunged  into 
abysses  but  to  lighten  other  abysses,  like  a  torrent,  that  carried  all  be- 
fore it!  It  was  this  gift  that  made  him  welcome  at  Sydney's,  and 
he  had  suliicient  tact  to  keep  in  the  bnck-ground  the  revolting  vices 
whicii  were  habitual  to  him.  Sydney  had  made  his  acquaintance  there. 
Torriagni  had  the  habit  of  finding  out  the  new  arrivals.  For  our  com- 
]>atriots  he  had  a  peculiar  predilection,  and  particularly  patronized  the 
Jirllr  fttgUtf,  whom,  after  the  Italian  custom,  he  very  soon  familiarly 
called  br  their  baptismal  names,  as  La  Signorina  3Inria,  La  Signorina 
Rettina,  &c.  Wherever  he  got  the  entree,  he  was  a  sine  qud  non,  and 
a  111  tout.  lie  could  recommend  Italian  masteni,  receiving,  tub  rosti,  a 
|uirt  of  tlic  lesson  money.  He  was  never  at  a  loss  to  fina  some  palace 
U>  be  let,  getting  a  douceur  monthly  from  the  owner-  For  a  campra- 
tort  di  qnadri  hi-  had  always  at  hand  sume  mysterious  Marche«e,  ready 
with  a  Oarlu  Dolce,  or  an  Andrea  dtl  Sarto,  originals  of  course.     He 
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!  fin  th«  Venus  of  the  Tribune,  the  Day  and 
igelo,  the  Niobe.  He  knew  the  history  of  every 
ries  of  the  Uftighi  and  Pitti.  In  short,  he  was 
oacitore,  dilellanle. 

t  of  timing  his  visits  most  seasonably,  moreover, 
jed  to  say  with  Alartial,  "  Do,  my  dear  friend — 

xasion  that  I  hit  upon  the  Professor  at  Sydney's. 
»vour  to  recall  some  of  the  conversation,  that  led 

been  thinking  of  our  symposium  of  yesterday, — 
though  Sidney  lives  upon  vegetables,  and  drinks 
osium  of  Plato,  the  subject  was  love. 

Mundo !  Amore,  .sorgente  di  ogni  buono,  di  ogni 
I  universo,  senza  la  tua  face  creatrice  ? — Un'  oni- 
was  the  exordium  of  the  Professor.     In  the  same 

for  nearly  an  hour.  His  declamation  wuh  steeped 
ndemess  of  Petrarch,  the  mysticism  of  Dante. 
>  of  his  memory  he  called  into  requisition  oil  the 
Qg  or  statuary  could  supply-  He  illustrated  his 
St  passages  from  the  puets.  His  deep  sonorous 
lost  soul.  It  was  the  finest  impruvi»attun  I  ever 
what  he  describefl, — or  was  it  a  power  independ- 
t  spoke  within  him, — that  inspired  him  with  that 
mght  and  language  ?     Surely  it  sets  all  Sydney's 

en  equally  puzzled. 

"  is  the  perfect  union,  of  two  angelic  natures, 
eir  terrestrial  druMS.  This  is  the  love  that  must, 
igns  to  consider  the  children  of  earth,  be  uf  all 
rorthy  of  his  regard.  Two  beings  that  thus  love, 
ipathy,  have  no  need  of  words.  Their  opinions 
id  form  as  it  were  one  undivided  essence.  Their 
ings,  are  known  to  each  other  without  the  inter- 
.  Distance  does  not  separate  them ;  age  cannot 
in,  for  they  annihilate  space  and  time.  But,  alas  ! 
:en  its  angel  wings  over  me.  I  have  sighed  for 
found  none.  Abandoned  to  its  own  desolation, 
:iat  it  can  never  attain.  It  wilt  be  my  fate  to  go 
solitary,  to  find  no  sister  spirit  to  meet  mine  be- 

ly  view  of  life  to-day,  .Sydney,"  I  observed.  "  Do 
JVC  was  born  a  twin  ;  and  you  are  yet  too  young 
rour  double.  What  miracles  may  not  Loveaccom- 
i  picture  in  the  espasition  of  the  Louvre,  some 
i  my  notice ;  and,  as  it  suggests  to  me  a  remedy 
lescribe  it.  The  subject  is  a  sick  room.  On  a 
a  man.  Signer  Professore,"  said  I,  looking  atbim, 
a,  emaciated  by  illness,  and  faalf-nsing  from  his 
itently  fixed  in  admiration  of  a  peasant  girl,  pro- 
cars  of  age.  His  mother  is  leading  her  towards 
ng  creature  is  exceedingly  beautiful,  and  bends 
d  with  the  most  becoming  modesty.  At  the  head 
r.sician  ;  his  look  is  most  professional,  and  lighted 
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np  with  a  aelf-satisfaction,  implying  implicit  faith  in  the  remedf 
has  erideotly  suggested.  By  hb  side  is  the  narse,  who  seems  worn  oa 
with  wat<^iag ;  and  the  father,  an  elderly  man,  in  whose  countenanc 
maj  be  read  anxiety,  almost  hopelessness,  completes  the  group.     Th 
story  is  well  told.    It  is  an  experiment  whether  the  object  of  all  tl 
aolicitude  can  be  saved  by  Love  ;  whether  the  lamp  of  life,  tremblio 
on  the  brink  of  dissolution,  mav  be  resuscitated  by  the  mighty  indoen 
of  a  hitherto  unfelt  emotion.  The  countenance  of  the  young  man  seems 
to  imply  the  possibility  of  its  success;  for  it  is  radiant  with  dtli :' ' 
and  he  is  stretcliing  out  his  anna,  as  if  to  clasp  the  fair  stranger  i 
heart.     I  hare  said  little  of  her  who  is  to  perform  the  miracle ;  but  ij 
will  call  upon  the  Professor  to  describe  to  us  a  chrf  (Taeuvre  of 
who  may  serve  as  a  model  to  effect  my  friend's  cure,  to  chase  a« 
bis  despondency.     Are  there  no  Fomarinas  or  Cencis  to  be  met  wit 
now-a-davs  ?  " 

"  The  ]3arbarini  palace  at  Rome,"obserTed  the  Professor,  "  oont 
the  portraits  to  which  you  allude.     Raphael's  mistress,  and  Guido'i 
Cenci.  They  axe  both  beautiful,  but  of  diflerent  styles  of  beauty.  Xc 
thing  can  be  more  vuluptuous  than  the  first  of  these.     She  is  a  br 
nette  ;  but  there  is  a  clearness,  a  velvetine  softneie,  a  richness  in  '• 
colour,  that  perhaps  surpasses  a  complexion,  where 

'  The  Mure  veins 
Steal  like  streams  along  a  Aeld  of  i now.' 

Her  eyes  are  intensely  black,  and  there  is  an  archness  about  them,  tiu( 
speaks  with  a  most  seductive  eloquence.  So  admirable  is  the  6sisliiBp 
of  this  picture,  that  the  closer  it  is  viewed,  the  nearer  the  resemblaoM 
to  nature  appears  ;  and  he  must  be  cold  indeed  that  can  view  this  di>> 
play  of  it  \vith  apathy.  It  is  said  to  be  the  same  face  as  that  of  tbe 
Tribune  in  Florence,  which  has  lately  been  completely  ruined  Lyrp- 
storation.    I  can  discover  no  such  Likeness. 

"  The  Cenci  is  of  a  different  order  of  fine  forms.  She  is  extntoAj 
young  Tlie  portrait  is  said  to  have  been  taken  as  she  was  going  M 
execution.  iNIy  MS.  says  that  Guido  saw  her  in  prison,  where  M 
was  long  confined  before  the  trial,  and  after  the  sentence.  It  it  oat 
necessary  to  have  been  previously  acquainted  with  the  story  in  orirr 
to  enter  into  the  deep  interust  the  sight  of  this  lovely  girl  crtstn- 
There  is  a  strange  mixture  of  melancholy,  yet  resignation.  Her  eff* 
are  heavy  with  tears  unshed.  It  is  the  sense  of  the  untimely  reinonl 
from  the  world  of  one  so  rarely  endowed  that  inspires  our  admiratiao  of 
Beatrice,  and  makes  us  almost  shed  the  tears  that  are  denied  ts  ber. 
Her  face  is  pale  with  thought,  rather  than  the  damp  of  the  dnngemi' 
Her  complexion  is  delicately  fair,  and  her  hair  ungathered  on  be 
head,  plays  in  negligent  strings  of  amber  about  that  neck,  that  is  mq 
about  to  be  presented  to  the  a.vo  of  the  executioner.  But,"  after  apatM 
added  the  Professor,  "  I  am  acquainted  at  Florence  with  one  more  bfra> 
tiful  than  the  Fornarinn,  more  interesting  than  Beatrice  Cend,  and  I 

will  tell  you  her  history.     Biana*  B is  the  daughter  of  the  Go* 

vernor  of  .     He  has  two,  of  whom  Bianca  is  the  eldest, 

an  amico  di  rasa  in  my  character  of  Professor  at  the  Univc 
have  known  them  from  infancy,  and  taught  them  the  first  rodi 
of  their  language.     No  pupil  whom  I  ever  had  repaid  my  labours 
Binnca.     She  not  only  knows  all  our  best  poets  by  heart,  but  is  hi 
self  a  poetess.     Her  father  has  married  again  in  his  old  age  ;  and  tbif 
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llcer,  has  forbidden  the  daughter  the  house.  The 
does  not  like  to  disburse  her  dowry,  and  is  wait- 

ke  her  otf  bis  hands  tvithout  one.  She  ha«  been 
years  in  the  convent  of  St.  Anne.  Poverina 
in  a  cagej  ardently  longs  to  escape  from  her 

lui,  and  wanders  about  the  convent  like  an  un- 

»  her  young  days  glide  away  without  an  aim. 

tering  some  flowers  in  her  cell :  —  *  Yes/  said 

0  Vegetate  ;  but  thinking  beings  were  made  for, 
ned  up  in  a  corner  to  blow  and  die.'     Perhaps," 
dney  will  try  and  console  the  poor  captive." 

he  fair  pemtionnaire  remindea  me  of  Margaret, 
istophiles,  when  he  says, 

"  Time  seems  to  her 
rith  shackled  feet,  and  at  her  window 

1  and  watches  the  lieavy  clouds  on  clouds 
multitudes  over  the  old  town-walls. 

e  day  aud  half  the  night  she  sings, 
lid  1  were  a  little  bird  I '  " 

is  to  be  introduced.  Who  knows — nous  verrons. 
'  has  at  length  found  an  angel  woman.  When  I 
,  I  found  him  an  altered  being.  He  reminded 
aria.  His  eye  was  illumined  with  a  new  tire  ;  his 
ce  of  returning  health.  The  change  is  magical, 
lis  description  of  Bianca. 

ct  in  life.  The  external  world,  to  which  he  has 
u  awakened  for  him ;  that  self-abstraction,  the 
las  given  place  to  a.  new  feeling.  He  loves — lores 
•e  is  returned.  To-morrow  I  am  to  see  Bianca. 
been  with  him  to  the  convent.  It  was  in  a  dark 
i ;  and  the  pensionnairts  being  of  the  inferior 
society  such  as  a  nobleman's  daughter  could  move 
e  motive  for  its  selection.  Torriagni's  introduca 
jen  a  very  effective  one ;  for  our  interview  wan 
esence  of  the  abbess.  Bianca  is  indeed  lovely, 
d  in  the  most  simple  knot,  in  the  manner  of  one 
illei^',  displayed  to  its  full  height  her  brow,  fair 
!h  I  speak.  She  is  above  the  common  height ; 
rare  faultlessness,  and  are  ntodelled  after  the 
lit  in  her  character  seems  nothing  of  the  statue, 
her  captivity.  There  was  a  lark  in  the  parlour, 
lught.  "  Poor  prigoner  !  "  said  she,  looking  at  it 
1  will  die  of  grief.  How  I  pity  you !  What 
1  you  hear  in  the  clouds  the  songs  of  perhaps 
lee  flocks  of  your  kind  on  the  wing,  in  search  of 
elds?  But,  like  me,  you  are  forced  to  remain 
Vhy  can  I  not  release  you  .•*  " 
most  to  surpass  her  beauty.  I  do  not  wonder  at 
ley  write  to  each  other  daily. 

my  friend  for  several  weeks,  having  gone  on  a 
at  Pisa,  one  of  whom  required  my  medical  ser- 
convalescent,  I  returned  to  Florence- 
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whisper. 

will  find  him  sadly  altered. 
K  the  third  dav  since  he  hus 
His  senses  are 


The  moment  I  quitted  the  diligence  I  proceeded  to  the  Quatlm 
Nazini,  where  Sydney  was  lodping,  full  of  a>ixi«'ty  on  his  account ;  for 
during  my  absence  I  had  only  had  one  hurried  letter  from  him,  tlmt, 
instead  of  quieting,  had  only  excited  my  apprehensions.  On  the  Ktair 
I  met  his  confidential  servant,  and  augured  ill  from  his  countenance. 
It  was  a  commentary  on  my  thoughts. 

"  Have  you  not  heard  ?  "  said  he,  in  & 

"  Heard  what  ?  "  I  answered. 

"  My  poor  master,"  he  replied,  "  you 
He  recognises  no  one,  not  even  me-     Jt 
had  one  of  his  attacks,  that  lasted  for  forty  hours 
quite  gone.     The  physician  is  now  with  him." 

Saying  this,  he  opened  the  door,  and  showed  me  into  his  room.  The 
blinds  were  almost  closed,  and  it  was  some  time  l>efore  I  could  dis- 
tinguish the  forms  of  Dr.  Fabbrini  and  my  poor  friend.  The  hitter 
was  seated  on  the  sofa,  and  leaning  on  his  elbows.  He  was  almost 
bent  double,  and  his  body  moving  backwards  and  forwards,  till  it  al- 
most touched  his  knees.  The  physician  was  by  his  side;  he  advanced 
to  meet  me,  and  taking  me  into  a  corner,  gave  me  his  history.  He 
spoke  in  his  ordinary  tone  of  voice,  as  though  he  had  no  fear  of  his  pa- 
tient's overhearing  him. 

"  This  is  the  third  day  since  he  has  been  as  rou  see.  During  all  that 
period  he  has  only  had  one  lucid  interval,  and  then  his  mental  sufferings 
were  so  acute,  that  it  is  hardly  to  be  wished  it  should  return. 

With  these  words  he  gave  me  a  ciiair. 

Sydney  was,  as  the  servant  said,  so  changed,  that  I  should  not  have 
recognised  him.  All  his  features  seemed  drawn  upwards  bv  some  con- 
vulsion of  the  nerves  of  the  head  ;  his  eyes  were  dim  and  lustreless,  and 
totally  devoid  of  expression  ;  his  lips  of  a  violet  hue  ;  and,  were  it  not 
for  the  perpetual  and  pendulous  motion,  he  might  have  been  mistaken 
for  a  corpse.     I  addressed  him  ;  bnt  he  made  no  answer. 

I  asked  Fabbrini  if  he  always  preserved  the  same  silence  ? 

*'  No,"  he  replied.  "  His  mind  seems  to  be  active  ;  for  he  oceaaioi^ 
ally  gives  utterance  to  words  almi»st  oracular,  to  profound  metaphv- 
sical  reflections ;  and,  strange  to  say,  they  are  delivered  in  the  purest 
Italian,  a  language  in  which  he  is  not  very  conversant.  Sometimes  be 
psychologizes  in  verse ;  but  his  ideas  are  to  me  so  obscure,  that  I  cannot 
foUow  them.  At  times  he  makes  replies,  as  though  he  were  holding 
converse  with  some  invisible  being.  His  very  voice  has  something  su- 
pernatural in  its  tones,  a  sort  of  ventriloquism,  for  his  lips  scarcely 
move.  Who  can  say  that  he  is  mad  P  Perhaps,  dead  ns  he  seems  tu 
the  external  world,  he  understands  the  myr^teries  of  another." 

Alas!  poor  Sydney.  Thus  he  continued  for  two  days,  and  breathed 
his  last  in  my  arms. 

Among  his  papers  I  found  several  poems,  and  fragments  of  a  journal, 
also  two  sonnets,  one  a  translation  from  Petrarch,  and  some  stantta 
cren  gloomier  still. 

SONNET. 

"  Now,  when  are  hush'd  ibe  winds,  and  earth,  and  ikies, 
And  all  the  drearoy  world  in  sleep  is  bound, 
Wjicii  Night'f  p.-ile  counen  wheel  their  shiny  round, 

And  Uceiin  irancvd  iu  waveless  slumber  lies, 

I  wander,  rouse,  rave,  weep,  whiUt  o'er  my  ayes 
Fills  a  fair  form,  so  loved,  though  crui-l  <itill. — 


la — 80  full  of  grief  and  cue  I 
abject  lightens  my  despair, 
le  boBom  but  one  (gentle  rill, 
■,  may  its  healing  waters  pour, 
me  that  gave  the  wound  can  heal, 
oe  from  a  sea  that  knows  no  shore, 
thousand  deatlis,  to  know 
iming  day  adds  woe  to  woe." 

SONK  ET. 

months,  years  in  one  dark'tideless  Sow 
]d  who  can  tell  what  follows  ]    Tear 
d  veil,  call'd  life,  nor  longer  bear 
load,  this  weight  of  wrong-  and  woe. 
— on  these  dim  sunk  eyes,  this  hair 
1  and  grey  before  my  time,  this  brow, 
I  thou  dreams't  not  of  have  driven  their  share 
rime  has  a  deep-furrowing  plough. 
ark  of  C^ain  :  like  him  I  wear 

life,  and  cannot  die.    Yet  so— 
o  bliss— ^r  bane  eternal  1    There 
mity  that  makes  me  clin;^  to 
oFAesh,  still  cla.sp  in  my  des|mir 
t&C  gnaw  me ; — all  reap  thai  they  sow," 

H  STANZAS. 

^f  racks,  or  beds  of  steel,* 

rowsf  m  the  side, 

the  drowning  wretch  must  feel 

wrestles  with  the  tide. 

e  those  ills  to  mine — for  I 

ife,  and  yet  I  cannot  die  I 

Tictim  of  despair 
in  the  lamp-lit  street, 
:ediieM  and  hunger  there 
net,  as  lovers  meet ; 
.,  as  I  post  him  by, 
athe  life,  yet  fear  to  die ! 

dungeon-peopled  place, 
t  the  gate  a  crowd, 
icked  the  convict's  livid  face 
scoffs,  and  laughter  loud ; 
even  htm,  for  I 
ife,  and  yet  I  dread  to  die! 

house  en  wrapt  in  flame, 
rom  the  windows  broke  ; 
t  shriek,  and  whence  it  came 
led  amid  the  smoke  ! 
e'en  that  wretch,  for  I 
ife,  and  yet  I  cannot  die  1 
■e  these  ills,  and  hard  to  bear, 
orse  than  every  ill,  • 
•mess  of  my  despair, 
wo  is  me  !  I  feel 
within — within — for  I 
ife,  and  yet  I  dread  to  die ! 

t  St.  Sebastlau. 
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"They  have  forbidden  our  interviews — shut  the  convent  door  ! 

"  Five  o'clock,  and  not  a  line,  not  even  a  flower.     Tlie  last  she  sent 
is  withered,  like  my  heart.     Oh  !  I  conjure  you,  Bianca,  write  to  nie. 
Tell  me  that  you  love  me  still,  that  no  earthly  power  shall  sunderl 
us.     Another  day  like  this  must  be  my  last." 


"  A  second  day>  and  we  have  not  met.    I  cannot  live  withoat  yoa  ; 
you  are  become  a  portion  of  myself.     I  have  been  wandering  about  th« 

rt  where  we  plighted  our  faith,  sealed  by  that  kiss  that  still  vjbrat 
DUgh  my  frame.     Have  you  forgotten  it,  that  you  do  nut  write  tal 
me?     O  Bianca,  but  one  line — in  pity,  one  word.     Relieve  me  fro 
doubts,  from  agonies  worse  than  death.     Can  you  doubt  meP    Can  yoitl 
think  that  vou  are  not  dearer  to  me  than  life ;  that  I  am  not  eternally i 
yours  ?     oh  !  I  will  make  you  my  idol ;  will  devote  to  )'ou  all  my 
thoughts,  feelings,  affections.  You  shall  have  no  wish  that  is  not  mine* 
Were  we  not  attracted  to  each  other  by  a  mutual  sympathy  ?     W« 
it  not  destiny  that  brought  us  together  ?     And  now,  oh  !  if  you  kne^l 
what  a  miserable  life  has  been  mine,  you  would  pity  me.     And  to  1)41 
again  doomed  to  that  solitude  of  the  Bpirit, —  to  be  again  conderane 
to  the  torture  of  my  own  thoughts.     If  you  could  imagine  what  1  hav 
suffered, — in  what  a  sea  of  reveries  I  have  been  lost !  '  What  are  wc?' 
I  have  said  to  myself.    '  Have  we  pre-existed  ?   Sbidl  we  exist  again  .'*j 
ITie  desire  of  proving  the  mysteries  of  our  nature,  of  sounding  infini' 
tude,  that  barrier  where  all  our  vain  systems  end :  all  this  I  liave  felt^l 
and  must  feel  again,  if  you  forsake  me.     On  every  side  gape  preci-| 
pices,  a  gulf  between  me  and  heaven.     8ee  to  what  abstraction  hasl 
brought  me  !  —  to  anatomise  my  mind,  to  dissect  it  nerve  by  nerre.  ta\ 
count  my  sufferings,  to  contemplate  them  as  in  a  mirror,  to  entertain 
but  one  desolating  idea  that  we  can  know  nothing,  —  that  we  are  no 
thing;  —  to  have  enjoyed  paradise,  and  then  to  be  driven  from  it. 
Bianca,  Bianca  !  on  my  knees  I  pray  you  to  trust  yuur  destiny  to  m] 
care." 


3 


"  Miserable,  the  most  wretched  of  human  beings,  tormented  «vi 
doubts,  distracted  by  fears,  sometimes  I  think  she  does  not  love  na 
aud  then  again  I  fear  to  have  lost  her  for  ever.     A  sense  of  calauii 
oppresses  me.    fily  eyes  are  without  sleep;  j'et  have  I  waking  dre*T«» 
worse  than  those  of  sleep.      Sometimes  I  see  her  pale,  dislievell«?  ' 
lifeless,  and,  oh !   horrible  f  tn  the  arms  of  another, — her  whose  h«? 
has  throbiied  in  unison  with  mine, — whose  soul  has  intermingled  wi 
my  own.     Oh  !  aguny  !     If  you  do  not  think  of  me,  think  of  your»«l 
Bianca,  what  you  will  feel  when  you  bear  that  you  have  dctUo^ 
me  I" 


"  Another  wretched  night.  RIy  reason  totters.  I  have  been  wan<J< 
ing,  not  knowing  where.  Tne  moon  was  at  her  full,  and  my  «?♦ 
sought  the  grave  where  all  my  happiness  lies  buried.  Death  is  li^' 
compared  to  the  darkness  of  my  soul.  What  is  death,  after  all,  b»*' 
deliverance  of  the  galley-slave  from  the  chain  he  calls  life.  Welo 
welcome  !  thou  pale  phantom  !  " 
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%t  data  for  tracing  the  progress  of  Sydney's  pa«- 
is  crowned  with  success,  for  Bianca,  the  charac- 
I  baa  drawn  of  Cressid  ia  not  inapplicable— 

•■'  Her  very  foot  spake, 
wanton  spiriis  looked  out 
«ry  creek  and  coroer  of  ber  body." 

liKtpline  of  the  convent,  that  I  have  reiison  to 
as  freouently  closeted  with  the  fair  penwonaire, 
;ani2ea  for  contriving  Bianca's  escape.  Such  a 
ived  all  the  parties  concerned  in  the  most  serious 
the  Professor  knew,  and  therefore  successfully 
iution.  Indeed,  it  was  by  the  power  that,  as  her 
{uired  over  her  miud,  that  Le  persuaded  her  to 
t  by  which  she  had  bound  herself  to  Sydney.  No 
d  have  induced  her  to  sacrifice  herself  to  an- 
t'ho  was  selected  for  her  husband  was,  I  am  told, 
of  engaging  the  affections  of  one  so  highly  en- 
ed  her  to  the  Malireinwas,  where  his  estate  lay, 
ntine  may  be  considered  as  an  exile  to  Sil)eria. 
e  Governor  added  an  exceBsive  bigotry,  nud  Syd- 
ontemptuously  spurned.  The  knowledge  of  the 
ed  between  the  lovers  hastened  the  evil,  which 
tf  one,  the  madness  and  death  of  the  other, 
jrriagni  played  in  the  whole  of  this  drama,  that 
nation,  was  precisely  what  might  hare  been  ex- 
)  break  two  young  hearts  must  have  been  to  him 
is  enjoy.  He  showed  that  his  name,  The  Devil 
vrongly  given.  I  at  times  feel  some  compunctious 
k  that  I  was  the  innocent  cause  of  hastening  this 
^sting  the  remedy,  which  I  iirnily  believed,  was 
lid  have  saved  Sydney  from  becoming  a  prey  to 
ion,  into  which  he  was  fast  plunging,  as  into  a 
be  said,  one  deep  called  upon  another.  May  his 
o  that  which  gave  it — 

bosom  of  his  father  and  his  God  I " 
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•"»  oppotitUm  at  Cwlow  ekriion  to  Colonel  Bruen. 

priest,  sU-ong  sentiments  pursuing, 

ught  "  raiscliief  to  his  cause  woi— Brewing  /" 

nce-couise  he  ne'er  cried  '^Jhr-Bear .'" 

ield  the  Bruen  beat  the  Maker! 

;d  Braen  of  true  "  Polar"  race, 

1  "the  head  o'  the  poll,"  and  held  his  place  ! 
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THE  THREE  RAVENS. 


In  one  of  the  loveliest  valley*  of  the  west  of  England  stands  a  small 
town  called  Oreystonr,  a  corruption  (according  to  the  antiquaries  of 
the  place)  of  its  original  name  of  Oravestone.  Near  the  market-place, 
not  far  from  the  town>hnll,  and  at  the  corner  of  a  street  (the  name  of 
which  we  are  not  permitted  to  reveal)  dwelt  a  Mr.  Simon  Raven,  un- 
dertaker: to  this  profession  Mr.  Raven  had  formerly  added  thooe  of 
auctioneer  and  appraiser ;  but,  whether  the  two  latter  brunches  brought 
him  but  small  profits,  or  that  his  genius  lav  exclusively  in  the  former. 
we  know  not.  Certain  it  is,  that  at  the  time  of  which  we  u-rite  Mr. 
Rnven  w-.is  only  an  undertaker,  but  to  tluit  he  enthusiastically  devoted 
himself  mind  and  body. 

Every  morniDg  bis  spouse.  Airs.  Raven,  might  be  seen  (dressed  in  a 
black  velvet  cloak)  leaving  her  home  with  the  charitable  intention  of 
visiting  the  sick.  In  the  art  of  closing  the  eyes  of  the  dying,  and 
rendering  them  the  kst  sad  offices,  she  had  by  long  practice  acquired  a 
wonderful  address.  Her  appearance  in  a  house  was  almost  a  sure  Mgn 
of  approaching  death,  and  some  of  her  neighbours  were  uncharitable 
enough  to  say  that  she  had  been  known  to  occupy  herself  with  the 
funeral  preparations  even  before  the  breath  was  out  of  the  body. 

All  the  happiness  of  this  thrifty  couple  (a  happiness  partaking,  how- 
ever, of  their  nroody  temperament)  was  centered  in  an  only  daughter, 
Rfiss  Niobe  Raven,  who  also  shared  the  gloomy  lalwurs  of  her  parenta. 
Her  greatest  delight  was  in  reading.  She  delighted  in  the  solemn 
f^wges  of  Sherlock,  Hervey,  and  Dr.  Dodd  ;  sometimes,  to  give  a  little 
f  variety  to  her  recreations,  she  tried  the  poets.  It  is  unnecessary  to  add 
[  that  Young's  "  Night  Thoughts"  and  Iilair's  "  Grave  "  were  preferred 
to  all  others.  In  muRic,  she  had  a  great  predilection  for  "  The  Dead 
March  in  Saul,"  and  the  bell  tolling  fur  a  funeral  had  fur  her  a  silvery 
Bound.     But  to  the  cause  of  these  melancholy  taotes. 

For  some  years  past  (we  will  not  say  bow  many)  Miss  Niobe  had 
been  of  age,  yet  she  still  remained  in  the  sorrowful  state  of  single- 
blessedness.  F'or  many  years  she  had  hoped  to  establish  herself  in 
matrimonial  life  with  some  swain  of  her  native  town,  or  the  neigh- 
bonnng  parishes,  or,  indeed,  of  any  other, — fur  the  fact  is,  she  was  not 
particular  as  to  where  be  came  from,  so  thnt  he  did  come.  But,  alas !  no 
one  had  presented  himself, —  and  this  teiider  cypress  found  no  prop  to 
support  her. 

Several  years  had  elapsed,  as  we  have  been  credibly  informed,  since 
young  Roots,  (the  son  of  a  market-gardener  at  the  end  of  the  town,) 
thinking  that  Air.  Raven  bad  gathered  a  more  profitable  harvest  from 
the  churchyard  than  his  father  was  ever  likely  to  do  from  his  garden, 
had  intended  to  par  court  to  Misn  Ravin ;  but.  too  discreet  a  lover, 
he  hud  only  proceeded  as  far  as  a  few  tender  glances. 

Strop,  the  barber,  too,  the  most  punctual,  as  well  as  the  most  busy 
man  in  the  town,  had  been  known  to  spare  a  few  minutes  in  his 
roundx  tn  addrrs*  a  cuu)|iliment  to  Miss  Raven;  but  latterly  he  had 
been  heard  to  declare  tlmt  he  never  had  the  slightest  intention  of  con- 
▼ertiiig  Miwi  Haven  into  Mrs.  Strop. 

Tbinga  were  in  this  state  when  Aliu  Niobe  arranged  a  plan  to  put 
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of  desolation.  She  had  tried  in  vain  to  gain  aliu»< 
a  gentleness  of  manner ;  and  slie  was  now  deter- 
^sion- 

to  the  house  of  Mr.  Raven  lived  a  Mr.  Naxcis-ius 

This  Mr.  Narcissus  Nonpareil,  unlike  the  iitiuul 
had  an  aspiring  mind.     No  tradesman  in  the  town 

high,  nor  had  any  better  reason  to  do  so,  for  his 
ar  feet  four.  He  might  be  seen  every  morning 
-door,  rubbing  alternately  his  hondii  and  his  chin 
norning  air, -^  for  tyrant  custom,  an  in  most  small 

all  day  to  the  shop.     Miss  Niobe  had  seen  "  and 

own."     Mr.  Nonpareil  had  retired  to  his  parlour 

le  careti  of  the  day,  when  a  shopman  entered. 

S,  Mr. Smith?" 

Mat's  derk  has  just  left  this  letter,  and  has  since 

I." 

Stoat,  the  lawyer,  could  have  to  write  to  him  about, 

le  letter,  and  read  as  follows  :— 

itructed  by  my  client,  Mr.  Simon  Raven,  to  inform 
longer  refuse  to  fulfil  the  engagement  contrrtcted 
Ruven,  that  legal  proceedings  will  be  forthwith 
you.  "  I  am,  sir,  your  obedient  servant, 

Nonpareil,  &c."  "Cayman  Stoat." 

ry  to  paint  the  surprise  into  which  this  singular 
end,  the  draper :  he  read  it  over  more  iban  once ; 
id  him  deeper  into  conjectures  as  to  its  meaning, 
s  had  ke  contracted  with  Alias  Raven  that  Stoat 
to  fuliil?  What  proceedings  were  to  be  taken 
iccomplisbment  of  a  contract  he  had  never  heard  of 
irely  be  some  i>leasantry  between  Mr.  Raven  and 
t  he.  But  Mt.  Ruven  was  not  a  man  given  to 
Mt  was  anything  but  a  pleasant  man-  "  I  have 
sil,  (rising  from  his  chair  with  dignity,)  "  never  by 
ired  Aliss  Raven,  in  fact,  never  thouglit  about  her." 
and  being  convinced  of  his  own  innocence,  he  took 
t.  "  I  must  see  Stoat  immediately,"  said  he,  "  and 
f  this  letter."     Saying  which,  he  proceeded  to  the 

Ir.  Stoat,"  said  Nonpareil,  entering  the  office,  in 
man  of  law  busily  occupied  in  writing ;  and  pre- 

e  had  received,  asked  the  meaning  of  it.     "  If  it 

hat  will  not  moke  you  the  richer,  I  suspect." 

nay  call  it  a  joke  if  you  please,  Mr.  Nonpareil, 

I  find  you  treat  so  serious  an  affair  in  this  manner ; 

ee  your  lawyer  about  it-     We  shall  be  better  able 

itanding." 

—  about  what  ?     I  do  not  understand  a  syllable  of 

jtt  mean." 

VIr.  Nonpareil,  than  this, — that  we  have  the  most 
the  most  eflicient  wilne^ses,  that  you  have  pro- 

ur  attentions  towards  Miss  Raven  to  draw  buck 

iug  yourself  to  very  heavy  damages." 
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Nonpareil  on  hewing  ihia  threw  himself  into  a  chair  in  a  atale  of 
great  agitation. 

"Damages — for  what?  You  surely  do  not  mean  to  fbroe  me 
to " 

"  Young  men  onght  to  have  more  discretion,  Mr.  Nonpareil.  The 
damages  will  be  laid  vXjive  thousand  pounds  !  " 

There  was  such  a  tone  of  sincerity  in  these  words  that  they  failed  not 
to  make  a  great  impression  on  the  draper. 

"  Alas ! "  cried  he.    "  What  can  1  do  ?  " 

"  You  are  not  in  a  (it  state  at  present  to  listen  to  me.  Who  is  yoar 
lawyer  ?  " 

•'  Mr.  Ferrett — Mr.  Ferrett,"  replied  Nonpareil,  trembling, — "  Fer- 
rett,  who  lives  nt  the  end  of  North  Street." 

"  Very  well.  I  will  see  him,"  said  Stoat,  conducting  Nonpareil  to 
the  door,  who  followed  him  like  on  automaton,  a  thuusund  times  more 
confused  and  bewildered  than  when  he  entered.  On  his  way  home  he 
thought  the  best  wny  to  get  at  the  truth  would  be  to  go  to  Raven's 
house-  He  arrived  there,  knocked,  and  a^ked  in  a  loud  tone  for  Mr. 
Mrs.  or  Miss  Raven.  "Walk  in,  sir, — 'missus  is  in  the  parlour."  He 
entered,  and  found  Mrs.  and  Miss  Raven  tieated  at  work. 

"Ah!  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Raven,  with  a  solemn  air,  "we  have  waited 
to  receive  this  visit  for  some  time."  Then  (turning  towards  her 
daughter)  said  "  Niobe,  my  dear,  take  courage  ;  all  will  be  well." 

Miss  Niobe,  on  hearing  this,  said  in  a  languishing  tone,  "  No —  no ; 
this  is  indeed  too  much  to  bear." 

"  Leave  the  room,  mv  dear ;  toko  the  shroud  with  you,  and  finish  it 
in  the  other  room."  Then  turning  to  Nonpareil,  Sirs.  Raven  con- 
tinued, "  You  see  the  sensibility  of  this  dear  girl."  As  she  retired. 
Narcissus  could  not  forbear  murmuring  to  himself,  "  Frightful  crea- 
ture I  would  the  shroud  were  her  own ! " 

"  You  see,  sir,  we  are  obliged  to  assist  in  the  work,"  said  Mrs. 
Raven,  with  a  ghastly  smile.  "  We  have  so  many  funerals  to  complete 
just  now  that  we  cannot  find  hands  enough.  You  will  excuse  me  if  I 
continue  my  employment;  but  Mr-  Raven  will  be  here  directly." 

During  this  explanation  our  hero  had  heard  the  noise  of  hammers  in 
full  operation  in  the  back  premises.  A  shuddering  came  over  him, 
and  he  turned  deathly  pule-  The  entrance  of  Mr.  Raven  did  not  at  all 
tend  to  allay  this  feeling  of  alarm  when  he  said  in  a  sepulchral  voice, 
"  So  you  're  come  at  last,  Mr.  Nonpareil ;  but  you  seem  ill  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  faltered  Narcissus,—"!  am  ill — very  ill,"  for  he  found  the 
eye  of  ]klr-  Raven  fixed  on  him,  as  if  already  measuring  him  for  his 
coffin. 

"  You  do  look  ill;  and,  considering  the  shameful  manner  in  which 
you  hove  treated  mv  poor  Niobe " 

"  What  the  devif  do  you  mean  by  the  way  in  which  1  have  treated 
your  poor  Niobe  ?  Do  you  mean  to  insinuate  that  I  ever  paid  any  at- 
tention to  Tour  daughter — that  I  ever  pretended  to  like  her  ?  So  ^ 
from  thinking  of  her,  if  she  had  her  weight  in  gold  I  would  not  bare 
her." 

"  Oh  !  oh  !  yoa  wonld  not  have  her,  eh  ?  "  replied  Raven  with  a 
frightful  grin.  "  No  matter,  we'll  Bee  if  you  do  not  marry  her.  We 
know  how  to  make  you." 

"The  devil  take  nic  if  I  do,  though,"  muttered  Nonpareil,  as  he 
buttoned  up  his  coat  with  the  air  of  a  man  prepared  for  anything. 
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eaid  Mrs.  Raven.     "  Simon,  my  dear,  mo- 
id Nonpareil,  "  explain  yourself,  will  yoo.  Air. 

mst  marry  Niobe,  or  justice  shall  take  its  course. 

tters,  of  the  most  tender  and  passionate  descrip- 

anation  enough,  I  suppose." 

ack  a  few  paces.     "  It  's  a  vile  conspiracy,"  said 

i  inquire  into  this  affair  for  me." 

a  he  would  deny  them  ?  "  said  Raven,  turning 

n  handwriting,  does  he  ?  Well,  the  wickedness 
)uld  believe  one  of  his  sex  f  "  sighed  forth  Airs. 

more  to  say  to  you,"  added  Mr.  Raven,  moving 
We  have  your  letters,  —  we  have  your  offer  in 

more  confused  than  when  he  entered  the  house, 
me  he  thought  over  the  affair.  "  These  Ravens 
everal  letters  of  mine  to  their  daughter.  I  can- 
Mo  matter.  They  have  sworn  that  I  shall  marry 
lieve  them  capable  of  anything,  the  cannibals ! 
.  daughter  —  a  living  spectre !  Who 's  there  ?  " 
pened,  and  a  head  appeared, 
asked  the  proprietor  of  the  head,  for  the  body  was 

rcissus.     "  Come  in,  Captain  Trigger." 
accordingly  made  his  appearance,  his  neck  enve- 

cravat,  and  his  cheeks  ornamented  with  a  superb 
ich  was  the  appearance  of  the  formidable  Captain 
retired  from  the  service  for  some  years,  had  lately 
f  Greystone,  retaining  little  from  his  military  ser- 
■  of  Captain  J  and  the  before  mentioned  whiskers. 
[Uently  honoured  our  friend  the  draper  with  an 

a  game  of  piquet,  of  which  Narcissus  was  very 
le  Captain  was  very  skilful. 

'ou,  mau  ?  You  look  ill,"  said  the  Captain,  seating 
for  a  game  to-night  ?  " 
,  Captain  Trigger,"  replied  Narcissus,  putting  his 

r.  Gargle's  pilla,  and  you  wUl  be  all  right  to-mor- 

secret  ^  "  said  Narcissus,  drawing  nearer  to  the 

i  the  grave.  But  do  not  look  so  very  melancholy, 
'  you  will  give  me  the  blue  devils  !  Let 's  take  a 
3  'a  nothing  better  to  dispel  melancholy." 
ptain."  And  whilst  the  Captain  was  engaged  in 
tJon  of  mixing  the  grog,  the  draper  recounted  to 
f  bis  unfortunate  position.  The  Captain  togk  a 
the  stopper  into  the  buttle,  looked  hard  at  his 
iture,  ana  said,  "  This  is  all  very  strange.  You 
i  to  this  Miss  Itaven  ?  " — "  Never  I  " 
written  any  letters  to  her  .•'  "—"  Never  ! " 
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"  Have  you  eTer  written  any  love-letters  to  any  other  person  r 
"  Nev — ah  !  "  exclaimed   Nonpareil,  jumping  up  suddenly,  "  I  ha 
iti  I  have  it,  my  good  friend.     Yes,  I  liave  written  several  lelti 
love-letters,  to  Penelope  Pincroft,  who — " 

"And  these  letters  are  in  the  possession  of  these  Ravens,"  said  tfe« 
Captain,  interrupting  him.     "  Where  does  this  Penelo|>e  live  ?     I  wii/ 
m  directly  to  her,  and  find  it  all  out." — "  Alas !  Captain,  she  has  beeo 
dead  these  six  months." 

"  But  these  letters  were  directed  to  her,  and  not  to  Miss  Raven?* 
— "  I  sent  them  always  hy  a  trusty  ]ierson,  without  any  nddrew,  iui 
never  mentioned  her  name  in  them,  fur  fear  they  should  fall  into  old 
Pincroft's  hands." 

"  This  becomes  serious,"  said  Trigger.  Then  turning  to  Nardntii, 
he  added,  "  This  Raven  (the  old  man,  I  mean)  has  feathered  his  not 
well?  " — "  Oh  !  no  doubt  of  it.  He  is  called  rich,  and  I  hear  will 
give  his  daughter  three  thousand  pounds." 

"  Well,  why  not  marry  her,  then  ? " — "  How  can  yon  ask  me  indi 
a  question  P  I  marry  one  of  such  a  family  of  spectres  I  I  diiwld 
soon  become  a  prey  to  my  father-in-law." 

♦'  That  is  all  prejudice.  You  cannot  do  better  than  marry  the  girl", 
for  it  will  be  impossible  to  prove  that  these  letters  were  not  intetidid 
for  her.  The  damages  may  be  considerable,  and  the  atTair  will  hstf 
ruin  you."  —  "1  would  rather  beg  my  bread  than  marry  such  a  scart* 
crow." 

A  silence  followed,  when  the  Captain  said,  "  Listen  to  me.  Nonpar 
reil.  You  know  that  I  have  ruined  myself  with  play  and  go«»d  IWia^ ; 
now,  three  thousands  pounds  would  be  must  acceptable  to  me  —  don't 
iuterrupt  me," — (seeing  that  Nonpareil  was  going  to  speak) — "  I  hare 
a  plan  in  my  head  by  which  I  can  secure  the  money,  and  get  you  out  of 
a  scrape."  He  then  detailed  his  plan  to  our  friend  the  draper,  who 
appeared  delighted  with  it.  'Tis  unnecessary,  however,  to  Irt  vir 
readers  into  the  secret  before  the  proper  time. 

"  You  think  it  will  do,  then  .>  "  said  the  Captain,  "  and  you  will  try 
it  without  hesitation  ?  "  —  '•  Certainly." 

The  two  friends,  after  laughing  heartily,  separated  for  the  nighU 
Nonpareil  was  up  very  early  the  following  morning,  and  very  carcv- 
fully  dressed.  He  took  a  last  look  in  the  gloss,  and  being  satiKfied 
with  his  appearance,  sallied  forth.  His  expectations  had  not  deceived 
him.  During  his  walk  he  met  Miiis  Niobe.  She  perceived  his  ap« 
proach,  and  was  on  the  point  of  turning  back  ;  but  Narcissus  detained 
her  by  the  eloquence  of  his  persuasive  language. 

"  Am  1  then  so  odious,  dear  Misst  Kaven  ?  "  said  he,  ast  he  ovt 
her.     "  I  beg,  I  eutreat  you  to  listen  to  me,  whilst  I  own  the  reasu: 
of  my  conduct  yesterday  evening." 

"  It  certainly  was  much  at  variance  with  your  present  behaviour, 
sir.     Pray  explain  yourself." 

"  I  desire  nothing  more.     You  love  me  —  nay,  do  not  deny  it — y 
love  me,  dear  Niobe,  and  this  explains  the  fiction  relative  to  r 
letters — very  excusable  under  sucn  circumstances.     Do  not  blush,  bi 
tell  me — tell  me  the  truth,  I  conjure  you — how  could  your  r^specti 
parents  think  of  putting  the  matter  into  8toat'a  hands  ?     Tliiit  ruins 
my  hopc«  completely." 

"  How  so,  Mr.  Nonpareil?  " 

"  Will  not  the  world  say  that  I  did  iiot  lovc  you,  and  only  oooaen' 
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to  save  my  pocket.     'Tis  terrible  to  think  of  such 
;d  you ;  let  us  defy  the  scandal  of  the  world,  and 
will  prove  our  HtTectiun  for  each  other." 
Ecreamed  Miss  Niobe,  at  the  same  time  drawiog 
hero,  who  saw  that  he  had  gained  the  day. 
o  delay  ;  my  business  cannot  be  long  left  without 
ty  yoQi  my  dear  Niobe  f  "     He  pressed  her  hand 
eturned.     "  You  consent,  then,"  cried  he.     "  To- 
ill  be  here  with  a  post-chaise  at  six  o'clock." 
aid  Niobe.    "  Let  it  be  at  the  end  of  the  town,  at 
>son's  Mill." 
here  comes  Doctor  Gargle  ;  do  not  let  film  see  us 

So  saying,  he  was  out  of  sight  in  a  minute, 
ive  the  next  morning  when  Nonpareil  descended 
which  stopped  at  the  lane  near  the  mill.  It  was 
ig  of  great  anxiety  for  the  success  of  his  scheme 
e  direction  from  wliiL'h  he  ex|x>cted  JNIiss  Niobe  to 
were  groundless.  In  .1  few  minutes  she  opproi\cii- 
s.  He  took  her  hand,  pressed  it  with  apparent 
ed  her  into  tlie  chaise,  in  which  Captain  Trigger 
and  (instead  of  entering  himself)  closed  the  door, 
for  instant  departure. 

of  the  wheels  had  entirely  ceased,  he  turned  his 
if  Mr.  Raven.  On  rttriving  there,  and  telling  the 
something  of  consequence  to  communicate  tu  Mr. 
B  was  admitted  ;  though  this  tvorllii/  couple  were 
.en  the  servant  entered  their  bed-room,  and  aur- 
Dg  that  Air.  Nonpareil  waited  for  them  in  the  par- 

int  ?  "  said  Raven,  angry  at  being  disturbed.    "  Mr. 
lis  time  of  the  morning !  " 
ays  he  wants  to  see  you  and  missus  directly." 
we  '11  be  down  soon." 

ves  in  baste,  and  wondering  what  could  be  the  rea- 
t.  Raven  and  bis  belter  half  descended  to  the  par- 
lud  Nonpareil  pacing  up  and  down  impatiently, 
r  couple,  truly,"  cried  he,  when  they  entered,  "  to 
our  tfaughter,  who  has  eiuped  with — " 
I  they  both  at  once.  —  "  Yes  —  with  Captain  Trig- 

xclaimcd  the  father.     "  She  does  not  know  him." 
w  them  together  in  a  post-chaise,  and  I  overheard 
to  the  post-boy  to  drive  to  the  Salisbury  Arms, 

ip  Etairs  to  ascertain  if  Niobe  was  in  her  bed-room. 

re,  or  in  the  house,  she  begged  Nonpareil  to  accoiii- 

reelf  in  search  of  the  fugitives.     To  this  he  readily 

en  having  procured  a  chaise,  the  trio  departed  for 

I,  where  in  due  time  they  arrived.     A  waiter  (with 

arm)  was  ut  the  door. 

iy  and  gentleman  arrive  here  in  a  post-chaise  this  ' 

iven. 

're  in  No.  4."   And  he  pointed  to  the  room  in  which 

int  Captaiu  were  at  that  luouicut. 
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Oil  opening  the  door,  Haven  discovered  Captuin  Trigger  biiiulj  en- 
gaged in  satisfying  a  ravenous  appetite,  while  Miss  Niobe  ivas  seated 
un  a  sofa.  On  seeing  her  father  and  mother  she  rose,  and  would  have 
thrown  herself  into  toe  arms  of  the  latter ;  but  she  perceived  a  cold- 
ness on  the  part  of  her  mother  towards  her  demonstration  of  affection. 

"  Give  me  back  my  child,"  said  Raven,  approaching  Captain  Trifrger, 
— "  give  me  bock  my  child.  She  is  engaged  to  be  marrieu  to  Air.  Noa> 
pareU." 

"  No  such  thing,"  replied  the  Captain,  continuing  his  breakfast  with 
the  greatest  composure ;  "  she  is  engaged  to  me.  Airs.  Raven  will  you 
do  me  the  favour  to  take  this  chair  by  my  side,  and  I  will  explain  all 
this  to  ffou."  Mrs.  Raven  seated  herself  in  silent  wonder.  "  You  see 
my  young  friend  there,"  said  the  Captain  (pointing  to  Nonpareil,  who 
wus  seated  on  the  sofa  talking  earnestly  to  Miss  Raven),  "  that  friend 
whom  you  threatened  to  sue  for  breach  of  promise  of  marriage, — that 
friend  ought  to  sue  you  for  conspiracy  against  him  ;  and  it  only  rests 
whether  you  consent  that  Miss  Haven  becomes  Mrs.  Captain  Trigger, 
or  that  you  are  indicted  for  the  conspiracy.  Do  you  remember  poor 
Penelope  Pincroftr*  "  At  this  question  the  countenances  of  both  father 
and  mother  became  rather  clouded. 

"  I  have,"  continued  the  Caj)tain,  "  proofs  that  the  letters  now  in 
your  possession  were  written  by  my  friend  Nonpareil  to  Miss  Penelope 
Pincroft,  now  dead. — Have  I  your  consent  that  Aliss  Niobe  becomes 
my  wife,  or  not  >  "  • 

"  What  does  the  Captain  mean .'  "  said  Raven. 

"  Oh  !  my  dear,"  replied  his  wife,  "  we  must  be  allowed  a  little 
time  to  think  over  this  affair." 

During  this  time  Narcissus  had  continued  his  conver<atioD  with 
Niobe.  "  Why  refuse  the  Captain  ?  "  said  he.  "  He  has  long  loved 
you — why  not  make  him  happy  ?  He  only  requires  a  little  money  to 
become  a  Colonel." 

"  Mr.  Nonpareil  tells  you  nothing  but  the  truth,"  chimed  in  the 
Captain.  "  IMy  unfortunate  modesty  has  alone  hindered  me  declaring 
my  sentiments  sooner." 

"  Oh  ! "  said  Mrs.  Raven,  in  a  softened  tone,  "  you  military  gentle- 
men are  so  pressing.  Niobe,  my  love,  you  hear  what  the  Captain  says 
—will  you  accept  him  ?  " 

"  Dear  mamma,  what  can  I  say  ?  "  A  tender  glance  at  the  Captain 
decided  the  affair,  much  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  parties,- — but  to  none 
more  than  our  friend  Narcissus  Nonpareil. 


PRAISE  OF  WINE. 

BY    JOHANN   UICBAKL    II08CHKB06CU.* 

While  I  live,  good  wine  I  '11  love. 
Wine  alone  can  grief  remove, 

Make  dull  melancholy  flee; 
Water  brings  eniiui  and  pain. 
Hurts  the  stomach  and  tlie  brain. 

Therefore,  brothen,  wine  for  me. 


*  MoMkcfaMli  WM  born  at  Wilitedt  in  Oermany,  in  I  GOO,  and  itiMi  in 


Ine's  my  chiefs 
loes  my  hate  excite, 
blockheads  drown  and  die  : 

unwholesome  too ; 
love  and  joy  renew, 

r  and  new  life  supply. 

elesa  water !     No. 
vould  not  injure  so, 
than  the  sweetest  rose. 
i  the  blissful  drauglit  can  cloy, 
t  in  life  can  mar  my  joy, 
>n  the  tparkling  nectar  flows. 

on  those  who  hate  good  wine  1 

makes  the  soul  repine : 
le,  and  wiue  alone,  I  crare. 

is  a  daiuty  disb, 
'  beast,  and  bird,  and  fish  ; 
£r  is  the  Wine-god's  slave. 

ain  springs,  away  1  away  ! 
alone  can  grief  allay ; 
n  is  lifeless  without  wine, 
brings  mirth  and  mutual  love, 
the  irutli  of  friends  can  prove. 
tn  folse  water,  seek  the  vine. 

ng  with  a  stronger  fo«, 
dst  thou  shun  the  deadly  bIo>w, 
nk,  and  then  thy  weapon  draw ; 
a  draught 's  a  potent  charm, 
'twill  nerve  thy  strengthened  arm 
ne  's  the  truest  friend  in  war. 

f  peace  be  thy  delight, 
hath  still  a  sorcerer's  might, 

ne  the  fiercest  strife  can  end : 

:,  and  as  the  bright  streams  flow, 
wilt  soon  furgel  ihy  foe, 

J  oDce  more  embrace  thy  friend. 

makes  heart  and  spirit  gay, 
lat  would  the  lover  play 

him  drink  (in  moderation), 
d  be  please  his  pretty  miss  ? 
d  he  gain  a  stolen  kiss  ? 
ne  's  a  certain  inspiration. 

in  vino  Veritas 

s,  give  me  a  brimraiog  glass, 
d  a  small  one  to  my  foe; 
ho  fears  a  drop  of  wine, 
lall  be  no  friend  of  mine, 
vill  ne'er  such  folly  show. 

r  some  may  like,  not  I, 
such  stulT  will  e'er  defy, 

m  in  pacit  cetluld, 
fathers,  monks  divine, 

}inna  rain*,  relish  wine, 

II  the  cup,  and  shout  "  Ilurrali ! 
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p.  irrsABtm, 

It  t-  |— i.«p  — .:^  «»;— .gpi^  >fc—  J«g»«  w1»«t  «wr»»»t;Hnrn  iti>«ii«Wji 

a,  wfcezc  it  bepna,  m  wbere  it  end*;  lat  tbk  I  bcliere  we  m»j  aj^ 
that  aapcnthioa  k  the  <ift|iiiBK  af  ipHnaoe,  sad  that  people  are  crv 
didaos  IB  papwti—  Id  the  wmutmem  af  Aeir  brains.    As  an  indolent. 
mbid  finds  eaee  in  dnwiag  its  oaaelaaaBs  froas  beamy,  so  does 
nine  gather  strength;  and  crafkj  iavcntan,  baring  once  succeede 
in  loirrring  tbe  ttnadani  sf  irtenigaic<,  csn   slwajrs    take  further 
liberties  with  their  prostntc  isfitim      An  intelligent  and  active  »- 
padtT  will  be  contented  with  -— ^*^  ihart  of  the  nio<>t  perfectlf  at- 
fiitakl^  evidence  of  facts.     We  are  happily  approaching  the  a^  of 
FHOOTB     everything  shows  it — the  minds  of  men  sre  hungering  ami 
thirsting  after  them ;  and  though  nnmbers  sre  impatient,  and  think 
that  we  should  diiscard  all  out-oif-the-way  customs,  beliefs,  and  prejo- 
dices,  at  once  —  bundle  them  up,  in  short,  and  throw  them  overUnril 
in  a  lump,  I  am  not  sure  that  tki*  would  be  altogether  so  well ;  Hit 
Teasel  might  then  be  tao  light,  and  upset ;  and  I  would  rather  tee 
people  convinced  than  dntmmed.     In  the  latter  case,  too,  I  should  Iok 
my  gardener,  Timothy  Cormidc,  whose  gbost-stories   have  so  uftd 
amused  me ;  and  the  more  so,  as  be  being  an  implicit  believer  ia 
giants,  witches,  fairies,  devils,  and  hobgoblins  of  every  nhape  and  (i», 
perfect  beings,  whether  from  thirty  feet  in  height,  duv^-n  to  tne  Uiirtietli 
part  of  an  inch,  can  enter  into  minatiK  and  descriptions  which  uv 
])erfectly  astonishing.     When  or  how  he  has  imbibed  these  ttnap 
vagaries  I  never  could  find  out.     Previous,  perhaps,  to  his  taking  toe 
temperance  pledge  from  Father  Mathew,   whiskey  might  hare  hal 
Homething  to  do  with  it ;  as  of  all  other  spirits  this  was  the  decidni 
leader  in  bothering  our  poor  people,  blinding  some,  and  with  othin 
establishing  a  second  siglit,  by  making  them  see  double.     Be  this  <*  >t 
may,  all  I  know  is,  that  Tim's  father,  and  probably  his  grand&thcr 
and  great-grandfather,  lived  with  the  O'Neills,  —  a  family  once  g«»* 
and  powerful  enough,  but  now,  at  least  in  this  county,  nearly  exlin- 
guisbed.     It  so  happens  that  my  present  residence  is  near  the  last  re- 
mains of  an  old  house  which  the  O'Neills  inhabited,  after  being  drireo 
from  one  of  their  strongest  castles  by  Ineoldsby's  forces,  and  now  ueulj 
obliterated.     A  few  sheep  or  cattle  find  an  occasional  shelter  within 
the  bare  deserted  walls  of  what  was  once  a  banqueting  room, — a  pig* 
two  may  be  occnsionally  seen  rooting  among  earth  and  stones,  where,  at 
a  happier  period,  ancient  lawns  and  pleasure  grounds  afforded  relaxa- 
tion to  tbe  young,  the  gay,  and  the  light-hearted.     Of  the  orchard,  m 
celebrated  even  m  Tim's  remembrance,  not  a  tree  remains.     In  short, 
the  branches  of  this  ancient  family,  whose  pride  could  not  brook  but  I 
diminution  of  those  luxuries  in  which  their  forefathers  had  indulf^i  I 
were  doomed  to  ^vither  one  by  one ;  and  there  stand  the  misetabki 
remnants  of  their  possessions,  falling  away  year  after  year,  stone  aftcrl 
stone, — attesting  tnat 

"  to  provide  and  give  great  giftSi 
And  all  out  of  an  empty  coffer," 


is,  even  in  this  ingenious  country,  a  vaiu  effort ! 
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ins  that  Tim  often  wiilka  and  meditateit,  taking 
never  to  approach  tliem  after  sunwt.  Now  tliis 
in  bis  occupation,  n  sood  gardener,  and  fiiithful 
the  logic  in  the  world  would  not  reiu<on  him  out 
iturol  appearances  and  events.  He  can  remem- 
nd  four,  the  appearance  of  hia  old  master,  the 

Plan  behind ;  and  insists  upon  it,  that  the  an- 
be  occasionally  heard  rattling  duwm  the  avenue. 
!asioi),  seeing  him  considerably  excited,  I  «vitii 
n  him  the  following  account, 
onor,  if  I  must  tell  yer  honor  the  Ihniih,  I  seen 
ight,  and  was  wondering  yer  honor  hadn't  he«rd 

id,  "  did  your  old  master  make  a  noise  ?  " 
nes,  yer  honor.  The  ould  ma.ster  wouldn't  make 
id  no  head  ;  but  I  '11  i-ngage  he  sot  boult  upright, 
ninute,  an'  counted  five  gentlemen  sitting  with 
ch,  an'  the  coachman  dhrivin'  an  the  box,  an'  the 
behind,  an'  not  one  av  them  had  a  bead !  So, 
could  I  be  mistaken,  an'  not  a  bit  frightened  ? 
jage  88  well  as  when  I  wns  a  little  hoy,  an'  so  I 
[  nsed  to  do,  when  the  ould  master  would  smile 
n'  sometimes  throw  a  penny,  or  m.iybe  an  odd 
nndy.  But  av'  coorse  uothin'  kem  this  turn,  not 
I  o'  them  ;  for  how  could  they  nod  without  ther 
be  to  God,  they  didn't  beckon  rncJ" 
lucky,  Tim.  You  mean,  I  suppose,  if  they  Aad 
d  liave  been  an  evil  sign." 

latter  o'  that,  yer  honor,  it  would  have  been  a 
honor,  an'  that 's  what  I  wouldn't  like  to  do  if  I 
turn,  maybe,  I  '11  be  better  prepared." 

0  reason  Tim  out  of  this  phantasy.  I  desired  him 
ight  he  described,  though  light,  had  been  stormy, 
Men  some  thunder  and  liglilning  ;  but  all  would 
.  in  his  story,  as  if  it  would  have  been  madness  to 
me  vexatiously  short  by  saving, 

rouldn't  have  me  to  disbelieve  what  I  seen  witli 
ilain  M  I  tee  this  spade  in  my  hand !  An' by  the 
master  passed  me  quite  fair  an'  asy  in  the  coach, 
■ack  wid  bis  whip  that  wint  aff  like  the  shot  of  a 
;  the  four  black  horses,  an'  the  coach  after  thim, 
,  an'  down  the  avenue  wid  'em  like  a  flash  of 

1  the  first  big  gate,  tho'  meself  hod  put  an  the 
J  a  minute  or  two  before,  an'  not  a  bar  broke. 

whippin'  an'  crackin',  an'  seen  the  fire  an'  shmcike 
rees'  mouths,  an'  such  a  racket  with  their  ithoes 
}ne  minute  it  was  all  quite  and  still  as  before — 

'ctij  able  to  trace  the  combinations  which  pro- 
'im's  intellect,  I  might  as  well  have  tried  to  move 
I  belief, — a  belief  not  formed  alone  on  that  which 
en,  hut  grafted  on  the  ancient  superstitions  st- 
and probubly  (in  a  greater  or  less  degree)  upon 
it  had  dwelt  there  for  a  hundred  years  before- 
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Neither  will  I  go  go  far  as  to  uflBrm  that  the  whole  of  my  people  and 
neighbours  believe  this  tale,  though  pretty  sure  that  too  many  of  tbrm 
do;  and  that,  upon  the  whole, Tim  is  infinitely  more  successful  in  making 
converts  to  kit  belief  than  I  to  mine.  And  this  I  can  furtlier  state, 
that  almost  as  many  believe  in  the  existence  of  witches,  and  many  more 
in  fairies,  whose  power  they  consider  to  be  unlimited. 

Let  us  just  hear  the  following  account  of  the  misfortunes  of  Peggy 
Grady,  as  related  by  my  neighbour  Billy  Donellan  ;  only  premising 
how  extremely  dangerous  it  is  generally  considered  to  be  even  to  Uiink 
of  the  "  good  people,"  as  they  are  called,  with  the  slightest  disrespect. 

"Oh  ay,  indeed!  Peggy  Grady,  God  help  her!  that  wanst  made 
game  o'  the  good  people,  an'  said  she  didn't  care  l/ial  fur  the  fairies  ! 
An'  thin  what  kem  av  Peggy  afther  that '  harrnng '  I  wondber  ?  But 
wasn't  she  next  dure  all 's  one  as  dhrown'd  in  the  bog-hole,  you  rimim- 
ber  —  I  mane  when  they  sed  she  overritched  hcrsilf  afther  her  ould 
kittle?  Well,  that  was  jist  to  begin  wid  her  thrubbles  —  an'  thin 
didn't  she  lose  her  two  front  teeth  in  a  skrimmidge,  and  sarve  her 
right  P  An'  thin  whin  the  divil  (the  Lord  save  us !)  drur  her  into  the 
sup  o'  dhrink,  wasn't  she  turn'd  into  a  hark  i  An'  a  mad  hare  she 
was!  An'  by  the  same  token,  wasn't  it  Rlicky  Miligan  first  saw  her, 
an'  he  wondering  how  in  the  world  a  hare  could  milk  a  cow  !  An' 
there  he  seen  her,  milking  his  red  cow  he  had  turned  out  there  beyant 
811  the  crags,  wid  her  two  fore-paws,  an'  she  stuudin'  up  an  the  two 
hind  legs  av  her,  an'  looking  over  her  bit  of  a  tail,  ^vid  the  ears  an'  eyes 
Bv  her  turn'd  Iiack  —  an'  whin  she  caught  the  laste  taste  in  life  of 
Micky's  face,  aff  she  set  wid  hersilf,  tearin'  away,  an'  Micky  afther  her 
in  no  time,  an'  away  to  her  ould  cummerade  Alolly  Dowling,  an' jumped 
up  over  the  half  dure,  an'  into  the  cabin  wid  hersilf,  an'  thried  bitther 
hard  to  hide  hersilf  undher  Aloily's  bed,  in  a  dark  corner  there  was. 
But  all  her  manne\wers  wouldn't  serve  her  turn,  an'  Micky  up  wid  a 
flail,  an'  hot  her  a  side  pelt,  an'  broke  one  of  her  milking-pawa,  an' 
thin  when  he  considherd  he  had  the  hare  all  as  one  for  himsiJf,  an' 
«rint  down  upon  his  hands  an'  knees  to  rech  her  out  av  that,  who  should 
he  see  but  Pfggy  Grady  hersilf,  rowlin'  about  in  her  ould  red  petticoat, 
bawlin'  out  murdher  for  the  broken  arm  she'd  got,  an'  bkreetchin'  for 
the  bone  setther — Glory  be  to  God  !  " 

In  this  tale,  which  I  have  actually  heard  thus  rehited,  and  which  all 
my  humble  neighbours  ore  in  the  habit  of  hearing,  and  many,  I  fear,  of 
believing,  one  can  trace  no  mitigating  cause  for  the  invention,  or  ex- 
cuse  fur  credulity,  the  whole  thing  beiug  a  tissue  of  falsehood  and  im- 
probability ;  but  admitting  it  to  be  so,  docs  it  therefore  follow  that  no 
other  people  deal  in  such  superstitions  }  I  for  one  can  declare  that  I 
have  heard  in  my  youth  things  quite  as  strange  and  improbable  in 
many  parts  of  England  ;  and  in  Germany  I  once  lo<1ged  twelve  months 
in  a  clergyman's  family,  all  the  servants  of  which  believed  in  witchcraft, 
and  on  stormy  moonlight  nights  would  often  look  out  forM-itchcs  riding 
in  the  air  on  broomsticks  to  the  Hartz  mountaius.  They  would  also 
affirm  to  the  truth  of  a  devil,  who  in  the  likeness  of  a  trumpeter,  in  the 
8axon  Swilierland,  flew  clean  off  with  one  hundred  and  thirty  little 
children  in  one  night,  their  cradles  being  all  found  empty  the  next 
morning!  Think  of  one  hundred  and  thirty  little  empty  cradles,  and 
one  hundred  and  thirty  unhappy  mothers,  all  cryihg  ana  wringing  their 
hands  at  the  aame  time ! 

80  much  in  oxcua«  for  my  d«ar  countrymen,  though  dearer  by  far 
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'Old  I  live  to  see  their  superstitions  extingaished> 
e  trains  of  exagjieration  and  hlarnei/,  which  are 
anions  to  them.  Thunk  God  !  1  have  seen  Ireland 
horrors  of  intoxication  ;  and  as  sober  ])eoj)le  are 
tious,  I  shall  not  despair  of  the  rest.  Truth,  in- 
re  seldom  long  or  widely  separated  ! 
ivhile  children  are  lahj,  we  must  do  our  best  to 
1  as  it  is  written, 

Qui  parcit  virgam  odit  filium," 

od,  if  nothing  else  will  do ;  but  I  prefer  langhinp 
by  when  they  begin  to  laugh  at  themselves,  the 

k's  witches,  they  are  for  the  most  part  disturbers 
;ream  and  butter,  stealers  of  milk,  and  authors  of 
IV8  are  subject  to.  Tim  is  therefore  always  appealed 
and,  without  intending  it  by  any  means,  can  ge- 
elter  negligence,  or  even  theft,  under  the  conve- 
irstition.  He  is,  I  do  believe,  the  last  man  who 
I  his  mind  so  decidedly  made  up.  But  then  mark 
t  by  him — a  cunning  thief,  for  instance ;  an  idle 
lairymaid  !  To  such  people  about  a  huuse,  Tim 
jrlh  any  money — as  for  example — 
lor,  nothin'  surer  at  any  rate  but  tliem  ouM  hags 
the  butther,  ay,  an'  the  cows  likewise,  when  they 
an'  thin  what  soort  o'  milk  can  any  one  expect  ? 
1  them  so  busy  wld  their  ugly  goia's  an  as  last 
t;  but  they  "re  a  little  quieter  now,  praise  be  to 
r«  gettin'  terr'ble  feared  av  the  clergy,  that  sets 
and  since  ould  Father  Morony — God  be  merciful 
em  seven  hags  o' witches  that  lived  together  in  the 
nt  in  Bally  Cluney.  An'  if  he  did,  he  whipped 
the  shapple,  an'  didn't  lave  a  dhrop  in  their  car- 
an  wid  all  sorts  of  divilments  an'  misfortunes  on 
ioners  intirely,  so  he  didl 

tonor,  all  ihim  same  ould  hags  liv'd,  as  I  was  sain', 
every  Alay  day  all  tlae  people,  the  Lacy's,  an'  the 
illons,  an'  the  Hanrahans,  ivor  all  av  'em  oblceged 
'  o'  midnight,  an'  go  into  the  fields,  an'  watch  ciutte 
jrou,  for  fear'd  any  of  the  witches  'ud  come  un- 
le  butther  out  avthe  new  milk ;  and  no  one  knew 
s  (the  thieves!)  done  wid  the  butther  j  for  tho'  it 
!  milk,  they  could  never  see  any  of  it  wid  'em  by 
ore  what  I  'm  tellin'  yer  honor  happened,  them 
own  to  be  witches  at  that  time,  but  ajtherwards  ! 
tell  yer  honor  wan  thing,  an'  indeed  indeed,  that 
t  's  OS  thrue  as  I  'm  tellin'  it  to  yer  honor,  an'  just 
an'  Mick  Rliliigan'a  father  towlt  it  to  me  the  same 
d.  Well,  he  was  comin'  down  the  Borbeen  that 
to  Bally  Cluney,  an'  it  teas  at  the  fursht  '  cock- 
ne  they  does  be  doing  thim  things)  an'  he  turnjn' 
d  wall  in  his  haggard,  who  sliud  he  see  but  wan  ir 
a  near  the  wall,  an'  she  bad  a  great  big  brown 
It,  an'  a  cow'a  '  spancel  *  (hay  rope)  tied  round  it, 


&n'  a  parcel  of  shmall  brown  slitonea  all  round  ber  entirely  ;  but  what 
fthe  WAA  doin'  at  nil  wid  tlio  shtones !  Ilud  whin  ttlic  tteen  Allele's 
father,  she  fell  to,  an'  picked  up  every  one  of  the  Khmall  shtones,  an' 
away  wid  her  for  the  bare  life  down  the  borheen.  Aflfwid  Alick'ii 
father  afther  her  in  no  time,  an'  foUied  ber  hot  an'  hard,  but  couldn't 
overtake  her  till  he  kern  to  ber  house,  an'  the  dure  shut,  an'  he  ropp'd 
hard,  but  the  dickeni  a  wan  o'  'em  would  let  an  the'  wor  up,  so  Alick 
round  md  himsilf  to  a  little  windy  he  knewn  ar,  an'  peeped  in,— «a', 
'  O  yarra  wi»ba  I '  si«  he.  '  The  hoky  save  Ui  !  what  's  this  I  see  ?  '  — 
An'  Mick's  father  towlt  me  he  seen  us  sure  as  he  stud  there — he  seen  all 
the  sivin  hags,  an'  they  mighty  busy  an  the  Hure,  an'  a  bape  of  tuba  in 
the  kitchen,  an'  the  most  surprising  to  him  was,  to  see  siven  '  sugana '  of 
long  hny-ropes  hangin'  down  from  the  coliar-bame  of  the  house,  an* 
the  sivin  ho^s  having  each  a  howlt  iv  the  ends  uv  the  sivin  sugans  Ikal 
had  raal  tatet  to  them,  aii'  they  milking  away  like  mad  into  the  tubs ! 
An' whin  he  seen  that,  hewintupto  wbereheiirst  seen  the ould  witch, 
where  the  great  big  brown  shtone  was,  an'  there  was  his  own  illigant 
cow  lyin'  asbleep,  an'  signs,  an'  he  tuk  her  to  the  fair  the  same  day 
airly,  and  sowit  her  at  wanst,  like  a  sinsible  man,  an'  thin  wiiil  an'  towft 
the  priesht,  on'  rc{M>rted  on'  inform'd  ag'in  the  witches,  an'  signs  an ! 
the  priesht  ped  'em  well,  an"  soon  thnf  all  ilied ;  but  no  doubt  ihey  're 
witches  in  some  counthry  or  another,  unless  the  divil  tuk  a  fancy  l« 
any  o'  them,  the  Lord  help  us.^    Amin  !  " 

Next  in  order  to  theise  "  vile  ould  bag*  o*  witches,"  those  airy 
myriads  wliich  form  the  tribe  of  igneii /titui,  mny  lie  deemed,  perhaps. 
moat  hostile  to  our  poor  Paddies,  leading  them  such  mischievous  dances 
over  bogs  and  ditcher,  or  thruugh  thorns  or  briars,  and  always  leaving 
them  in  some  horrid  scrape,  soused  over  head  in  a  cold-bath,  or  up  to 
their  chins  in  mire,  roaring  out  murder.  But  are  the  Irish  the  only 
people  plagued  by  these  provoking  fairies?  By  no  means.  For  in- 
stance, sailors  of  almost  all  countries,  being  extremely  superstitious, 
believe  that  these  sprites  can  counterfeit  even  the  moon  and  star*, 
perch  on  the  summit  of  a  ship's  mast,  and  laugh  at  the  amazement  of 
tltc  crew  ;  or,  if  in  a  malicious  humour,  will  even  run  down  and  set 
fire  to  the  powder  magazine.  Tiiese  might  have  been  the  "  Fire 
devils  "  so  generally  worshipped  in  remote  times,  and  may  yet  be,  for 
aught  I  know,  unless  Air.  Morier's  race  of  "  Cara  Beys  "  nave  all  been 
blown  up. 

There  are  other  aerial  spirits  which  ride  u])on  whirlwinds,  and 
which  probably  iirst  suggested  the  invention  of  locomotive  engines  on 
railroads ;  their  steeds,  which  must  inde*^  he  tpiriirti,  carry  them  as 
quick  as  lightning.  They  are  as  mischievous  as  their  neighbimn, 
I  toking  stones  with  them  to  ]>elt  such  unlucky  witches  as  may  attempt 
to  follow  them  on  bnmnisticks  ;  and  though  these  stones  should  be 
twenty  years  falling  to  the  earth,  they  are  as  everybody  knows,  often 
pickea  up  quite  hot !  Their  other  vagaries  consist  in  tearing  such  oak 
trees  to  pi»CM  as  ought  to  have  been  cut  down  fur  ship-building  before 
they  went  to  decay  ;  and  if  they  hear  of  a  biul  ponoa,  who  prefers 
money  to  nroyrrs,  they  are  sure  to  kick  up  a  row,  and  knock  down  his 
steeple.  They  have  also  a  few  l>etter  qualities,  as  it  is  believed  they 
shower  down  frogs  upon  France,  and  I  only  wish  they  would  "  rain 
potatoes"  on  Ireland  during  the  scarce  season,  which  is  just  three 
■KMiths  in  every  year,  Gud  help  us ! 

No  doubt  it  woa  these  spirits  which  caused  such  a  bewilderment  in 
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previous  to  the  approach  of  the  Tarks,  who  don't 
inys,  having  acquired  more  domes>tic  hubitsi ;  aJsu, 
iavii]  hiiM  been  at  the  trouble  of  relutin<r,  and  over 
^  to  Josephus.  Some  of  them  were  so  vain  that 
1  having  sacrifices  made  to  them,  but  their  pride 

0  prevent  them  from  trading  in  winds,  and  for  a 
y  would  even  sell  thum  to  miiriners,  "  warranted 

1  an  per  agreement."  Hence,  of  course,  the  term 
|0  bought  the  original  irdde-winds  does  not  seem 
|P  must  have  been  a  deep  fellow,  as  the  barguiu 
nwit  day.     They  would  even  sell  themselves,  it 

that  time  of  day  that  Trismegistut>'s  father  had 
r  twenty-eight  years  1  Nor  should  we  omit  to  de- 
lean  devils  who  ore  the  chief  directors  of  earth- 
ialoU8  of  our  poor  miners,  often  whipping  off  a 
1st  within  reach.  They  are  particularly  numerous 
by  their  mischievous  pranks  have  caused  great 
who  might  perhaps  have  made  large  fortunes  but 
1  interference. 

d  naiades  are  ttometimeii  mischievous  in  Ireland, — 
Y  were  last  year  so  restless,  splashing  the  water 
lly  gave  us  one  dry  day  ;  and  a  boatman  on  Inchi- 
lured  me  they  made  such  noises  at  night  that  he 
it  till  after  sunrise- 
many  are  fuU  of  them,  pjirticularly  tlie  Danube. 
)me  years  ago  I  had  myself  the  honour  of  seeing  a 
lid  from  the  bottom  of  the  Danube  called  "  Das 
nd  shull  never  forget  her  lovely  form,  or  the  soft 
usic  which  accompanied  her  movements. 
the  rt)cks  and  waves  of  the  ocean  claim  them  ;  but 
seldom  visit  the  shores  of  Ireland.  Thousands 
m,  or  how  could  they  have  been  so  accurately 
r  looking-glasses  in  one  hand,  iind  small-tooth 
They  give  a  decided  preference  to  Scotland  ;  mid 
jurs  will  coax  them  their  way,  we  cannot  help  it, 
ugh  with  our  own  sweet  girls —  indeed  we  would 
arm-hearted,  rosy-cheeked  milkmaids  fur  a  hun- 

ud  of  devils,  v/itches,  sprites,  or  fairies  were  oon- 
aiid  outrages  which  I  am  about  now  to  relate  I 
;  but  assuredly  the  following  occurreuccs  caused 
in  my  neighbourhood,  but  actually,  as  was  said, 
|M)wer  of  the  priest,  were  the  cause  of  a  numerous 
to  quit  a  snug  farm,  and  have  never  yet  been 
on  any  other  principle  but  that  of  being  a  de- 
fer  irreverence  towards   the  "  good  people "  or 
:  have  had    instructions   to   punish    this   family 
ry  member  of  it  felt  its  vengeance.     The  narra- 
In  this  part  of  Clare,  and  the  account  as  familiar 
ler  stories. 

ent  versions  of  this  tale,  but  prefer  the  relation  of 
ghbour,  Ned  Ilurly  (a  shrewd  fellow  by  the  by), 
0  keep  to  his  own  words  as  near  as  I  can. 
lunes  was  the  unlucky  people  !  an'  so  well  as  the' 
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might  a'  done !  but  I  'II  tell  jer  honor  all  about  it  as  near  as  I  have 
it  nieself. 

"  Well,  yer  honor,  you  see  the  Clunes  lived  in  a  shnug  lump  of  a 
farmhouse  an  the  Scarilf  road.  The'  wor  a  piirty  large  family  «'  them, 
and  rinted  twelve  acres  of  right  pood  land  ;  but,  somehow  or  another, 
the'  wor  not  a  well  ordhered  family,  by  rason  of  neglecting  moss^  an* 
dhrinkin'  whiskey.  Paddy  Clune  himsilf  might  be  at  or  over  fifty  at 
this  time,  and  his  wife  ni;;h  hand  it.  They  had  four  Iwys  an'  two 
girls  at  home  wid  'em,  'most  of  all  ages  betune  ten  and  lAvcnty-four, 
an'  nut  wan  of 'em  could  read,  or  write,  or  guy  catechism,  (them*  was 
dark  times,  yer  honor,  an'  sweorin'  an'  dhrinkin'  times,  but  it  won't  be 
80,  plase  God!)  So  what  could  the  craturs  do,  but  be  gagging,  an' 
humbugging,  an'  desaving,  an'  dhrinkin',  nn'  figlitin',  an'  tellin'  lies 
among  the  ui-ighlKiurs,  an*  what  was  worst  of  all,  'ud  be  intherfaring 
wid  the  'good  people,'  an'  crassin'  an'  making  game  uv  'em,  an'  lr>ng 
enough  the'  put  up  wid  the  thratement ;  but  if  the'  did,  the  pay-day 
kern  at  last ! 

"It  was  just  at  the  edge  of  the  lost  bard  winter  we  had  in  these 
parts,  an'  they  wor  all  sittin'  wan  evening  round  the  hearth,  an'  over 
the  fire  there  was  a  great  pot  of  p'tshaties  nigh  hand  upon  the  bile, 
an',  bein'  hungry  enough,  the  tongues  uv  'em  wor  moving  alwut  inside 
ther  jaws,  on'  acrass  ther  mouths.     All  at  wanst  atf  went  a  big  crack. 

"  '  What  •»  that  at  all  f '  aaid  ould  Paddy.  '  Mick,  did  you  hear  it  ?' 
siz  he. 

"  'I  did,'  siz  Mick.  '  Maybe  it's  the  good  people,'  si»  he,  ( jeerin' 
yon  persave.) 

"  Well,  there  was  a  great  big  hape  o'  turf  stacked  up  in  wan  comer 
of  the  kitchen,  an'  in  wan  minute  more  there  was  another  crack,  that 
med  the  ould  woman  jump  up  ctane  aff  uv  her  stool. 

" '  Tunder  on'  turf!  what  soort  a'  thricks  are  ye  at  dow,  boys  ? '  sis 
she. 

" '  None  in  life,  mother,'  siz  Jemmy-  '  It  must  be  the  cat  ofther  a 
mouse  in  the  turf,  or  maybe  it's  a  rot  she 's  got,'  siz  Jemmy. 

'"I  wish  is  was  that  ould  hag  that  turn'd  the  milk  an  me  this  mom- 
in','  siz  Biddy,  'or  the  wun  that  slmrmed  the  butther  yesterday  !'  an' 
another  bung  wint  aif  as  loud  as  a  hlufiderbush ! 

" '  Get  up.  Jemmy,  an"  look  inside  the  turf,*  siz  the  ould  Dran. 
'  W»at  's  it  at  all  now  ?  '  siz  he. 

"  '  O  father  !  *  siz  Jemmy,  '  there 's  a  great  big  pair  uv  eyes  looking 
at  me  full  in  the  face  out  uv  the  turf,  an'  hapes  u'  things  moving  about 
up  an'  down !  O  pull  me  away  out  o'  this !  I  can't  stir  a  fut,  or  them 
eyes  '11  break  my  collar-bone ! '  siz  he. 

"  The  words  wor  hardly  out  of  Jemmy's  mouth  whin  a  tuudering 
big  clod  of  dirt  kern  down  the  shimminvi  an'  sich  a  cryin"  an'  bawling 
tut  the  ould  woman  an'  her  daughters  sot  up  !  an'  thin  the  turf  began 
swellin'  up  like  a  wave  av  the  say*  an'  nint  Jemmy  down  on  the  flat  ur 
his  back,  an'  a  hard  sod  flew  out  and  fetch'd  Mick  a  rattlin'  blow  an 
his  head ! 

"  Jemmy  sprung  up  an  his  feet,  and  Mick  fell  to  curain'  an'  swear- 
in',  an'  '  Be  this  an'  be  that,'  siz  he,  scratchin'  his  pi>ll,  '  Musha  be  the 
grey  goat  —  an'  that '»  a  /laity  oath  (the  devil  from  me  !)  but  I  'II  kill 
•ome  o'  ye  if  ye  don't  stop,'  siz  he.  An'  hardly  wor  the  words  out  ir 
his  ugly  mouth  but  up  comes  ii  shower  av  turf  soda  out  av  the  comer, 
rattlin'  an*  dhrivin'  nlwut  ther  beads,  an'  sorra  wan  uv  'em  at  all  but 
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ibie  pelts  at  forsht  go  off  I  The  ould  man 
(  head,  on'  liis  wife  was  tumbled  an  her  bands 
rt'd  over  an'  over,  dhriria'  the  air  wid  her  heels, 

an'  swearin",  an"  bawlin'  a  thousand  murdhers ; 
vore  (the  Lord  save  us !)  the  thicker  the  turf- 

voUys  an'  showers  entirely,  till  the'  wor  nigh- 
er  the  tnrf,  an'  not  wan  sod  left  in  the  comer, 

seen  but  thimselres.  So  whin  the  turf  was  all 
Jwas  a  little  pace,  to  be  sure,  an'  the'  help'd  pull 
9  flure  an'  hills  o'  turf,  an'  Mick,  an'  Jem,  an' 
e  than  ever,  au'  callin'  out,  '  Bad  luck  to  ye, 
whatever  ye  are ! '  (think  of  them  words,  yer 
divil  we  'il  pitch  ye  ! '  and  so  the'  went  an ;  an' 
t  the  big  pot  of  lumpers  began  to  bile  over,  an' 
t  av  the  pot,  an'  h<it  Jemmy  plump  on  the  nose ! 
iling  hot,  an'  gov  Jemmy  a  turr'ble  pelt  an'  the 
1  tuk  the  very  ear  clean  aff  Biddy's  head.  '  O 
Mick, '  we  '11  be  ruined,'  six  he.  —  '  O  wisha— t 
I'hat  '11  I  do  ?     I  believe  the  ear  o'  me  is  gone  i^n 

comes  the  whole  contints  av  the  b'ilin<»  pot  of 
er  of  balls  out  av  a  big  cannon,  nn  knocked  the 
n,  an'  all  the  shildher,  big  an'  little,  sprawlin'  an' 
an'  kickin',  an  the  flure!  But  the  ould  woman 
r  legs,  an'  bruised  enough  she  was,  an'  scalded  ; 
ras,  she  made  n  shift  to  ruche  the  dure,  but  sorra 

the  hills  o'  turf  that  was  druv  up  before  it ;  but 
landy,  by  rason  ther'  was  no  frame  or  glass  to  it ; 
hersilf  through,  an'  hilp'd  the  youngest  of  the 
thin  the  ould  man  shcnimbled  aivay  wid  himsilf. 
Hick,  an'  Jemmy,  an'  all  uv  'em  wint  nff  to  Tim 
iigbbours  wor  all  kind  enough  to  thim,  but 
*  Tommy  Wbt'lun,  the  school mustlier  wint  iilF  ti» 
who  is  A  right  good  man, — an'  Charles  Sullivan, 
Ti,  an'  both  agreed  on  the  road  how  it  was,  uu' 
leople '  had  put  up  wid  that  same  thratemcnt  w 
rivirince  say  the  same  thing,  an'  thsit  it  could 
ihould  interfere  for  ihein  that  neglected  to  hear 

nothin'  more  happen'd  that  night,  un'  tbey  all 

p'tshiities,  an'  slept  sound  enough, 
up  at  peep  o'  day,  an'  wint  afF  all  together  to 
ind  the  dure  quite  aify  to  open,  an' — vour  honor 
>ut  what  I  tell  y<in  is  the  thrulh  as  I  hud  it  — 
'  tidy  a  kitchen  as  was  ever  seen !  There  was 
:e  an'  reg'lar  in  the  corner,  an'  a  fine  clear  fire 
e  p'tshaties  was  in,  was  taken  aif  the  fire,  an' 
ut  the  sbkins  av  all  o'  them  laid  mighty  nately 
f  the  pot ! 

ley  thought  the  shtorm  was  all  over  thin,  an'  all 
;nough.  But  see  how  niishtaken  the'  wor.  Ptir 
thing  was  tasst  an'  thrown  altout  jist  exuctly  as 
il  worse  entirely,  an'  av  coorse  what  could  the' 
but  move  out  6'  that  ?  " 
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Having  thanked  Ned  Hnrly  for  his  story,  I  told  him  I  felt  curious  to 
know  what  became  of  the  Clunes  } 

"  O I  thin,  yer  honor,  the'  wint  away  aff  to  the  West,  bag  an'  bag- 
gage, where  I  'm  affaird  they  're  been  badly  enongh  off,  but  now 
they  've  been  wid  Father  Matchew  it  's  most  likely  they  'II  recover 
thimsilves." 

"  But  tell  me,"  I  said,  "  who  is  living  in  their  fiirm  now  ?  " 

"Faix!  a  very  knowin'  blade,  yer  honor,  one  Pat  Foley." 

"  And  was  he  living  near  the  Clunes  at  the  time  ?  " 

"  To  be  sure  he  was,  sir,  wid  his  father-in-law  hard  by,  for  he  mar- 
ried a  girl  of  the  Dennys ;  but  he  had  no  place  while  them  divilments 
was  goin'  an.  So  whin  the  Clunes  left,  he  spoke  to  the  agent,  and  ped 
the  Old  man  for  his  craps,  an'  got  the  lase  med  over  to  himsilf,  an' 
wint  into  the  house  immadiately." 

"  And  was  not  afraid  of  the  good  people  ?  " 

"  Not  a  bit  av  it,  yer  honor  !  an'  why  shud  he  be,  an'  he  goin'  so 
constant  to  mass,  an'  such  fri'nds  wid  the  priesht  ?  Sure  his  rivirince 
sittled  the  whole  buisiness  for  him,  wid  holy  wather  an'  other  things 
netelf  doesn't  know,  in  man  night  !  " 

"1  see  it  all  now,  /  think,  Ned." 

"  Be  all  the  crasses  in  a  yard  of  chbok,  yer  honor — an'  so  I  thought 
you  would  I " 


IT  IS  NOT  ALWAYS  MAY. 

The  sun  is  bright,  the  air  is  clear. 

The  darting  swallows  soar  and  sing. 
And  from  the  stately  elms  I  hear 

The  blue>bird  prophesying  Spring. 

So  blue  yon  winding  river  flows. 

It  seems  an  outlet  from  the  sky, 
Where,  waiting  till  the  west  wind  blows, 

The  freighted  clouds  at  anchor  lie. 

All  things  are  new, — the  buds,  the  leaves, 

That  gild  the  elm  tree's  nodding  crest. 
And  even  the  nest  beneath  the  eaves : — 

There  are  no  birds  in  last  year's  nest. 

All  things  rejoice  in  youth  and  love. 

The  Alness  of  their  first  delight ; 
And  learn  from  the  soft  heavens  above, 

The  melting  tenderness  of  nighu 

Maiden  !  that  read'st  this  simple  rhyme, 

Enjoy  thy  youth — it  will  not  stay. 
Enjoy  the  fragrance  of  tliy  prime. 

For,  oh  !  it  is  not  always  May. 

Enjoy  the  spring  of  love  and  youth ; 

To  some  good  angel  leave  the  rest; 
For  time  will  teach  thee  soon  the  truth, 

There  are  no  birds  in  last  year's  neat. 

H.  W.  LONOFELLOW. 
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SEPTIMUS  JEFFS. 

LTIIOUGH  possessed  of  an  ample  for- 
tune, and  the  seventh  son  of  a  seventh  son, 
t  must  candidly  confess  I  am  no  conjuror, 
itiid  that,  with  the  best  intentions  in  the 
world,  and  a  craving  desire  of  pleasing 
everybody,  by  sunie  strange  and  unforeseen 
fatality  1  am  continually  "  driving  my  pigs 
to  a  wrong  market,"  and  have  never  by  any 
chance  been  fortunate  enough  "  to  hit  the 
right  nail  upon  the  head."  Anr  mortal, 
imbued  with  a  single  spoonful  less  of 
the  milk  of  human  kindness,  would  have 
^^llwigcre  this  have  been  completely  soured 
ntoward  mishaps  and  disappointments  us  it  has 
nee ;  but  a  renewed  and  apparently  inexhausti- 
uie  on  in  the  pleasant  endeavour  to  gratify  the 
present,  every  fairy  fabric  I  have  raised  appears 
n  of  sand,  and  ends,  like  the  pursuit  of  a  rain- 
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bow,  in  (lisuppointmcnt. 
immortal  Pop**, 


I  appear  diumally  verifying  that  line  of  the 


"  Man  oerer  is,  but  always  to  be  blest." 

Wherein  consists  the  fuult  I  know  not ;  but  of  this  I  am  perfectly 
convinced,  tliat  it  is  the  error  of  love,  and  not  the  love  of  error,  at 
Bacon  quaintly  expresses  it. 

The  other  day  I  invited  a  select  party  to  a  trip  to  Richmond,  and 
provided  boats  and  provisions  for  their  transport  and  entertainment.  I 
was  early  at  my  toilet ;  for  I  like  punctuality,  and  never  allow  people 
to  fret  away  their  good  humour  in  dancing  attendance,  or  beating  the 
devil's  tattoo  on  my  draM'ing-room  tables. 

Brown,  one  of  the  best  fellows  that  everstep{)ed  in  shoe-leather,  and 
the  most  sincere  and  attached  of  my  numerous  acquaintances,  was  an- 
nounced. 

"  Show  him  up,"  said  I  to  the  servant. 

"  Excuse  me,  Jeffs,  for  intruding  on  your  privacy  ot  this  unseason- 
able hour ;  but  I  thought  I  might  probably  be  of  some  service  to  you 
in  making  the  necessary  arrangements  for  this  day's  excursion." 

"  Excuse  you,  indeed  ! "  cned  I,  warmlv  grasping  his  hand  ;  "  this 
kindness  rather  deserves  my  thunks.  I  hope  yuur  rheumatism  is 
better  ?  " 

"  So-so,"  replied  he,  shrugging  up  his  shoulders.  "  You  know  how 
sensitive  I  am  to  damp;  anoT  as  the  autumn  approaches,  I  have  more 
need  of  precaution  than  ever." 

"  True,"  answered  I ;  "  but  I  see  you  have  prudently  clothed  yoar^ 
self  for  the  occasion-" 

"  Ves,"  said  Brown.  "  I  hope  our  friends  will  follow  my  example ; 
for,  however  promising  the  day  may  appear,  the  evenings,  Jeffs,  are 
usually  misty  at  this  season  of  the  year.  The  ladies  are  too  often 
bhimeably  careless  in  attiring  themselves  for  these  parties.  For  my 
own  part,  I  feel  perfectly  secure  ;  but  I  do  fear — " 

"  Fear  what  ?  "  exclaimed  I,  swinging  my  suspended  Wellington- 
boots  by  the  "  tugs." 

"  Thut  this  present  pleasure  may  be  purchased  by  colds,  and  other 
troublesome  consequences  of  exposure." 
"  Do  you  think  so  r  "  said  I. 
"  I  do  indeed,"  replied  my  excellent  friend. 
"  And  how  shall  we  avoid  this  dangerous  drawbtck  oo  otir  plea- 
sures f  "  demanded  I. 

"  Put  on  your  boot,"  said  he. 

"I  begin  to  think  I  have  already  'put  my  font  in  it.'"  replied  I, 
smiling  bitterly  at  the  gloomy  jirospect  of  uiy  kind  intentions  being 
frustrated.     "  My  usual  luck  1     But  pray,  my  dear  friend,  what  do  j 
you  advise  ?     I  would  not  for  the  world  run  the  risk  of — " 

"  A  thought  strikes  me  !  "  exclaimed  he,  suddenly  interrupting  me. 
"  Suppose — let  me  see — you  have  ordered  the  coaches  to  take  us  to  the 
boats?" 

"  Ves,  jf»,"  said  I,  impatiently. 

"  Then  I  'II  tell  vou  what  we  '11  do,"  continued  he.  "  Order  the 
coaches  to  drive  to  i^c  Forctt,  and  let '«  have  a  pic-nic  instead,  and  let 
tbr  boats  go  to  the^ wharfs  again." 

"  My  dear  friend,"  cried  1,  "  you  have  saved  a  '  drowning  man,'  and 
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\  the  Humane  Societj.     It  shall  b«  done — and 

J  be  to  the  whole  company  •  " 

la  one,  I  ha?e  no  doubt,"  added  the  ingenious 

words  to  express  how  grateful  I  felt  for  the  kind 
lend.  The  coaches  arrived,  and  presently  followed 
r  acquaintance. 

■edicted,  the  ladies  were  ga^ly  but  thinlv  clad, 
men  wore  check  shirts,  round  jackets,  una  white 
their  hands  fitihing-rods  and  landing- nets.    Brown 
iied.     I  acknowledji;ed  his  telegraphic  intelligence 
d  more  reason  tlian  ever  to  be  pleased  at  his  fore- 
Dt.     We  sonn  filled  the  vehicles,  and  dmtting  and 
erceptibly  reached  our  destination. 
,e  whole  company  was  prodigious.     As  they  were 
jrriagea,  three  or  four  sportsmen  (vulgar  Cockneys 
i)  not  only  laughed  outright,  but  made  sundry  im- 
18  on  the  nautical  attire  of  our  male  friends, 
ot  quite  in  harmony  with  the  scene,  I  must  con- 
aughed,  threw  back  their  fishing-tackle  into  the 
ed  to  enjoy  the  "  surprise  "  exceedingly. 
i  to  fathom  the  breasts  of  mankina !     Two  days 
d  that  the  whole  party  were  illiberal  enough  to 
t  conduct  to  a  fickleness  of  purpose,  and  a  wanton 
position,  —  ungraciously  declaring  that  they  were 
ted,  and  that  the  whole  affair  went  off  flatly  ! 
the  acknowledged  elegance  of  my  suburban  esta- 
J  aware  that  it  was  wanting  in  that  chief  domestic 

r  inclined,  I  looked  cautiously  around  me  in  order 

ate  helpmate. 

',  which  was  well  to  do  in  the  world,  consisting  of 

'Own-up  daughterK,  attracted  my  attention  ;  and  I 

ddest,  upou  a  nearer  acquaintance,  proved  agreeable 

p  the  question.     I  sooii  had  an  opportunity  of  in- 

ig  family  party. 

[)Ut  in  requisition  for  this  welcome,  when  Jackson 

ning  dropped  in  to  take  a  snack  with  me.     I  meo- 

meeting. 

11,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  he ;  "  but  a  bachelor  giving 

Uly  rather  outre,  and  I  think  it  will  most  probably 

so  ?  "  cried  I,  trembling  with  apprehension  at  the 

issue. 

I  do,"  replied  he.     "  Now,  if  it  were  my  case — " 

lu  do  ? " 

.ot  of  my  friends  to  meet  them,  to  be  sure — get  up 

inging — and,  if  I  found  the  thing  lake,  '  kick  up'  a 

claimed  I.     "  But  the  worst  of  it  is,  the  time  is  too 

tpd  Jackson  ;  "  you  're  too  fastidious  by  half.    Leave 
You  provide  the  room,  and  I  11  provide  the  com- 
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With  the  assistance  of  this  truly  vnluable  and  disinterested  friend, 
tlie  matter  was  promptly  arranged,  and  the  invitations  issued.  The 
elinndelier  and  the  caiiJelahras  were  scarcely  lighted  before  Mr,  Wil- 
Ikinson  and  his  daiighteni  arrived,  and  close  upon  his  heels  trip|)ed  in 
the  juveniles,  all  in  holiday  trim.  But  she  who  in  my  mind's  eye  I 
regarded  as  my  intended  and  her  sister  were  plainly  attired,  and  I 
suspected,  witii  that  constitutional  .sensitiveness  which  is  indeed  my 
bane,  that  there  was  rather  too  much  of  that  shrinking  modesty  <if  the 
^nolet  about  the  two  sisters.  In  fact,  they  could  uut  sing,  and  would 
not  dance:  the  eldest  candidly  declaring,  that  they  were  not  attired 
for  the  nuadrille,  and  di<I  not  anticipate  such  an  entertainment !  Thev 
uppenren,  however,  quite  pleased  with  the  music  and  singing,  and  1 
was  resolved  to  thaw  their  frigidity  by  my  exertions.  I  sang,  recited, 
and  buffooned  away  the  whole  evening,  assisted  by  the  inimitable  Jack- 
son, who  certainly  played  "  tirst  fiddle  "  on  the  occasion, 

Alas !  lUl  my  exertions  proved  %vorse  than  fruitle<is ;  for  the  very 
next  invitation  I  sent  to  the  Wilkinsons  brought  an  icy  note  from  the 
father,  politely  apologizing,  and  candidly  expressing  his  opinion,  that 
my  pursuits  ami  pastimes  so  ill  accorJed  with  his  and  that  of  his 
family,  tinit  he  considered  it  best  at  once  to  decline  any  further  com- 
ntunication.  The  very  coldness  of  the  note  threw  me  into  a  profuse 
perspiration.  I  read  it  to  Jackson.  He  raised  bis  brows,  and 
whistled. 

"  That 's  it !  "  whispered  he,  slapping  his  thigh. 

"  What 's  it  ?  "  demanded  I. 

"  Why,  they  're  Methodists,"  replied  he  ;  "  and  you  've  put  your  foot 
in  it  nicely." 

I  thought  this  rather  afinipt,  considering  I  had  followed  bis  advice- 

"  Now  I  recollect,"  continued  he,  "  I  remember  seeing  the  name 
of  Wilkinson  down  for  ten  guineu.s  to  one  of  the  missionary  concerns. 
I  '11  tell  you  what  to  do.  There  is  to  l»e  a  nireting  at  the  Hephzihah 
chapel — attend  it — subscribe  (it 's  a  good  cause),  and  you  may  probably 
regain  his  goiid  graces." 

I  was  resolved  to  shoot  this  arrow,  hit  or  miss.  The  Wilkinsons  were 
there,  and  the  worthy  old  ntan  made  a  long  s]>eech  \i\wn  the  occasion  ; 
in  fact,  he  appeared  to  be  quite  a  leading  man.  The  list  of  snliscrip- 
tions  was  read  over,  and  my  heart  fluttered.  There  was  none  exceeding 
one  guinea  but  Wilkinson's,  who  was  down  for  ten.  "  All  right !  " 
whispered  Jackson.  I  felt  an  indescribable  glow  when  my  name  was 
pronounced,  coupled  with  the  donation  of  twenty  pounds !  I  saw  the 
colour  mount  in  the  sallow  cheeks  uf  Wilkinson,  and  I  thought  that  his 
daughters  acknowledged  my  liberality  with  a  blush. 

But  a  few  days  convinced  me  of  my  error.  My  liberality  only  pro- 
duced envy ;  it  was  called  purse-proud  arrogance  by  the  little  »ub- 
scribers  ;  and  as  for  Wilkinson,  whose  pride  it  had  been  always  to  be 
at  the  head  of  the  list,  he  regarded  my  conduct  us  an  open  insult,  only 
intended  to  lower  him  in  the  estimation  of  the  multitude !  And  so-^ 
the  breach  was  widened,  and  never  to  be  repaired. 

8nrely  the  art  of  pleasing  is  as  difficult  of  nttninment  as  the  disco- 
very of  the  philosopher's  stone !  At  least  it  has  been  my  misfortune  to 
verify  this  po-tition. 

Tw<i  |>olitical  partisans,  Ixith  iutimate  friends  of  mine,  quarrelled  at 
ihf  lute  election.     Now  I.  who  really  love  harmony,  determined  to  act 
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id  invited  both  to  a  dinner-party  on  the  same 

irere  anything  and  everything  but  what  I  fondly 
IB  cracked  a  bottle  on  the  occasion,  and  thut  lite- 
of  a  turbulent  argument  one  of  my  friends  so  for 
url  a  decanter  at  the  defenceless  bead  of  his  anta- 
if  confusion  tliat  followed  beggars  ull  description. 
}in  mnsi  ndniired  disorder ;  and  the  next  muruing 
settled  the  business — of  one  of  my  friends — and 
tate  flight  <if  the  other, 
n  under  some  malignant  sttir  ! 
luring  the  Christmas  vaoition,  where  there  was, 
ison,  a  sprinkling  of  the  juvenile  branches,  I  ha[i- 
•nversation  with  a  sprightly  youth,  about  twelve 
i  vivid  debcriplion  of  his  proiiks  I  listened  with  all 
ight  which  the  renewed  memory  of  my  own  boy- 
'  gave  birth  to.  I  smiled  at  his  plans  of  pleasure, 
h  him  iu  his  complaint  of  the  parental  restriction, 
irt  U[wn  having  a  fire-balloon,  which  his  father,  for 
ma,  had  forbidden. 

•nded  with  a  promise  on  my  part  to  invite  a  little 
ouse,  and  to  provide   the   desired  object  of  his 

,  appointing  an  early  day,  or  rather  evening  ;  for 
disposition  of  a  school-boy  could  nut  bruuk  deli\y. 
Tallantee-show,  and  snap-dragon,  were  provided  in 

mpatiently  repaired  to  the  garden,  where,  with 
f  servants,  we  managed  to  intiiite  the  balloon, 
pplauding  shtnits  of  the  juveniles;  but,  whether 
;pertne8s  in  these  matters  or  the  wind,  I  know 
>\y  suared  above  the  tree-tops  when  it  caught  fire, 
'ell  plump,  and  was  lost  from  our  view  in  a  mt>- 

nurmurs  of  my  little  company  aroused  me ;  and, 
them  time  for  any  furtber  expression  of  regret,  I 
drawing-room.  We  were  in  the  height  of  our 
te  d(x>r  opened,  and  my  groom  entered  uusum- 
xcluimed  lie. 

pi  red  I.     *'  What 's  the  matter  .>  " 
"  replied  he- 
tacks  in  the  meadow  yonder,"  replied  the  groom  ; 
:  away  a  little,  sir  !" 

afortunate  !     Have  the  engines  arrived  ?  " 
b  use,  I  don't  think,"  replied  he. 
lusiness  this,  depend  on 't." 
lie  thinks  as  how  the  thingamy  dropped  there- 


ed  I,  my  heart  misgiving  me :  for  I  experienced 
IS  that  this  was  one  of  those  identical  freaks  which 
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Fortune  delighted  to  play  upon  me.     "  Stay,"  continued  I,  "  go,  yoa 
and  John,  aad  olfer  your  assistance." 

The  prospect  of  having  endangered  the  property  of  my  neighbour . 
embittered  all  my  pleasure,  and  as  soon  as  possible  I  dismissed  mH 
young  friends  to  their  respective  homes. 

^  learned  too  soon  the  truth  of  my  suspicion  —  the  balloon  bad  ac-  j 


tually  fallen  among;  the  haystacks  of  a  neighbour,  and  that  neighbow 
was  nu  other  than  the  father  of  the  young  gentleman  from  boordinj^l 
schoulj  who»e  wishes  it  had  been   my  earnest  endeavour  to  graii/i^ 
The  very  next  morning  1  received  a  la^vyer'8  letter,  containing  noti*^ 
of  action  for  damage,  &c.     Considering  my  kind  intentions,  I  certainly 
could  not  help  thinking  that  this  was  rather  a  sharp  proceeding-      ■ 
expected,  as  a  matter  of  justice,  to  make  all  reasonable  restitution  (o* 
the  damage,  and  would  willingly  have  paid  for  my  "  whistle ; "  buV, 
such  a  show  of  battle  un  the  part  of  my  neighbour  precluded  all  per 
sonal  arbitr;ition  of  our  ditfercoce,  and  1  was  compelled,  much 
my  inclination,  to  lind  another  "  legal  rogue  "  to  nght  his. 

The  cost  was  consequently  considerable,  and  I  had  to  disbura*  — 
least  double  the  amount  of  the  loss  sustained  by  the  father,  and  n^-^ 
arising  out  of  a  kindly  feeling  to  entertain  the  son.     But  it  was 
unfortunate  destiny  that  prevailed.    I  dare  say,  if  I  had  only  attenp 
ed  to  fly  a  kite,  it  would  have  "  pitched,"  and  broken  the  gloss  of  i 
adjoining  pinery .' 

I  became  "  savage,"  and  for  a  whole  week  never  attempted  to  do  ^^^ 
kindness  to  a  living  soul.     Nor  did  this  feeling  arise  in  any  degree  "^^ 
from  the  loss  of  the  money,  but  from  the  unkindly  conduct  of,  smd  the 
wilful  und  ungenerous  misapprehension  uf  my  intentions  by  my  hanh 
and  unfriendly  neighbour. 

A  gentlemanly  man,  about  five  and  forty  years  of  age,  who  lud 
amassed  a  cont<iderabte  fortune  in  mercantile  pursuits,  purchaacd  a 
handsome  house  in  the  parish,  and  brought  home  with  him  a 
wife,  about  eighteen  years  of  age  (the  portionless  daughter  uf  ( 
bis  tradesmen)  to  share  the  pleasure  of  his  retirement.  Three 
of  what  Byron  jocosely  terms  the  "  treacle-moon  "  had  scarcely 
and  waned  when  his  bride  thought  6t  to  elope  with  an  ensigtil 
marching  regiment.  I  heartily  sympathized  with  the  unfurt 
man,  and  resolved  to  seek  hi«  acquaintiuice,  and  do  everylhisg  ia 
power  to  console  him. 


.  ^     it?  nf  invitrng  him  to  a  (linner*party,  which 
aring  th.it  he  wm  fond  of  music,  dutermined  tu 
son  and  Brown  (the  only  men  who  have  remained 
;b  good  and  ill-report,  giving  the  lie  direct  to  the 
d  yoor  mooey,  lose  your  frieadB,"  for  I  have  had 
ing  both  pecuniary  assistance  to  a  considerable 
;are  up  a  previuus  eocagement  to  assist  me. 
;  have  you  provided?  '  said  Brown, 
itary  blind,"  replied  I. 
vn  both  broke  forth  into  an  tmnoderate  fit  of 


"  said  Jackson,  kindly,  "excuse  our  merriment. 

ml,  'tis  too  bud  I  "     And  another  tormenting  fit  of 

ed  them  both. 

Iter  ?  "  demanded  I,  ratiier  nettled. 

:ed  Jackson,   "why  the  very  appearance  of  any- 

ok,  will  be  suificient  to  draw  your  guest  from  the 

;et  the  ensign  and " 

I "  exclaimed  I,  "  vou  have  timely  rescued  me  from 
i  fool  of  myself.     I  see  it  all." 
hear  those  Russian  fellows/'  continued  he ;  "  the 


own,  "and  I  should  like  exceedingly." 

,"  said  Jackson,  "  for  the  thing  is  quite  novel  and 

i  myself  entirely  in  the  hands  of  my  affectionate 
em  a  carte  blanche  respecting  the  engagement,  &c. 
ling,  and  the  band  were  brought  in  couches,  and 
n,  which  was  entered  from  tiie  front  window  of  the 
dinner  passed  off  exceedingly  well,  the  wiue 
versation  became  lively  and  interesting.  Aly  new 
ackson  for  a  toast.     INIy  friend  tilled  a  bumper,  and 

d  be. 

the  band  struck  up. 

iterrupted  Brown,  jumping  up  from  the  table. 
ved  a  glow  of  surprise  and  pleasure  irradiate  the 
guest,     I  immediately  threw  open  the  windo>vs, 
I'hole  band  playing  one  of  their  national  airs, 
liic-buuks.''  "  said  my  guest,  apparently  lust  in  ad- 

»  they  may  be  more  properly  termed  horn-books" 

bon-mol  with  a  knowing  look,  and  a  thrust  in  the 

r  I   must  confess  I  was  very  much  elated  by  the 

i  party.     What  was  my  surprise  to  see  him  grow 

it  hurt  you  ?  "  said  I  anxiously. 

replied  he,  gravely. 

f  claret,  ur  perhaps  you  will  prefer  a  hum  of  cold 

ckson,  ring  for  the  tankard  and  horns." 

much  already,"  said  the  cild  manj  sharply  looking 

chums  with  on  expression  which  mi^ht  be  caused 


by  pain,  but  certainly  looked  very  like  anger  and  defiance ;  nnd  when 
the  footman  appeared,  he  ordered  his  carriage;  nor  could  I  prevail 
upon  him  to  remain  a  minute  longer.  What  strange  and  unaccounta- 
ble dispoHitions  there  are  in  this  world.  I  puzzled  my  brain  in  vain  to 
diacover  what  could  jiossibly  have  given  him  offence. 

Adjoining  my  garden  were  the  premises  of  a  gentleman,  who  waa 
apparently  a  man  of  Bubstance,  for  not  only  he,  but  all  the  members  of 
his  numerous  family  appeared  abroad  well,  and  even  luxuriantly 
dressed.  He  was  of  a  florid  complexion,  and  hod  dark  curly  hair.  \ 
thought  at  fir»t  that  he  was  proud,  but  he  had  not  resided  a  month  in 
the  place  when  I  heard  the  praises  of  "the  charitable  Mr.  Lewis" 
sang  by  all  the  poor  in  the  place.  In  defiance  of  the  Mendicity  Society 
he  relieved  every  iK'ggar  at  his  gate.  This  might  have  proceeded  from 
06tentation ;  but  the  error  of  this  conclusion  was  satisfactorily  solved, 
at  least  in  my  mind,  br  an  observation  I  8ubsef|ucntly  made.  One 
day  I  watched  him  walking  on  his  lawn,  the  mown  grass  of  which 
w«8  turned  to  hay,  when  suddenly  a  whole  troop  of  his  children,  from 
six  to  fourteen,  rushed  laughing  from  the  shubbery,  and,  surrounding 
their  father,  l»egan  pelting  and  tossing  it  over  him. 

Joining  in  tlie  s|>ort,  he  was  soon  smothered  in  the  bay,  and,  pre- 
tending to  fall,  he  rolled  about,  now  discovering  a  leg,  and  then  throw- 
ing up  his  head,  to  the  delight  of  the  children ;  at  last  he  seized  one 
of  the  group,  and  tlien  they  all  fell  upon  him,  and  there  they  lay  tum- 
bling and  laughing  together.  I  am  very  fond  of  children,  and  envied 
liim  the  pleasure  of  the  romp ;  and  this  single  trait  in  his  character 
was  suHicient  to  stamp  him  in  my  estimation  as  of  an  amiable  and 
loving  disposition.  1  was  recalled  from  my  reverie  by  the  entrance 
of  John. 

"  If  you  please,  sir,"  said  he,  playing  with  the  handle  of  the  door, 
"  the  little  pig«  i»  all  ready,  and  the  housekeeper  wishes  to  know  what 
you  intend  to  do  witli  'em  ? " 

"  How  many  are  there  .*  " 

"Six  on  'em,  sir  ;  and  beautiful  little  cretui?  they  are  too, sir;  u 
white  aa  milk." 

"  Select  the  finest  among  them,"  said  I,  "  and  bring  it  here  imme- 
diately." 

The  infant  porker  was  forthwith  pnxluced ;  and,  being  cradled  in  a 

bokket,  1  tacked  on  one  of  my  cards,  addressing  it  to  " Lewis, 

Esq.  irilfi  Mr.  Septimus  Jeff't  camps,"  and  sent  it  round  to  my  sportive 
neighlH)ur,  while  the   fervour  of  my   admiration  was  still  warm.     A 

Ere«ent  is  the  best  thing  in  the  world  to  iMinduce  to  a  friendly  relation 
etween  parties ;  nor  di>es  the  magic  consist  so  much  in  the  value  as 
In  the  spirit  in  wliicli  it  is  proffered-  The  bump  of  self-esteem  was 
enlareea  cotisiderably  upon  the  review  of  mv  tiict  and  promptitude, 
and  1  awaited  the  result  with  an  almost  childish  impatience. 

Returning  from  a  ride  in  the  evening,  I  was  followed  into  the  par- 
lour by  the  housekeeper,  bearing  a  parcel. 

"What  have  you  there,  Mrs.  DobMui  ?  "  I  demanded. 

"  A  present,  sir,  1  tliink,"  replied  she,  depositing  it  upon  the  table. 

I  liMiKod   at  it.     One  l<H)k  was  huHicient.     I  beheld  my  own  card, 

with  all  but  the  unfortunate  name  Htruck  through  with  a  pen.     I'igKT 

was  actuiilly  returned  !     I  stamped,  and  I  believe  might  liave  let  slip 

an  oath,  for  Alra.  DuImuu  actually  6cruuiued. 


iXILE'S  SONG  TO  FATHEHLAND 

HE  of  my  young  days  !  o'er  yon  sea 
"hat  bounds  my  solitude, 
!  Eidle  hymns  his  love  to  ihee 
n  fond,  yet  saddtiii'd  mood, 
mghls  press  upon  ray  weary  brow, 
rh*se  eyes  are  dimin'd  with  (cars, 
ihrougb  the  pasl  uuvt-iling  i>ow, 
trace  depurted  years  ! 

household  ones  I  this  heart  still  iliii^s 
'o  each  remember'd  name  ; 
each  dear  spot  that  memory  brings, 
liTOUgh  sorrow  and  through  shame. 
>ar  again  the  village  chinK-a 
torne  faintly  on  the  wind  ; 
I  sighing,  think  on  other  times, 
Ad  those  now  left  behind  I 

but  the  knell  that  hope  lias  peai'd 
'or  joyous  hours  long  past, 
I  one  brief  moment  were  reveal'd, 
hen  fled — too  bright  to  last! 
though  these  limbs  will  soon  repose 
ar  distant  from  thy  strand, 
'  last  words  of  my  evening's  close, 
hail  bless  ihee^  Fatu£rla>'d1 
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ST  A  SCBXARIXE. 

N«r.  Iftfc.  18401— Tlie  leak  is  ctoppd-? 

> «  Tcrf  trifc.    SaaD,  in  eonpsrison  to  our  we  dup. 

'■t  wiB  let  oat  the  life  of  nan,  was  the  bolt-lHile 

OtJ*  kwe  part  waiting  tar  a  fair  mud,  until 

■aaey^  arc  hath  exliaaated :  aome  have  even  made 

.    IV  "tuBbaat-woman"  attending  the  ship 

■uMu  catBfUat  against  the  drummer  of  nu- 

af  tkree  feet  ax,  that  ke  owes  her  fuurteen  sliil- 

i  bum  ike  yavBg  gentleman's  liabilities  ;  his  tf- 

tke  whale  aaoant   being  for  bread  ud 

INmiag  kadc  to  pat  »  alwaf»  tstmied  with  one  strikinf  effnt, 
which  Bu^ht  teach  as  a  miul  leaaa*.  W1m»  of  thoae  voyagers  oa  u 
iBbaavB  aea  to  Aal  faamm  ■hum  ■•  tiwneller  returos,  were  be  per* 
vKted  aoea  wan  to  pat  hack  to  ihe  pat  of  life,  bat  \rould  busilj  r^ 

Cthe  ctraca  af  «■■■•■  «ad  easBiiaaioa  which  must  stand  ajtiiut 
B  the  leearii  af  the  aact  fwewaiiieJ  ^epirtare.  Thus  did  I  ot»- 
laliae  aae  Baraia^  after  iWapi tilling  aoaoe  dosen  letters,  all  of  wiudi, 
it  nrairil  to  me,  mt^x  to  have  beat  writtcB  before  our  "  false  stui " 
frMBSpiAead.  BatuHca  aedected,  friends  alighted,  oiany  of  the  tan- 
taaaaa  af  fife  afltaded,  had,  lue  ^horts  of  tbe  injured,  arisen  to  uphrud 
Be ;  bat  theae  ea^  apcrita  were  nijpeaaed, — that  half  quire  of  Biitt 
halh  kid  them  all  ia  a  aea  of  iak.  Tiiere  is  another  advantage  attenit- 
eat  oa  a  pat  hack  to  port,  which  if  aoi  equally  productive  of  good  witii 
the  fiavgaiag,  b]r  icaaoa  that  it  ia  aaaeeptible  of  abase,  nevertheleu  i* 
it*  eoarenience.  SeartelT  is  a  ship  a  daj  at  sea  before  we  reinenib«;r  tint 
■aaj  of  the  necesaariea  of  a  voj^q^e  bare  been  forgotten  ;  now  all  thctf 
caa  be  pncured.  The  afaoae  af  the  advantage  is  in  the  indulgena>  «f 
ioMgiaarj  waats,  aad  the  BapcrAaities  with  which  we  incontinent!; 
cacaBber  earsdrea.  This  reaiiada  roe  that  an  oilcloth  has  been  pu^ 
cheat d  fee  the  oocfcnit  of  H  Jf-8.  Howe,  at  a  cost  of  nearly  forty  pauidfc 
Thei«  area  ane  Aamtnl  Beabow,  who  might  have  beei)  surpriied  il 
the  idea  of  sa^  aa  artide  of  luxory ;  but  times  are  changed,  and  mllf 
ear  parehaM  wffl  bmc«  thaa  rrpaj  as  in  the  saving  of  clotfaeti,  to  ff 
^^k'^g  ef  laagiii  The  dalieatelf  marbled  squares  may  look  out  « 
place  in  the  diagr  regioa  they  are  to  floor;  but  the  dust  of  dry  uoil 
and  "holy  staees**  will  vex  as  no  more.  The  following  invitation 
headed  the  hiU  of  coats  ?— 

Come  pay  yoor  sahaeriptioas,  ye  good  cockpit  denizeo*, 
And  reoeiTe  in  rctam  all  oai  aei^bourly  beoisons. 
The  afttr  has  been  etmMtmd,  mi  so  has  the  floor. 
And  moat  elegant  tfa^n  lead  to  every  man's  door. 
Our  path  may  be  dte^ner'd  a  little, — but  see  t 
We  avoid  dirty  ways,  which  is  right  jou  "11  agree : 
Then  pay  your  subscriptions,— uo  force,  but  you  must;— 
If  )0U  would  not  cry  tp  wiih,  then  "  rfuim  with  the  dust." 

"  Shall  ffi  never  have  a  fair  wind  ?  "  has  been  tbe  daily,  I  may  a] 
most  say  hourly,  exclamation  of  some  eleven  hundred  impatients  oa 
board  the  IIo^>!>  gazing  at  the  shores  they  must  not  visit,  for  to  leave 
he  ship  is  forbidden.     Alas !  even  harder  lines  are  to  be  found  in  the 
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^e  are  bound  to  suppose,  for  the  good  of  the  ser- 
■e  all(»wed  to  come  on  board.  Boats  may  "  lay  off," 
t  from  the  ports  of  the  lower  deck  at  his  "  Polly 
»t  speak  his  good-b'ye.  Yet,  strange  to  say,  for 
€tion  of  catching  one  more  glance  at  some  fami* 
ver  to  be  seen  again,  mnny  are  the  parties  that 
Nor  are  these  composed  of  the  unfortunates  who 
;aa  sailor  while  the  ship  was  at  her  moorings, 
the  last  penny  from  their  dupes.  Besides,  they 
of  a  man  of  war  too  well  for  them  now  to  expect 
lave  done  with  "  the  barkey  "  until  she  return 

Jack  will  then  be  worth  robbing  again.  No, 
ms  groups,  wlio  hare  paid  dearly  for  the  honest 
—  the  wife  her  husband,  the  father  and  muther 

her  brother :  yet  they  cannot  be  admitted  on 
past :  they  should  have  come  before  the  ship  was 
waiting  fur  a  wind. 

ed  an  old  woman  from  a  shore-boat,  who  was  yes- 
B  corporal  of  marines  at  the  entrance  port,  "  my 
r  that  her  huxbund  had  '  entered  '  till  last  Thurs* 
from  her,  looking  fur  work,  and  we  have  walked 
from  Dover  to  see  him."  And  the  daughter  here 
looking  girl,  the  wife  of  one  of  our  carpenter's 
'ill  eyes  on  the  stern  marine  as  she  awaited  his 

ther  of  the  family  in  the  boat,  a  bluff  old  man-of- 
^ed  at  his  wife's  cloak,  bidding  her  keep  still, 
lying  orders,"  he  very  properly  remarked  ;  "  but, 
get  speech  of  the  first-Iuftenant,  or  any  of  the 
;  liberty  to  come  a-board.  I  've  sarved  in  a  man- 
y  what  the  sarvice  is ;  so,  if  you  please,  shipmate, 
for  Tom  Rose,  carpenter's  crew." 
ass  the  word,  and  Tom  Hose,  a  fine  young  fellow 
as  permitted  to  go  down  the  ship's  side  to  bid 
.  Come  on  board  site  might  not,  and  short  was 
them.     But  the  carpenter  had  "  entered  "  with  a 

burthen  his  wife's  parents  to  support  him.  He 
:  the  sleeve  of  his  jacket  might  have  wiped  away 
p  the  ladder  to  resume  his  work  on  the  forecastle, 
]e  took  a  look  from  "  the  head  "  at  the  boat,  now  a 
the  Iiarbour  ;  but  the  vision  of  a  carpenter's  war- 

and,  come  what  might,  if  he  did  not  like  the 
p  was  paid  off  he  could  leave  tt.  This  was  sound 
e  clinched  it  by  letting  his  hammer  fall  on  a  Dttil- 
usual  force,  and  ere  the  nail  was  driven  home  the 
himself  again. 

fair  wind  !  "  How  many  repeat  the  good  news, 
idiouB  stay  ot  Spithead,  riding  out  gale  after  gale, 
m  after  calm.  The  Admiral  weighs  anchor  and 
crity  we  follow  his  example,  and  before  to-morrow 

the  "  white  cliffs  of  Albion  "  adieu. 

light  in  England,  then  roood  with  (he  wine, 
edge  be  ac  parting  ihe  land  of  our  birth, 
r  sons,  at  this  parting  repine, 
;o  protect  all  we  value  on  earth. 


SM  SCMMBR   IX  THE  HEART. 

Maj  te  MBS  dot  we  dare  as  we  ride  on  the  gsle, 
Unij  ■miaor  of  peace,  as  oar  island  they  lave, 

Aad  tfae  boots  we  hare  kA  not  a  danger  assail. 

While  o«ir  woodcD-walls  gallantly  Boat  on  the  wave. 

Its  oar  last  ai^t  in  England,  then  pledge  to  the  land, 

That  has  mled  and  shall  rule  worids  in  arms  at  her  nod, 
While  the  Coot  of  the  fiteeman  stands  firm  on  her  strand. 

Where  for  ^es  no  cooquering  invader  has  trod. 
Far  away,  br  away  her  defenders  may  be. 

Yet  ilkn'  strike  for  her  r^t,  2nd  though  distant  their  wars. 
Her  anus,  as  their  ihonder  resoands  o'er  the  sea. 

Well  know  that  their  conqnests  g;ive  peace  to  her  shores. 

'Its  oar  bst  night  in  England,  our  ship's  under  weigh, 

A  ferwuiing  breexe  swdls  every  sail  ou  the  mast, 
And  the  green  smiling  shares  we  have  gazed  on  to-day, 

To-monow  will  be  as  a  dieam  of  the  past 
But  roond  with  the  wine-cnp,  while  glistens  the  tear 

In  memoiy  of  sorrows  that  yet  wring  the  heart ; 
Be  the  toast,  "  May  oar  mectii^  with  those  we  hold  dear 

Ere  long  prove  as  sweet  as  'twas  bitter  to  part."  Kicb.  Joii 


SUMMER  IN  THE  HEART. 

T^  cold  blast  at  die  casement  beats, 

The  window-panes  are  white ; 
The  snow  whirb  through  the  empty  streets — 

It  is  a  dreary  night ! 
Sit  down,  old  friend !  the  wine-caps  wait ; 

Fai !  to  o'erflowing,  fill ! 
Though  Winter  howleth  at  the  gate, 

In  oar  hearts  'tis  Summer  still ! 

For  we  full  many  Summer  joys 

And  greenwood  .sports  have  shared, 
When,  free  and  ever-roviog  boys. 

The  rocks,  the  streams  we  dared  ! 
And,  as  I  look  upon  thy  face — 

Back — back,  o'er  years  of  ill, 
My  heart  flies  to  that  happy  place, 

Where  it  is  Summer  still ! 

Yes,  though  like  sere  leaves  on  the  ground, 

Our  early  hopes  are  strown, 
And  cherish'd  flowers  lie  dead  around. 

And  singing  birds  are  flown, — 
The  verdure  is  not  faded  quite. 

Not  mute  all  tones  that  thrill ; 
For,  seeing,  hearing  thee  to-nighi, 

In  my  heart  'tis  summer  still  I 

Fill  up  !  the  olden  times  come  back 

With  light  and  life  once  more! 
We  scan  the  future's  sunny  track 

From  youth's  enchanted  shore, 
The  lost  return.    Through  fields  of  bloom 

We  wander  at  our  will ; 
Gone  is  the  winter's  angry  gloom — 

In  our  hearts  'tis  summer  still !  £pcs  Sahockt. 
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fUTHOB  OP    "  VALENTINE   VOX." 
CHAPTER  XXXr. 

I  a  highly-impomnt  secret  b  diwioied. 

tlie  earnest  anxiety  of  the  widow  to  disguise  the 
her  tme  position  soon  appeared.  Persons  may 
their  thoughts,  their  emotiuns,  or  even  their 
erty  will  not  he  concealed :  it  will  out ;  it  will 
the  more  energetic  may  be  the  efforts  to  keep  it 
oldly  will  it  rear  its  hateful  head  to  proclaim  it« 

she  found  herself  embarrassed  had  immediately 
lave  been  so  far  well  as  that  she  might  have  been 
» maintain  something  bearing  the  semblance  of 
s,  instead  of  acting  promptly  upon  the  principle 
lOt  only  lived  as  before,  but  incurred  those  addi- 
are  invuriablv  conse<]>ient  on  an  ardent  desire  to 
For  wealth  when  the  means  have  departed,  the 
ir  selling  out  became  so  constant  that  in  n  short 
,  little  stock,  indeed,  to  sell. 
OS  long  as  possible  from  Stanley.  She  trembled 
)ecoming  known  to  him :  the  idea  was,  in  her 

exclaim  in  tone.s  of  agony,  when  alone,  "what 
if  he  knew  il !  He  must  not  be  told  :  he  would 
et,  how  can  I  now  keep  it  from  him  ?  \VTiut  urn 
can  I  act  ?  I  cannot  —  I  dure  not  go  on  longer 
ced  to  beggary  !  Oh  !  my  poor  boy  !  It  is  ter- 
rible !     The  thought  of  it  will  drive  me  to  dis- 

not  all.  Had  Stanley  alone  been  concerned  in 
nre,  it  might  have  bien  borne :  nay,  she  would 
sufficient  cmirage  to  impart  the  dreadful  secret 
er  embarrassments  were  dnilv  becoming  deeper 
the  thought  of  what  Sir  William  would  say,  of 
>f  it,  and  how  he  would  sict,  tortured  her  bo  cruel- 
lis  presence  she  wore  a  constant  smiie,  and  ex- 
easure,  her  heart  was  in  reality  full  of  affliction, 
hen  sighed  and  panted  to  hear  him  propose  !  She 
tnths  in  the  liveliest  anticipation  of  being  blessed 
J  in  due  form,  and  yet,  albeit,  in  her  view  the 
wenty  times  all  but  put,  it  had  never  been 
ient  distinctness  to  warrant  a  formal  consent. 
3sing:  it  was  indeed  very.  If  he  hud  but  pro- 
II  might  have  been  %v ell,  —  all,  at  least,  niiglit 
3rrow  endured ;  but,  although  he  still  visited 
constancy,  although  he  still  conversed  ivith  his 


910 


STANLEY   THORN. 


ti&ttal  vrannth  and  eloquence,  she  could  uof  tempt  him  to  come  to  tb« 
point. 

At  lengthy  having  n-aited  for  this  important  question  until  she  I 
gftn  to  despair,  her  difficulties  became  too  palpable  to  escape  even ' 
Urdr  obeerratioD  of  Stanley.  He  had  previously  entertained  &ii- 
oa  the  snbject ;  but,  ns  he  hated  to  enter  into  matters  of  a  p^  > 
Amneter,  those  suspicions  had  not  taken  root :  indeed  could  he  uarv 

Et  from  time  to  time  the  sums  of  money  he  required,  things  miebt  I 
re  gone  on  and  on  for  years,  without  his  troubling  himself  to  pft 
Uw  matter  another  thought.     When,  however,  he  experienced  a  di4» 
cuhr  in  getting  what  he  wanted,  his  previous  suspicions  were  re* 
awmkrned,  and  he  resolved  to  have  them  either  removed  or  confirmfd 

"  Mother,"  said  he,  "  yesterday  I  asked  you  for  money.  You  pot 
■M  off:  you  were  anxious  not  to  draw  too  close :  I  sliuuld  have  soma 
•MB ;  in  a  day  or  so;  to-morrow,  perhaps !  Uliy  is  this  >  Why  bait 
J<M  mK  plenty  at  your  bankers?  The  time  is  cume,  mother,  when  I 
CBBiiM  bat  deem  it  necessary  that  I  should  know  the  cause." 

Tbe  widow,  without  answering,  burst  into  tears. 

"WbT,  wtet  is  the  meaning  of  this?  "  demanded  Stanley. 
Wgwdtj  bar  intently  for  a  moment.   "  There  is  something — soj'         ^ 
vbi^  TM  bate  bitMtto  concealed,  but  which  must  be  concealed  «m 
■w  ••  Hagcr." 

"Mrpaor  boy! "sobbed  the  widow.  "The  dreadful  secret  mojt 
be  ttUf!  I  bare  struggled — Heaven  knows  how  I  have  struggled — ts 
kory  it  froBi  jnp*i." 

*  \^TmI  is  It  ? "  cried  Stanley,  with  impatience. 

*  You  will  never  be  able  to  bear  it :  I  am  sure  you  never  will." 

"  Whatever  it  be,  mother,  let  me  know  at  once,  that  I  may  at  ones 
guard  against  its  effect." 

"  Those  dreadful  expenses,  my  Staidey ! — ^those  terrible  expenses  I " 

"  Have  ruined  us ! " 

**  No — no— no— no !  not  ruined — oh  !  Heaven  forbid !  " 

"  What  am  I  to  understand,  then  ?  "  cried  Stanley.  "  If  they  hat» 
not  ruined  us,  what  have  they  done  ?  " 

"  So  embarrassed  us,  my  Stanley,  that  tou  roust — oh,  how  it  afflicts 
me  to  tell  you  ! — you  must,  at  least  for  a  tmie,  manage  to  litre  upon  tht 
catate  which  was  purcha.<ied  for  your  qualification." 

"  Impassible  .'     How  can  I  live  on  a  pitiful  three  or  four  hund 

J  ear  ?     How  can  I  entertain  those  friends  whom  I  have  been  in 
abit  of  entertaining  ?  how  can  I  meet  them  ?  how  can  I  even 
tny  face?     Mother!" — 

"  Stanley,  do  not  be  rash :  pray  do  not  be  impetuous  !     You 
break  my  heart !  indeed,  my  love,  indeed  it  was  all  done  fur 
Coo)«,  come!     You  trill  be  calm,  dear  Stanley  ?     You  will  be 
You  will  not  make  this  wound  deeper  than  it  is,  or  cause  it  to 
dear  Stanley?      Heaven  knows  I  M-ould  have  given  worlds  if 
dreadful  iK«clot(Ure  could  by  any  earthly  means  have  been  avuided." 

••  ^  .u  not  tell  me  before  ?    Why  buoy  nie  up  with  the  ha 

IV..  ubsnlute  belief  that  uur  fortunes  bad  not  bc«>i]  mi 

1^]*  :  ^^'hy  did  you  not  explain  to  me  at  once  that  we 

•^1  ,d,  couiparalivelv  begeared  ! " 

M  [  ■:  ;  indeed,  my  lore,  I  dared  rot  do  it.     I  dread 

B»  ,...  .  .. ...  more.     But.  believe  me,  dear,  I  '11  make  every  »;, 

nv  potvrr  to  promotp  your  happiness  still." 
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t  sacrifice  have  you  now  the  power  to  make  ?  " 
ttablishment ;  I  'II  put  down  my  carriage ;  I  'U  do 
Id  to  diminish  my  expenditure ;  indeed,  dear  I 
I — quite  retired.    I  shall  he  happy — 1  feel  I  shall 
ly,  if  you  are  but  so." 

of  happiness,  mother.  How  can  you,  or  I,  or  any 
Jlen  .'  The  idea  is  monstrous  !  You  now  per- 
r,  I  hop«,  of  endeavouring^  to  conceal  everything 

Stanley,  I  did  all  for  the  best." 

that  if  I  had  known  wliat  I  onphl  to  have  known 
\d  that  petition  ?  Do  you  l/iink  that  I  would 
a  act  of  madness  so  palpable,  so  glaring  ?  Why 
jm  me  ? " 

w  that  I  am  at  all  times  unwilling  to  annoy  you. 
rere  possible  to  prevent  it  I  would  not  have  your 
e  world." 
nley,  still  pacing  the  room  with  violence.    "  The 

ie  is  cast.     We  are  ruined.     Now  I  suppose  I 

>f  your  affairs !  " 

all  shall  be  explained." 

ag  all  explained." 

my  dear ;  yes,  believe  me,  you  shall.     But,  al- 

t  is  not  80  bad  as  you  imagine —  it  is  not.  in- 

hat  we  are  reduced  to  actual  beggary ;  but  I  do 
b  our  position  will  be  sutiieiently  meuu  to  causa 
cannot  live  on  three  or  four  hundred  a  year." 
you  cannot ;  nor  will  there  be  any  necessity  for 
6  so :  I  feel  perfectly  sure  that  there  will  not. 
pi  may  yet  be  better  than  you  suppose  —  much 
for  the  best.  1  am  sure  I  do  not  know  myself 
ut  my  affairs  shall  be  immediately  adjusted  — 
investigated  properly  and  at  once ;  and  then 
ley — we  shall  see." 

silent.  A  dreary  prospect  opened  to  his  view. 
I  scale  there  is  perhaps  no  position  so  annoying, 
or  80  pregnant  with  tetnptntion  to  dishonour,  as 
ent  spirit  who — being  witliout  influentinl  family 
same  time  without  a  profession — finds  himsi^lf 
«s  own  resources,  or  placed  below  the  sphere — • 
nay — in  which  he  had  theretofore  moved.  The 
f  circumstances  renders  the  folly — it  may  be 
cruelty  —  of  teaching  young  men  to  depend 
i>f  relatives,  instead  of  giving  them  a  profes'iion 
k  in  case  of  need,  so  conspicuous  that  it  is  in 
versus  of  fortune  so  constantly  occur,  that  the 
in  this  great  point  should  be  suffered  to  super- 
r. 

to  Stanley  then ;  and  the  more  darkly,  seeing 
lowledge  of  tlie  position  to  which  he  had  been 
V,  being  far  more  sanguine,  scarcely  gave  this 
t  apprehension  was  that  of  losing  Sir  William  ; 
llity  afflicted  her  most,  and,  being  almost  un- 
'  p  2 
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ttble  to  endure  the  thought  of  the  discontinuance  of  his  Tisits,  she 
would  have  gone  on  as  usual,  in  the  lively  anticipation  of  a  formal  pro- 
posal being  made,  had  not  Stanley,  being  impatient  to  know  the  wont, 
msisted  upon  an  immediate  investigation  of  affairs,  which  accordingly 
commenced  without  further  delay. 


CHAPTER   XXXVI. 
Shows  how  a  reconciliation  took  place  between  Bob  and  his  venerable  friend. 

When  the  reduction  of  an  establishment  is  about  to  take  place,  and 
more  especially  if  the  establishment  be  an  old  one,  whatever  may  be 
the  tact  with  which  it  is  managed,  whatever  may  be  the  secrecy  with 
which  you  proceed,  it  is  perfectly  sure  to  be  generally  known :  indeed, 
any  attempt  at  secrecy  does  but  increase  the  evil,  inasmuch  as  it  eata^ 
blishes  a  mptery,  and  mysteries  invariably  teem  with  conjectures* 
which  are  certain  to  make  the  thing  worse  than  it  is. 

Now  this  is,  of  course,  a  remarkable  fact,  and  one,  moreover,  aa- 
cribable  solely  to  one's  utter  inability  to  get  rid  of  servants  under  the 
circumstances  with  any  degree  of  quietude  or  comfort.  When  these 
useful  people  have  long  been  in  the  habit  of  giving  "  good  satisisctioii,** 
they  well  know  that  they  would  not  be  discharged  without  a  canae, 
and  you  cannot — no  act  of  caprice  can — deprive  them  of  the  additional 
knowledge  of  whether  their  conduct  in  reality  constitutes  that  cause  or 
not.  If  It  do,  why  there,  of  course,  is  an  end  of  the  matter ;  but  if  it 
do  not,  they  watch  events  narrowly,  and  if  none  be  engaged  in  their 
places,  they  see  how  it  is,  and  never  fail  to  report  what  they  see:  in 
fact  they  deem  it  their  duty  to  do  so  in  their  own  justification,  and 
that  they  ought  to  be  justified  is  strictly  correct. 

Now  in  this  particular  case  the  afilicted  widow  no  sooner  found  it  to 
be  necessary  for  her  to  relinquish  her  carriage,  and  in  consequence  to 
discharge  her  old  coachman,  and  several  other  servants,  than  the  newa 
flew  with  such  unexampled  rapidity  that  on  the  evening  of  the  memo- 
rable day  in  which  the  servants  ha^  notice.  Bob  received  the  following 
letter  from  his  venerable  friend : 

"  Genal  Johnsones  Stables. 
"Dbeb  bobbsrd, 

"  allrow  i  aint  Seed  nothink  on  yu  fore  A  werry  konsidderbell 

Jeerid  off  thyme  sirkumstanshalU  Is  cum  toe  mi  nollege  witch  koraea 
le  fore  to  feel  werry  fillisoffocle  about  yu  kors  hive  A  inkellinaahun 
fure  toe  think  frum  wot  hive  eared  yule  bee  throwed  out  off  plaice  if 
so  and  yule  kum  and  pig  we  me  hit  sharnt  kost  yer  a  apney  for  no- 
think  wile  yer  out  and  I  des  say  i  kan  get  yu  into  somethink  as  aoon 
As  i  kan  for  beein  out  is  onkommon  heckspensyve  an  noboddy  doat 
git  fat  at  It  speshly  as  thymes  is  werry  rotten  butt  wy  Dont  yu  Do  me 
the  onner  off  a  korl  hay  kum  there  Aint  no  malliss  kum  an  letts  are  a 
Drain  toogether  As  we  yoused  korse  yu  hare  a  goodd  sort  an  i  never 
took  yu  fore  nothink  ellse  so  No  more  at  pressent  from  yure  Werry 
pertickeller  frend  Joseph  c<^les." 

The  immediate  effect  of  this  generous  and  gentlemanly  epistle  waa 
to  throw  the  whole  d*  IMi'n  mental  fiacoltieB  into  a  state  of  confusion. 
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d  again  with  a  view  to  understand  not  only  the 
;a  by  which  they  were  prompted.  It  was  the  first 
ever  received,  aud  while  it  tended  to  raise  him  in 
I  a  person  of  importance,  it  nuiazed  him,  for  he 
1  no  suspicion  of  that  which  the  venerable  gentle- 
wiih  so  much  distinctness.  What  could  be  the 
at  had  he  done  ?  He  was  sure  that  he  had  been 
I  of  late.  Besides,  he  had  heard  no  complaint. 
person  succeeded  in  secretly  subverting  bis  fair  re- 
be  possible .' 

It  solitude  upon  half  a  truss  of  hay  in  the  stall 
ned  his  studio,  he  weighed  with  the  utmost  nicety 
conjecture  as  it  arose  ;  but  having  been  thus  en- 
witliout  being  able  to  arrive  at  any  really  satis* 
e  started  up  with  the  full  determination  to  ascer- 
rom  the  lips  of  iiis  venerable  friend, 
le,  that  in  saluting  Joanna  the  venerable  gentle- 
tn,  and  yet,  on  serious  reHection,  why  sluiuld  he 
at  wag  Joanna  to  him  ?  She  had  been  kind,  she 
le  had  made  suet  dumplings  exclusively  fur  him, 
t  suppers  almost  every  night  during  his  master's 
r,  which  was  certainly  very  atfectionate ;  but 
proposed  to  Joanna?  Had  he  ever  even  led  her 
ished  to  propose  ?  Nay,  had  he  that  wish  ?  De- 
i  not  that  he  knew  of.  Why  then  should  he  feel 
had  no  right  to  entertain  any  such  feeling.  He 
1  longer  !  He  made  up  his  mind  at  once  not  to  be 
done  so,  he  started  otf  to  have  this  deep  mystery 

reneral's  stables  he  beheld  in  one  corner  his  vene- 

tudiously  upon  a  basket  duly  turned  upside  down, 
;ht  hand,  and  the  forefinger  uf  his  left  upon  his 
turn  a  bright  conception  into  shape  with  an  ex- 
intense  ihouglit.  The  very  instant,  however,  he 
Bob's  presence  he  relinquished  Itis  pen,  and  greet- 
alfectionate  style,  by  striking  u  pugilistic  attitude 
leiy  scientific  and  picturesque. 
it  each  other  witli  great  ability  for  some  consider- 
ultaneously  seized  each  other's  hand,  which  they 
t>le  fierceness  and  affection;  and  when  these,  and 
lensable  preliminaries  had  been  to  ttieir  mutual 
ished,  the  venerable  gentleman  broke  silence  by 
his  characteristic  eloquence  the  unexampled  glad- 
Briton,"  he  added,  "wot 's  the  matter  atween  us  ? 
ids  shood  never  be  onfriendly  !  " 
dly  !"  siiid  Bob. 

I  the  liuld  business  hover  agin !  the  sum  totle 
ionderstandin',  and  eert'ny  misonderstandin's  is  the 
e.     Vy,  wot  d'yer  think  the  hold  General  did  the 

II  tell  yer :  two  friends  of  hi.sn  had  a  sort  of  a  mis-  ' 
nothiuk  :  they  wos  werry   cold,  and  coodn't  ha' 

a  arst.  Werry  well,  wot  docs  he  do  but  he  goes  to 
:ks  out  their  cards,  and  then  sends  'em  to  each 
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Other's  houses  as  if  ihey  wos  sent  by  theirselves !  Wot  woa  the  scon- 
sequence  ?  Vy  tiiey  at  once  returned  wot  they  both  took  to  be  the 
compliment  bnney  tido,  and  as  each  flattered  hisMflf  that  the  otlier  had 
made  the  fust  adwances,  and  wos  willin'  fur  to  meet  him  arf  vay.  they 
met  in  course  for  all  the  vorld  as  if  nothink  had  huppened,  and  a  re- 
concilementation  took  place." 

"  Well,  that  unNn't  a  bad  move,  mind  yer,"  said  B«»b. 

"  It  wos  hexcellcnt,  cos  they  on'y  wanted  for  to  be  brought  together 
to  be  all  riifht  a<^in.  And  that  'n  the  case  vith  these  misondersitand- 
in's  utwf en  friends.  But  it 's  all  reg'Iar  now  utween  us  ?  Eh  ?  Give 
us  yer  'and !  Let 's  go  over  to  the  tap,  and  say  nothink  more  about 
it." 

To  the  top  they  accordingly  went,  and  after  tAuchin^  slightly  upon 
the  state  of  the  nation,  and  two  or  three  important  political  points 
which  were  just  then  at  issue.  Bub  being  impatient  to  have  explained 
to  him  the  various  intimations  contained  in  the  venerable  gentleman's 
epistle,  produced  that  mysterious  document,  and  having  read  it  with 
due  emphasis,  l)egged  to  know  what  it  all  meant. 

"Wot  does  it  mean  !  "  cried  the  venerable  gentleman,  elevating  his 
eyebrows  in  a  state  of  iimazement-  "  Wot !  ain't  you  then  seed  your 
old  mis8ns'.>i  cunchman  .■'  " 

"  No."  replied  Bob,  "  not  lately." 

"  Veil,  hut  do  yuu  mean  to  say  you  don't  know  there  'a  a  screw 
werrv  loose  ?  " 

"  tiuven't  heard  nothing  of  it." 

"  Veil,  send  I  may  live!  Vy  the  'stablishment 's  gain'  to  be  broke 
up  reg'Iar ! " 

"  You  don't  mean  Ihat !  " 

"  But  I  do,  and  nothink  but !  Coachman  was  ere  last  night  as  ever 
wos  to  explain  the  ole  business,  and  the  peticklers  cert'ny  looks  werry 
queer.  He 's  got  vomin' ;  they  've  almost  hall  on  'em  got  vomin',  and 
from  wot  1  can  leorn  things  is  goin'  hall  to  smash  ! " 

"You  don't  say  so !"  cried  Bob,  whose  countenance  developed  the 
utmost  astonishment.  "  You  stagger  me  regular.  I  thought  tbey  had 
a  mint." 

"And  so  they  luid  ;  but  coachman  tells  me  thisli  ere  parleymentry 
business  'as  kicked  it  all  down." 

"  Ar,  I  ^bought  they  was  going  too  fast." 

"And  so  did  I,"  rejoined  the  venerable  gentleman;  and  it  really 
is  amazing  how  prone  men  in  general  are  to  anticipate  things  when 
they  have  actually  taken  place,  and  how  fully  their  conjectures  then 
are  borne  out  by  facts.  "  It  struck  me  frequent,"  he  continued,  "  that 
they  never  cood  stand  them  air  cvey  expences.  But  I  'm  werry  sorry 
for  it ;  cos,  from  wot  I  'ear,  your  master 's  got  nothink  but  %vot  he  'as 
from  the  old  lady  ;  so  if  i/ie  goes,  he  must  go  vith  her. " 

"  Safe  ! "  returned  Bob.  "  And  it  hurts  my  sentiments  very  acute, 
'cause  he  is  a  trump,  and  there  can't  be  two  opiuious  about  it.  But 
what  I  look  at  most  is  missis,  'cause  she  is  a  regular  good  un,  and  I  'd 
go  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea  to  serve  her.  What  must  her  feelings  be, 
mind  you,  eh  f  I  don't  think  she  knows  a  bit  about  it  as  yet ;  but 
when  she  comes  for  to  be  told,  eh  ?     JSofe  to  break  her  heart-" 

"  I  don'  know,"  said  the  venerable  gentlemsn.  "  Vimmin  ccneliy 
bears  these  rewerses  much  better  than  men.  And  itlikevisc  makes 'em 
more  dewoted.     I  've  seen  it  frequent.     \'en  all  goes  on  prosperous. 
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cope  to  make  theirselves  onhappy  about  nothink, 
at  liberty  to  pitch  into  their  husbands,  cos,  as  they 
ink,  they  don'  know  wot  they  vunt ;  but  on'y  let 
a  rewerse,  and  they  're  at  once  all  affection.  Vot 
I  then  if  they  cood  !  And  if  they  can't  get  'em  over 
and  muke  it  seem  better  than  it  is,  and  try  to  per- 
nd  it,  and  get  'em  to  bear  up  against  it  like  men. 
Vimmin  is  rum  swells  to  deal  with." 
>u  there,"  rejoined  Bob.  "  But  I  say  !  ain't  your 
>re  particular  pint  a  leetle  changed,  eh  ?  Didn't 
i}  that  when  things  went  wrong,  they  'd  pitch  into 

le  venerable  gentleman,  whom  the  question  had 
that 's  yen  they  're  reg'lar  hout  an'  hout  wixens." 
id.  He  perceived  at  a  glance  the  inconsistency  of 
I,  and  being  anxious  to  know  the  extent  to  which 
i«  matter  had  changed,  he  took  occasion  to  intimate 
on  idea  that  the  views  which  he  had  once  eiiter- 
:t  of  matrimony  were  not  precisely  those  which  he 

rcible,"  he  added,  "  that  they  're,  in  p'int  of  fact, 
it ;  'cause  I  somehow  or  another  have  a  sort  of  a 
our  cook  is  a  managing  of  matters,  do  you  know." 
the  venerable  gentleman  blushed  —  ay,  actually 
icovering  himself  a  trifle,  he  smiled,  and  »aid,  "  Vy, 
ou  think  so  ?  " 

continually  sighing  and  talking  about  you,  and  look- 
in,  and  receiving  of  letters,  which  is  writ  in  a  list 
irn." 

ble  gentleman  looked  extremely  red.  He  saw  at 
g  a  letter  to  Bub  in  an  undisguised  hand,  be  had 
ustomary  caution. 

rent  stick  though,"  continued  Bob,  playfully.    "  Tlie 
1  the  hizzards  is  wery  respectuble." 
I  Tenerable  gentleman,  shaking  his  head  with  great 
I  've  let  the  cat  out  of  the  bag.     But  it  ain't  of 
n't  s'pose  I  'm  puttin'  j^oiir  nose  out  of  j'int  ?" 

Oh .'  it  ain't  no  odds  to  me,  you  know.  Only  all 
lie 's  a  cook,  you  know,  and  cooks  is  oil  warmaQt. 
dlect  ?  " 

.',"  returned  the  venerable  gentleman,  — "  so  they 
course  of  natur'  ;  but  Joanna  is  one  in  fifty  mil- 
I'int !  I  '11  be  bound  to  say  yuu  don't  find  another 
'b  march ! " 

I  of  the  sort,"  observed  Bob,  cavalierly, 
believe  yer.     There 's  no  mistake  about  her  !  " 
)u  come  to  be  caught  after  all  your  experience,  is  a 
ite  over  me.  I  can't  at  all  understand  it.   A  deader 
ne  across." 

said  the  venerable  gentleman,  with  a  philosophic 

ever  'appen  to  see  a  unexperienced  young  grey- 

;h  a  leverel,  a-rolling  of  it  over  and  ov«r,  and  a- 

ng  it,  and  not  exactly  knowin'  vot  to  do  with  it?" 

r  did." 
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"  Did  yer  ever  see  a  kittea  a-pluying  vith  a  mouse,  a-purring 
Slinging  to  it  reg'lur,  a-lctting  of  it  run,  and  springing  arter  it 
vile  the  little  oiifort'nate  wiclim  is  arf  dead  vith  fright  ?  " 
"  Yea,  that  I  have  seen." 

"  Werry  well,  iheii,  wot  do  they  play  vith  'em  for  ?     Ain't  it 
they  know  uothiuk  ahuut  'em  f  Ain't  it  cos  they  never  tasted  the  hi 
of  them  there  animals,  and  don't  know  wot  it  is  ?    Vy,  in  aiurse 
let  'em  jist  valk  their  teeth  into  one, — let  them  have  but  one  taste,  and! 
they  're  alvuya  then  a-hankerin'  and  yarnin'  urter  'em  wiolent.     Au 
that 's  the  case  vith  me.     I  never  loved  reg'lar  afore  :  I  never  know 
wot  it  was  to  love ;  but  now  thiit  I  've  tasted  it,  and  knows  voX  it  i 
and  finds  it  nnt'nil  to  like  it,  I  carn't  never  be  'appv  vithout  the  h* 
ject  of  that  love,  vich  is  her  an  I  know  loves  me.     'I  hat '«  the  p'int. 
"  Well,"  said  Bob,  "  I  hope  she  '11  turn  out  a  regular  good  un." 
"  Safe  to  be  a  good  un  !     Safe  to  be  'appy !     She 's  the  kindeM  a 
comfortable&t  creature  in  life.     I  never  see  her  feller,  and  I've  ic 
above  a  few  on  'em  ia  my  time,  you  know-     She's  oert'ny  l}«ut-*a' 
hout." 

"  Well,  all  I  can  say,  you  know,  is,  may  she  never  be  anything  bo 
They  do,  mind  ynu,  sometimes  tuni  out  queer." 

"liut  ynu  don't  s'pose  I've  lived  all  these  here  'ears  for  nothinfc 
No,   no,  ilobby  ;  hold  birJs  ain't  ketched  vith  chaff.     I  th(JO<i  be  blind 
if  I  coodn't  tell  wot  a  voman  wos.     I  can  see  right  clean  through 
in  a  hinstant.     No — come,  we  aiu't  u-going  to  be  done  exactly  arter  dl 
thi.s  'ere  experiencej  naytlier  ! " 

"  Well,  well,"  said  IJob,  "  you  ought  to  know  a  little  about  it" 
"  I  flatter  myself,"  returned  his  venerable  friend,  "  I  just  do." 
"  Well,  and  when  do  you  think  about  doing  the  trick .'  " 
"  Vy,  that  dej)ends  a  kittle  upon  circumstantials.     K  your  ** 
ment  's  broke  up,  yer  know,  as  veil  as  the  old  lady's,  ry,  it 
vuth  vile  for  her  to  take  another  place." 

"  No  more  it  won't,"  observed  Bob.     "  But  don't  it  strike  yjo 
very  strange  that  I  ain't  heard  nothing  about  it?  " 

"  The  most  singularest  thing  alive  !"  returned  the  venerable 
man.     "  They  ought  at  least  to  'ave  named  it,  if  tbey  did  noi 
helse." 

"  But  do  ynu  know,  now,  I  don't  think  it  '11  be  so  after  all." 
The  venerable  gentleman  admitted  that  such  a  thought  as  thatnif^ 
be  entertained,  but  strongly  advised  him,  nevertheless,  to  pre]>arr.  !>' 
then  rej)eated  those  generous  offers  which  his  gentlemanly  letter  cetf 
tained ;  and  when  Bob  had  acknowledged  in  grateful  terms  the  frieodfw 
feeling  by  which  those  offers  were  characterised,  they  pri 
other's  hands,  had  another  pot,  and  parted. 


CHAPTER  XXXV71. 
In  which  Suwley  re«oWe«  to  retrieve  his  furttme, 

ALTBOtJOH  the  news  of  the  reduction  of  the  widow's  establislimt 
travelled  fust  from  Bol>'8  venerable  friend  to  the  Generul's  coojr, 
the  c(X)k  to  the  lady's  maid,  from  the  maid  to  Mis:*  Johnson,  and 
that  young  lady  to  the  Oeneral,  both  he  and  Captain  Jolilfe,  whom ' 
subsequently  told,  deemed  it  a  jwiut  uf  loo  much  delicacy  to  justify  i 
direct  inquiry  into  the  matter. 
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F  Stanley — when  he  found  that  all  he  had  to  de- 
estate,  which  yielded  barely  three  hundred  a-year 
e  altered  state  of  affairs  from  Amelia  ;  and  when 
Co  accomplish  this,  at  least  for  a  time,  he  devoted 
I  the  view  of  retrieving;  their  fortunes. 
as  this  to  he  dune?  Should  he  enter  the  army ? 
:  do.  Should  he  endeavour  to  obtain  some  colonial 
had  not  the  slightest  wish  to  leave  England ;  and 
re  was  his  political  influence  ?  He  thought  of  a 
vhich  his  position  might  be  improved,  but  not  one 
le  circumstances,  practicable, 
illiam  —  who  had  never  allowed  a  syllable  ha  vine 
Dibarrassments  to  escape  him — became  acquainted 
ich  he  fondly  hoped  that  Stanley  might  be  involved 
:hat  time  several  men  of  high  connections  —  one  of 
»y  an  Earl  —  having  lost  on  various  occasions  im- 
,  and  being  experienced  and  highly  accomplished 
1  the  idea  of  taking  a  house  themselves,  and  nut- 
a  bank  of  their  own.  This  they  fancied  would  be 
eculation  ;  and  as  the  aid  of  Sir  William,  by  whom 
tly  well  known,  had  been  solicited,  he  held  it  to  be 
inity  for  sinking  the  remnant  of  Stanley's  fortune, 
join  them. 

38C  no  time  in  communicating  with  Stanley  on  the 
pecial  care  to  proceed  witli  the  utmost  caution.  At 
it  as  a  mere  matter  of  news ;  but  when  he  found 
at  the  project,  he  gradually  entered  into  the  most 
I,  and  made  the  success  of  the  scheme  appear  cer- 

nley,  when  the  matter  had  been  explained,  "  why 

?" 

I  have  at  present  so  much  on  my  hands,  and  the 

it  would   divert  my  attention  from  matters  which 

lought.     Besides,  you  know,  I  'm  not  a  very  specu- 

these  things,  to   succeed,  must   be  entered  into 

ng  but  strict  honour  ia  intended  ?  " 

cter  of  those  who  are  engaged  in  the  scheme  would 

ink,  be  a  suKicient  guarantee  against  dishonourable 

It  is  it  not  singular  that  men  of  their  character  and 
should  descend  to  enter  into  a  speculation  of  the 

nt  of  itself  is  not  very  tremendous.  The  difference 
linst  a  bank  and  playing  with  one  —  except  in  so 
■e  concerned  —  is  but  slight.  They  would  not,  of 
generally  known  that  they  were  engaged  in  a  spe- 
t ;  nor  would  tliey,  in  fact,  like  it  to  be  generally 
!qnented  houses  of  that  description  at  all ;  but  in 
inly  is  as  honourable  tu  put  down  the  bank  as  it  is 

Ic  me  at  the  moment  as  being  rather  singular." 
fit  were  usual,  it  would  be  thought  nothing  of." 
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"  Well,"  said  Stanley,  "  the  idea  is  certainly  novel.  I  should  really 
like  to  join  them." 

"I  xbuiild  recommend  you  not." 

"Why.^"  inquiri-d  Stanley. 

"  Blerely  because  I  think  that  it  might  occupy  too  much  of  your 
time.  Besides,  Thorn,  when  you  play,  it  is  solely  for  pleasure  ;  now 
their  sole  object  is  protit.  There  is  another  thing :  they  huve  of  late 
lost  considerable  sums  of  money*  which  they  are  resolved  to  regain,  and 
it  is  moreover  necessary  that  they  should  do  so ;  but  you  are  not  in  that 
position." 

"  Perhaps  not."  rejoined  Stanley,  whom  the  reason  assigned  urged 
on  the  more.  "  But  when  we  play,  as  you  say,  for  pleasure,  is  not 
profit  invariably  the  chief  object  we  have  in  view?  Are  not  the  plea- 
sures of  play  derived  from  winning,  coupled  with  the  hope  of  winning 
more  ?     Are  losses  productive  of  pleasure  ?  " 

"  It  certainly  is  not  very  pleasurable  to  lose ;  but  that  is  an  alto- 
gether different  thing.  Here  we  have  a  direct  and  well-organized  spe- 
culation, the  object  of  the  speculators  being  to  regain  a  certain  sum. 
That  their  object  will  be  accomplished  there  can  be  but  littJe 
doubt :  but  then  look  at  the  anxiety !  —  what  can  repay  them  for 
that  ?  " 

"  The  attainment  of  their  object  alone  t  Now  it  appears  to  me  to 
be  the  very  kind  of  speculation  into  which  I  should  like  to  enter." 

"Well,  —  but  that  which  I  look  at  is  the  necessity  which  exists  in 
their  case,  and  not  in  yours.  Of  course  I  '11  introduce  you  with  plea- 
sure, and  I  am  sure  that  they  would  like  you  to  join  them  exceedingly  ; 
but  if  you  do,  you  must  expect  to  be  annoyed  —  at  least  I  know  that 
the  constant  settleuients,  the  division  of  the  profit*,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing,  would  annoy  nic." 

'*  Very  likely.  But  I  have  not,  you  know,  so  much  to  attend  to  as 
yon  have,  which  makes  all  the  difference.     When  shall  I  see  them  f  " 

"Oh!  we'll  go  when  you  please  —  this  evening,  if  you  like;  but  I 
should  advise  you  before  we  go  to  think  the  matter  over." 

"  Ves ;  that  of  course  1  'U  do.     Well,  shall  we  say  this  evening?  ** 

"  Oh  yes  !     I  '11  call  for  you.     At  what  hour  .•'  " 

"  You  may  as  well  dine  with  me,  and  then  we  can  start  from  here 
direct." 

"  Very  well ;  be  it  so.  I  have  a  few  little  matters  to  attend  to  tbia 
morning,  and  while  I  am  about  them  you  can  be  turning  the  thing  over 
in  your  mind ;  but  still,  if  I  were  you,  I  should  say  it  would  be  scarcely 
worth  my  while  to  trouble  my  head  alwut  it.  However,  it  is  for  you 
to  decide.     We  shall  again  see  each  other  at  seven." 

Sir  William  then  left,  and  as  he  entered  his  cab  —  "Every  man,** 
thought  .Stanley,  "  knows  his  own  business  best-  He  has  no  idea  of 
my  real  position.  His  advice,  therefore,  goes  for  nothing.  He  still 
thinks  that  I  am  wealthy.  He  ha.s  not  the  slightest  notion  that  mj 
necessities  ore  as  great  as  the  necessities  of  those  whom  I  shall  join. 
It  is  hence  that  he  conceives  that  I  shall  deem  the  constant  division  of 
the  profits  an  annoyance  !  " 

Stanley  smiled  at  this  idea,  und  then  proceeded  to  calculate  what 
the  profits  of  such  a  speculation  were  likely  to  be  ;  and  while  he  was 
thus  engaged, — with  the  gain  of  tens  of  thousands  floating  upon  tlie 
current  of  his  rich  imagination, — Sir  William,  who  was  by  no  means 
so  ignorant  of  the  matter  as  Stanley  supposed,  was  conversing  with  the 
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tcheme,  and  representing  Stanley  as  being  a  young 
.lliant  exp)ectatioiis,  and  who  would  be  an  unques- 
,  if  tbpT  could  but  secure  him. 
y  to  be  caught  ?  "  inquired  the  noble  Earl.     "  Will 

ave  entirely  to  you.     He  is  to  be  managed." 

ituff  in  hand?  " 

rs  but  little,  you  know,  whether  he  has  or  not." 

(od,  of  course  ?  "  interposed  "  Captain  "  Filcher,  who 

the  nominal  proprietor  of  the  concern. 

)k,"  replied  Sir  William. 

,"  rejoined  Filcher,  "  it 's  regular." 

1  his  view,  and  also  in  that  of  the  noble  Earl,  who 

ity  to  see  Stanlej',  and  begged  of  Sir  William  to 

ling,  in  order  that  he  might  at  once  be  fixed,  which 

tly  promised  to  do ;  and  they  parted. 

dthough  no  word  was  spolcen  un  the  subject  which 

erstajid,  Sir  William  perceived  that  Stanley's  views 

le  was  therefore  in  high  spirits,  and  conversed  with 

.  and  studiously  applauded  every  sentiment  which 

His  marked  attention  to  her  would,  in  the  mind  of 
cited  suspicion  ;  but  his  freedom  of  manner  and  of 

cautiously,  so  gradually  assumed,  that  its  progress 

nperceptible. 

imma  were  here,  Stanley,"  said  Amelia,  on  the  table 

Stanley,  "  she  would  have  beeji  company  for  you 
t." 

laughty  people  going  to  leave  me?  " 
)ve,  business.     I  shall  nul  be  late." 
ted  quite  a  delightful  evening," 
said  the  wily  baronet,  looking  at  Stauley,  "  I  think 
in  where  we  are." 

creature  !  "  cried  Amelia.     "  You  ought  to  be  re- 
as  the  cbiimpiun  of  the  ladies-     Is  it  of  importance, 

I  must  go;  but  I  shall  return  very  early." 
t  me  interfere  with  business.    But  how  long  shall  I 

say  twelve  o'clock  ?  " 

ly  time,  because  I  like  to  be  punctual ;  and  if  we 

I  may  stop  till  thut  time,  when  otherwise  I  might 

t  return  as  soon  as  you  can — there  'a  a  dear." 

an  admirable  wife,"  said  Sir  William,  to  whom  the 

ilaved  by  Amelia  was  wormwood. 

eased  to  flatter,"  she  returnedj  with  a  smile. 

onour." 

liate   your  good  opinion/'  rejoined  Amelia,  gaily. 

due  form  to  acknowledge  the  compliment,  seeing 

me  what  I  am.     We  must  ascribe  all  the  merit  to 

jsbands  make  admirable  wives — is  it  not  so?  " 

t  the  part  of  those  admirable  wives  to  think  so*" 

ot  BO  in  reality  ?  " 

ar,  is  not  universally  entertained." 
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"  I  kLould  say  not/'  iotvrposed  Stanley.  "  The  most  bratal  hus- 
bands have  the  most  gentle  wives ;  and,  as  you  see  in  my  com;,  the  more 
mild  niid  afTectiunute  a  man  is,  the  more  advantage  hia  wife  takes  of 
that  mildness  and  uifection,  the  more  she  wiii  tyrannise  over  bim.  And 
makes  him  feel  her  pciwer." 

Amelia  smiled,  and  was  about  to  concede  that  with  the  thoughtless 
and  the  vulgar  it  sometimes  hap])ened  that  both  husbands  and  wive« 
took  advantage  of  amiability  and  devotion  ;  but  as  Stanley  at  the  mo- 
ment gave  the  signal,  they  ruee ;  and,  on  taking  leave,  Sir  William 
pressed  the  hand  of  Amelia  with  so  much  warmth,  that  although  slie 
attributed  it  to  nothing  but  the  purest  friendship,  she  felt  an  almost 
involuntary  inclination  to  ivithdraw  it.  The  effect,  however,  was  but 
indtantaneuUB ;  she  bade  him  adieu  with  her  wonted  smile,  and  then 
embraced  her  Stanley  with  the  fondest  affection. 

Having  entered  the  cab,  Stanley,  being  impatient,  started  off  with 
so  much  swiftness,  that  Bub — who  had  anticipated  nothing  of  the 
sort,  and  who  had  to  run  like  lightning  fur  five  hundred  yards  before 
he  could  catch  the  cab  to  get  up  behind — very  naturally  conceived  that 
there  was  something  additional  amisis. 

"  Another  blessed  screw  loose  !  "said  he  very  privately  to  himself. 
"  I  'm  glad  he 's  got  somebody  with  him  ;  although,  as  it  is,  I  must  mind 
what  I  'm  at.  In  this  here  ticklish  state  of  transactions,  masters  ain't 
very  particular  about  gratitude ;  and  there  's  something  a  little  extra 
o'clock  to-ni^ht,  I  know  !  " 

The  expediency  of  looking  out  with  an  eagle's  eye  having  thus  ap- 
peared clear  to  his  view,  he  leaped  from  behind  with  such  amazing  ala- 
crity when  Stanley  pulled  up,  that  he  was  at  the  bead  of  the  horse  in 
an  instant. 

"  Another  blessed  four  o'clock  business."  said  he,  muttering  with 
great  caution,  as  Stanley  and  Sir  William  entered  a  brilliantly  illumined 
club-house.  "  When  every  individual  winder's  in  a  blaze  they  pints  to 
four  or  half-past,  safe !  Won't  yuu  stand  still .''  "  he  added  aloud,  ad- 
dressing hia  horse,  "  or  am  I  to  go  for  to  make  you  ?  Don't  you  think 
I  've  enough  to  put  up  with  f  Ain't  it  ten  times  worse  than  listing 
fur  a  soger  ?  As  true  as  I  'm  alive  masters  uow-a-days  ain't  got  do 
bowels  for  servants  at  all !  " 

Whereupon  he  stepped  leisurely  into  the  cab,  and  having  driven  a 
short  distance  from  the  door,  he  adjusted  himself  snugly  in  the  off  cor- 
ner of  the  vehicle,  with  the  view  of  having  a  few  hours'  soft  re- 
pose. 

On  entering  one  of  the  private  rooms  of  the  club,  Stanley  was  form- 
ally presented  to  the  noble  Earl,  Captain  Filcher,  and  two  other 
dai<hing  persons,  whoup|)eared  to  be  highly  pleased  to  see  him.  Thev 
had  evidently  been  entering  into  certain  calculations  having  reference 
to  the  scheme,  the  result  of  which  had  put  them  in  great  spirits  ;  hut 
no  allusion  whatever  was  made  to  the  project  for  some  considerable 
time. 

At  length,  having  freely  conversed  on  the  various  topics  of  the  day, 
and  become  thereby  better  acquainted  with  each  other,  the  noble  Earl 
i9pened  the  subject  of  the  speculation,  the  success  of  which  be  de- 
fscribed  as  l>eing  perfectly  certain  ;  and  having  dwelt  upon  the  brilliant 
dMttBx:ter  of  the  anticipated  proiit.<,  and  proved  in  theory  all  that  it 
HTM  necessary  to  prove,  Stanley  became  su  satisfied  that  he  entered  at 
once  into  bis  views,  and  expressed  himself  anxious  to  join  theu. 
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>f  course  explained  bow  hnppy  he  should  be  to  have 
I  the  speculation,  and  as  his  title,  independently  of 
bearing,  had  great  weight  with  Stanley,  he  felt 

U-  it  be  necessary  for  us  to  put  down  ?  "  he  in- 

ig  to  our  calculation,"  replied  the  noble  Earl,  "a 
land  will  in  all  probability  realise  ii  hundred  tbon- 
ee  months.  But  we  need  not  put  it  «ll  down  at 
;  there  are  five  of  us.  Of  course  we  must  expect 
rst — it  will  in  fact  be  expedient  to  do  so.  Now,  I 
ich  of  us  put  down  five  hundred  to  Iwgin  with,  it 
lurse,  it  will  be  well,  in  order  to  make  all  sure,  for 
d  with  two  thousand." 

a  was  made  to  all  concerned,  and  agreed  to,  and 
nt  had  been  drawn  up  and  signed,  they  set  aside  all 
appointment  to  meet  the  next  morning  at  the  house 
icher  bad  partly  engaged,  and  spent  a  jovial  evening 

g  morning  they  accordingly  met,  and  were  all  much 
louse ;  and  as  Filcher  had  had  some  experience  in 
"  he  undertook  to  prepare  it  with  all  possible  expe- 
Jey  was  in  limine  puzzled.  How  was  he  to  raise  his 
•equired  ?  He  could  no  longer  draw  money  of  the 
le  mortgage  his  estate  ?  As  this  appeared  to  be  the 
1  it  could  be  managed,  he  resjilved  at  once  to  do  it ; 

in  which  this  resolution  was  formed  he  happened  to 
'  see  what  progress  hud  been  made,  and  found  Filcher 
a  the  subject  were  changed. 

id  received  certain  hints  from  Sir  William,  regarded 
icious.  He  was  therefore  unusually  anxious  to  win 
ce,  and  after  showing  him  the  furniture  he  had  hired, 

had  purchased,  and  explaining  certain  mysteries  of 
over  a  bottle  of  wine,  and  became  excessively  com- 
iendly. 

',  of  course,  how  you  are  situated/'  said  he  when  he 
ley  had  been  sufliciently  warmed,  "  but  men  who  may 
)  command  a  mint  of  money  are  not  at  alt  times  flush, 
o  this  in  order  to  intimate  that  if  you  should  at  any 
e  short,  I  have  already  so  much  confidence  in  you — 
'8  tell  pretty  well  what  a  man  is — that  I  shall  be  happy 
cceptance.  But,  mind,  this  is  strictly  between  our- 
wish  it  to  go  farther,  because  in  the  jiresent  state  of 
ire  few  men  indeed  whom  I  would  do  it  for  on  any  ac- 
uu  I  should  be  proud  to  do  it,  if  such  a  thing  sliould 
to  the  extent  of  a  thousand  or  so." 
Stanley,  who  was  struck  witli  the  friendly  feeling  dia- 
n  Filcher,  "  I  certainly  feel  Hattcred  ;  ana  it  strangely 

that  I  was  just  about  to  raise  a  sum  of  money  by 

ich  more   convenient.     They  save  a  world  of  trou- 

but  to  be  drawn  to  command  llie  sum  required,  and 

atnrity  the  thing  is  at  an  end.     What  suoi  do  vou 
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"  I  thought  of  two  thnuiuind." 

"  Well  I — I  shall  be  happy  to  lend  you  my  acceptance  for  that 
amount." 

"  But  what  security  shall  I  give  ?" 

"  Your  honour,  Mr.  Thorn,  will  be  a  sufficient  security  for  we." 

"  But  I  think  that  every  man  ought  to  have  some  more  tangible  se- 
curity than  that." 

"  Oh,  nonsense  ! — ^not  among  friends !  " 

"  I  should  feel  more  satisfied." 

"  Well,  if  that  be  the  ca.se,  give  me  your  acceptance  for  the  nme 
amount.     I  positively  refuse  to  take  any  other  security  from  you." 

This  was  kind,  very  kind,  on  the  part  of  Captain  Filcher.  Stanley 
at  least  strongly  felt  it  to  be  so,  and  inquired  when  the  bills  should  be 
drawn. 

"  When  you  please,"  returned  the  Captain.  "  It  may  as  well  be 
done  now  as  at  any  other  time.  Let  me  see  —  instead  of  having  one 
bill  for  two  thousand,  you  had  better  have  four,  you  know,  for  live 
hundred  each.     You  will  find  them  more  negotiable." 

"  I  must  be  guided  by  yon,"  observed  St.inley,  who  at  the  same  mo- 
ment drew  out  his  pur»e.     "  Can  we  send  for  the  stamps  ?  " 

"  By  the  by,"  cried  the  Captain,  drawing  forth  his  pocket-book,  "  it 
strikes  me  I  've  a  lot  of  stamps  here !  "  And  it  singularly  enough  did 
hiippen  that  he  found  just  eight  of  the  very  stamps  required. 

"  Well,"  said  he,  "  this  iit  extraordinary  !  I  knew  that  I  had  some, 
but  I  had  no  idea  of  whut  they  were.  They  will  save  us  the  trouble 
of  sending  out  for  them,  at  all  events." 

Stanley  agreed  with  him  perfectly  in  this,  and  offered  to  pay  for 
them ;  but  the  Captain  refused  to  receive  a  single  shilling.  "  S'o," 
said  he,  "  I  am  not  a  denier  in  stamps.  They  are  of  no  use  whatever 
to  me,  and  may  as  well  be  filled  up  for  this  purpose  as  not." 

The  bills  were  then  drawn  at  two  months.  At  the  suggestion  of  the 
Captain,  tlie  dates  were  slightly  varied.  He  drew  four,  and  four  were 
drawn  by  Stanley  ;  and,  when  each  had  accepted  those  which  the  other 
had  drawn,  they  exchanged  acceptances  as  a  mere  matter  of  mutual 
security. 

*'  Have  you  any  channel  open  ?  "  inquired  the  Captain,  when  the 
exchange  had  been  made.  "  I  mean,"  he  added,  perceiving  tlmt  he 
was  nut  understood,  "  do  you  know  any  one  who  will  discount  those 
bills  ?  " 

"  Upon  my  honour,  I  do  not.  I  never  had  occasion  to  draw  one  be- 
fore.    But  I  suppose  there  will  be  no  dithculty  at  all  about  that  ? " 

*'  Oh  !  not  the  least  in  life.  I  '11  undertake  to  get  tbem  cashed  for 
you  at  once." 

"  I  don't  like  to  trouble  you,"  said  Stanley ;  "  but  at  the  same  time 
I  really  wish  you  would." 

*' Aly  dear  fellow,  don't  name  the  trouble!"  cried  the  Captain. 
"  I  '11  do  it  with  ii)finite  pleasure.  You  shall  have  the  cheque  in  the 
morning." 

Whereupon  Stanley  returned  him  his  own  acceptances  for  the  pur- 
pose of  discount,  and  having  wurmly  acknowledged  this  additional 
obligation,  left  him  in  possession  of  the  whole  of  the  bills. 

The  next  morning  he  adled  for  the  promised  cheque,  and  found  the 
Captain  excessively  busy  with  the  workmen,  who  were  engaged,  under 
his  superintendence,  in  decorating  the  principal  drawing-room,  appa- 
rently for  some  immediate  purpooe. 
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^id  he,  OS  Stanley  entered,  "  ttioee  things  cannot 

til  to-morrow." 

ite  as  well,"  replied  Stanley. 

t  would  make  no  difference  to  you  ?  " 

,  not  the  slightest.    But  what  room  is  this  intended 

0  have  been  very  expeditious  in  fitting  it  up." 

led,  and  drew  Stanley  aside.     "  You  hare  heard 
"  said  he,  soUo  voce.     "  This  room  is  being  adorned 
ivate  marriage.     It  will  take  place  this  evening  by 
ill  you  join  us? — it  will  be  delicious  sport." 
e  parties  .* " 

to  tell  that ;  but  you  know  the  bridegroom.     Say 
[t  will  come  off  precisely  at  eight." 
sence  he  agreeable  to  tliose  most  concerned  ?  " 
'y  dear  fellow^  they  will  all  be  delighted.     You  po- 
e!" 

1  Stanley,  "in  that  case  I'll  come.     But  I  should 
le  parties  are." 

e,  my  dear  fellow,"  cried  the  Captain.  "  But  the 
[y  be  kept  a  profound  secret  until  tlie  job 's  dune." 
trehend  ! "  said  Stanley.  "  Papa  is  in  the  way." 
■for  once  in  yoar  life  out !  There 's  no  papa  in  the 
more,  my  dear  fellow,  mamma  will  be  here .'  At 
jliect,  you  will  have  the  felicity  of  being  presented 
tiful  bride.    You  will  not  therefore  on  any  account 

t  don't  let  me  interrupt  you  another  moment.   For 

fellow  !  Remember  the  time  I  When  you  know 
lay  it 's  delicious  !  " 

! "  thought  Stanley,  on  leaving  the  house.  "  And 
lom  !  Who  on  earth  can  it  be  ?  Can  it  he  Worm- 
:  and  yet  he  surely  would  have  named  it  to  me 
is  useless  to  conjecture." 

it  was;  but  his  imagination  teemed  with  conjee^ 
There  was  a  mystery  in  the  matter,  by  which  his 
strongly  excited,  and  that  excitement  continued 
(ling  unsubdued. 

>,  as  a  matter  of  coarse,  punctual ,-  indeed  be  was 
ore  the  appointed  time,  and  found  the  bridegroom 
nd    the  noble  earl,  who  presented  him  at  once 

e  bridegroom  was  concerned,  of  course  the  mystery 
I  his  view  there  was  something  mysterious  still. 
she  was  rather  a  beautiful  girl,  but  she  was  evi- 

'hile  her  mamma Stanley  couldn't  understand 

on  verse  vnth  the  bride;  but  "  Yes,  sir," — "No, 

•/'  appeared  to  be  about  the  only  original  sentences 

to  ulter.     Her  mamma,  however,  made  up  for  all, 

loudly  to  be    her  settled    conviction   that  special 

►re  respectable  than  banns. 

cried  the  ('aptain,  when  the  hour  had  arrired, 

■end  swell  ?     Time 's  up !  " 

re  shortly,"  returned  the  noble  Earl. 
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"  He  it  safe  to  come,  I  auppoee  ?  " 

At  this  moment  a  carriage  drove  up  to  the  door,  and  almost  imme- 
diately afterwards  he,  bjr  whom  the  ceremony  had  U>  be  performed, 
walked  solemnly  into  the  room.  As  he  entered,  lie  bowed  profoundly 
to  all  around  ;  and  as  the  bridegroom  promptly  asked  him  to  laike  n 
glass  of  wine,  he  as  promptly  filled  a  bumper,  and  winked  at  the  bride- 
groom, which  Stanley  conceived  to  be  particularly  odd.  He  remained, 
however,  silent ;  they  clearly  understood  it,  although  he  did  not ;  and 
the  ceremony,  without  the  nmallest  loss  of  time,  commenced. 

"  Dearly  beloved,"  said  the  reverend  gentleman,  "  we  are  gathered 
together  here  for  the  purpose  of  joining  this  man  and  this  woman. 
Wilt  thou  have  this  woman  ?  Wilt  thou  love  her,  comfort  her,  and 
keep  her }  " 

The  noble  earl  answered,  "  I  will." 

"  Wilt  thou  have  this  man  P  Wilt  thou  obey  him,  love,  honoor,  and 
nerve  him  ?  " 

The  bride  tremblingly  faltered  out,  "  I  will." 

"  Who  giveth  this  woman  to  this  man  ?" 

The  Captain  took  the  hand  of  the  bride,  and  gave  it  to  the  reverend 
gentleman,  and  when  he  had  transferred  it  to  the  noble  earl,  the  ring 
was  put  on,  and  the  ceremony  ended  ! 

Stanley  stood  amazed,  and  the  bride's  mamma  observed  that  the  ce- 
remony, she  fancied,  was  rather  short,  but  suggested  that  it  was  in  sU 
firobability  unfashionable  to  have  it  longer  when  performed  by  «pecJtJ 
icence.  She  was  therefore  quite  satistied ;  and  having  taken  ja«t 
sufficient  champagne  to  cause  her  to  be  content  with  almost  anything, 
she  began  to  extol  with  surpassing  volubility  the  prominent  virtues  of 
"  mv  daughter  the  Countess,  and  my  dear  son-in-law  the  noble  eAfL" 

The  Captain  then  called  for  a  bumper,  and  all  churged. 

"  I  give  you,"  said  he,  "  Health  to  the  Bride  and  Bridegroom  !     I 

Sropose  it  thus  early,  because  I  know  that  as  they  have  to  travel  some 
istance  to-night,  we  shall  soon  be  deprived  of  their  charming  society. 
The  health  of  the  bride  and  bridegroom  !  —  tlie  bridegroom  und  the 
bride !  " 

The  toast  was  duly  honoured,  and  the  noble  Earl  in  an  eloquent 
speech  returned  thanks ;  shortly  after  which  he,  his  trembling  bride, 
and  her  delighted  mamma,  took  leave  and  btarted  in  a  carriage  nnil 
four. 

The  very  moment  they  had  left,  the  reverend  gentlenmn  threw 
■aide  his  surplice  amidst  loud  roars  of  laughter. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?  "  inquired  Stanley  of  the  C«pC«ij|. 

"  What !  don't  you  understand  it  ?  " 

"  Upon  my  honour,  I  do  not." 

"  Then  it 's  no  longer  surprising  the  old  woman  was  den-irei). 
Don't  you  think  it  was  done  admirably,  considering  our  parsoa  is  not 
in  orders  ?  " 

"  You  do  not  mean  to  say  that  this  has  been  a  mock  marriage  ?  " 

"  Why,  of  course !  It  was  the  only  way  in  which  that  girl  coald  be 
had.'  Mild  and  gentle  as  she  appears,  he  has  been  trying  in  vnio  b> 
seduce  her  in  the  regular  way  for  the  last  six  months." 

Stanley  was  so  indignant  on  receiving  this  intelligence,  so  incensed 
at  being  thus  made  a  party  to  a  proceeding  so  vile,  that  he  rose  a 
the  instant,  and  quitted  the  house  with  a  feeling  of  ineffable  disguit. 


ft?S 


GUY  FAWKES. 

^M    HISTOmCAL    ROMAXCX. 

t.  HARRISON  AINS WORTH,  ESQ, 

USTXATCD    BT    GEORGC   CHUIKSII ANR. 


BOOK   THB   8%C0NU. 


CHAPTER    XI. 


HE    MARRUOB    XS    THE    FOREST. 

will  have  been  conjectured  that  he  was  one  of 
ioned  in  the  preceding  chapter,  on  separating 
eagle,  took  tne  same  direction  as  the  conspi- 
ted  for  some  lime  before  venturing  to  knock 
^;  and  when  he  had  done  so,  felt  half-dis- 
hls  heels.  But  shame  restrained  hiiir:  and 
ipproach,  he  pave  the  cuetomary  signal,  and 
tted  by  Guy  Fawkcs. 

fou  here  ? "  demandetl  the  latter,  as  they  en- 
id  made  fast  the  door  behind  them, 
ird  that  Parliament  is  prorogued  to  the  fifth 
lied  Tresham,  "and  came  lo  tell  you  so." 
V  it,"  returned  Fawkes,  gloomily;   *'and  for 
some  misgiving  as  to  the  issue  of  our  enter- 

|uired  Tresham. 

unlucky  to  me,"  rejoined  Fawkes,  '*  and  I 
year  in  my  life  in  which  some  ill  has  not 
that  month,  especially  on  the  fifth  day.     On 

vember,  I  nearly  died  of  a  fever  at  Madrid. 
unfortunate  coincidence  that  (he  meeting  of 

uld  be  appointed  for  liiat  particular  day." 

■^hat  I  think  it  ]}ortcnds  ?'"  hesitated  Tre- 

fd  Fawkes,  "  and  speak  boldly.     I  am  no 

ed  at  shadows." 

;  than  once  declared  your  intention  of  perish- 

,'^  rejoined  Tresham.     "The  design,  though 

,  may  be  fatal  to  you." 

t,"  replied  Fawkes.     *'  I  have  linle  doubt  I 

day.  You  are  both  aware  of  my  supcrsti- 
re  not  ignorant  tliat  many  mysterious  occur- 
led  to  strengthen  the  feeling,  —  such  as  the 

prophetess,  Eh'zabeib  Orton, —  her  warning 
■Uj  raised  from  the  dead  by  Doctor  Dee, — and 
;  Saint  Winifred's  Well.  What  if  I  tell  you 
appeared  to  me .'  " 
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rfnd  CataJ^,  in  a  sUghtlj-sceptical 
'  rctnmed  Fawkes.   *'  But  I  saw  her 
I  ftwake.   It  was  tlie  same  vapoun'  figui 
.  robeit  the  saaie  benign  countenance,  oolj 
bcCoie  —  chat  I  beheld  at  Holywell.     I| 
hovd  ■»  aaai^iaae  fioa  her  fips,  but  J^elt  that  she  warae 
■etoilaHt.* 

**  Db  Toa  accept  the  warning  ?  "  asked  Tresham,  eagerly. 
**It  i>  BtadeM  to  mmtrtT,"  replied  Fawkes.     "  1  have  lakil 
lheti»l)D.«gte.* 

^'Tpo  lave  nfected  me  with  your    misgivings,"  obserred 
TTohaa.   **  Would  the  eatctprise  had  never  been  undertaken  ! ' 
'But  besog  undotaken,  it  must  be  gone  through  with,"  fe>  \ 
jciaed  CateAy ,  itetiily.     **Harkee,Trefihani.    You  promised  n  | 
two  thooaiM  ptw>d>  in  aid  of  the  project,  but  have  constantJjr 
delinied  fjuwt  at  the  sum  on  some  plea  or  other." 

**  BwiMP  I  have  not  been  able  to  raise  it,'"  replied  TreshUBi 
soBenly.  **  I  hare  tried  in  rain  to  sell  part  of  my  estates  at 
Rudrton,  in  Northamptooshire.  I  cannot  effect  impossibilitin.* 
"Tush!"  cried  Catesby,  fiercely.  "You  well  know  I  nfc 
nn  JmpoiBhflity  I  will  im  longer  be  trifled  with.  The  money 
BMMt  ne  fcftheomiog  by  the  tenth  of  October,  or  you  siiall  ptjr 
the  penalty  with  your  fife." 

*'  This  is  the  language  of  a  cut-throat,  Mr.  Catesby,'"  replied 

ArCMMB. 

"  It  is  the  only  langnage  I  will  hold  towards  you,"*  rejoioal 
Catesby,  oontempicuously.  "  Look  you  disappoint  me  nut,  or 
take  the  cooseqaenoes." 

**  I  must  LeaTc  for  Norlhamptonsliire  at  once,  theat"  toi 
Tresham. 

**  Do  as  you  please,"  returned  Catesby.    *'  Play  the  cut-tliw^ 
yourself,  and  ease  some  rich  miser  of  his  store,  if  you  think  I 
Bring  us  the  money,  and  we  will  not  ask  how  you  came  hy  P 

*'  Before  we  separate,"  said  Trcsham,  disregarding  these  sn 
"  I  wish  to  be  resolved  on  one  jjoint.     Who  are  to  be  at 
from  destruction  ? " 

"  Why  do  you  ask  ?"  inquired  Fawkes. 

**  Because  I  must  stipulate  fur  the  lives  of  my  brotl 
law,  the  Lords  Mounteagle  and  Stourton." 

"  If  anything  detains  them  from  the  meeting,  well  and 
replied  Catesby.  '*  But  no  warning  must  be  given  them, 
would  infallibly  lead  to  a  discovery  of  the  plot" 

"  Some  means  might  surely  be  adopted  to  put  them  on  I 
guard  without  danger  to  ourselves  ?"  urged  Trcsham. 

"  I  know  of  none,'"  replied  Catesby. 

"  Nor  !,■"  added  Fawkes.  "  If  I  did,  I  would  warn 
Blontague,  and  some  others  whom  I  shall  grieve  to  destroy.' 

^*  We  are    all    similarly   circumstanced,"    replied   Catesby*! 
'*  Keyes  is   anxious  for   the   preservation   of  his   patron  auU 
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int, — Percy,  for  the  Earl  of  Northumber- 
luld  gladly  save  the  young  Earl  of  Arundel. 
:e  our  private  feeling  for  the  general  good." 
liesced  Fawkes. 

xt  again  till  the  night  of  the  tenth  of  Go 
,  "  when  take  care  you  are  in  readiness  with 

onversation  dropped,  and  soon  afterwar«ls 

himself  alone,  he  suffered  his  rage  to  find 
•erdition  seize  them  !"  he  cried,  "  I  shall 
nd  |)ound.s,  in  addition  to  what  I  have  al- 
id,   as   Mounteagle   will  not  have  the  dis- 

beginning  of  November,  there  is  no  way 
They  would  not  fall  into  the  snare  I  laid 
f  the  discovery,  when  it  takes  place,  upon 
in.  But  I  must  devise  some  other  plan, 
roceed  from  an  unknown  quarter.  A  let- 
ned  hand,  and  giving  some  obscure  inti- 
lall  be  deliverea  with  an  air  of  mystery 
i  will  serve  as  a  plea  for  its  divulgement  to 
Well,  well,  they  shall  have  the  money  ; 
e  back  in  other  coin." 

iring  day,  Cafesby  and  Fawkes  proceedetl  to 
net  was  greatly  surprised  to  see  them,  and 
disappointment  at  the  cause  of  their  return. 

no  good,"  he  observed.  "  Parliament  has 
ued,  that  I  begin  to  think  some  suspicion 
design." 

1  easy,  then,"  replied  Catesby.  "  I  have 
ind  find  the  meeting  is  postponed  to  suit 
ce,  who  wishes  to  prolong  his  stay  at  Roy- 
ibly  have  some  secret  motive  for  the  delay, 
)  way  concerns  us." 

now  fully  arranged,  the  conspirators  had 
y  for  the  arrival  of  the  expected  fifth  of 

them  decided  upon  passing  the  interval  in 
)se  Rookwtiocl  departed  for  Clopton,  near 
,  —  a  seat  belonging  to  Lord  Carew,  where 
ng.  Keyes  went  to  visit  Lord  Mordaunt 
rdshire;  and  Percy  and  the  two  Wrights 
in  Buckinghamshire,  to  desire  Sir  Evirard 
he  grand  hunting  party  which  he  was  tr» 
;ath,  aa  an  excuse  for  mustering  a  strong 
0  the  betcinuirig  ot  November.  The  two 
.heir  family  mansion,  Huddington,  in  Wor- 
iwkes  and  Catesby,  together  with  the  two 
Vhite  Webbs.  The  three  latter  held  tiaily 
,  but  were  seldom  joined  by  Fawkes,  who 
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passed  his  time  in  the  adjoining  forest,  selecting  its  densest  an^ 
most  intricate  parts  for  his  rambles. 

It  was  now  the  beginning  of  October,  and  as  is  generally  the 
case  in  the  eorly  part  of  this  month,  the  weather  was  fine,  and 
llie  air  pure  and  bracing.  The  forest  could  scarcely  have  been 
seen  to  greater  advantage.  The  leaves  had  assumed  their  gor> 
geous  autumnal  tints,  and  the  masses  of  timber,  variegated  in 
colour,  presented  an  inexpressibly  beautiful  appearance.  Guy 
Fawkes  spent  hours  in  the  depths  of  the  wood.  His  sole 
comjianions  were  the  lordly  stag  and  the  timid  hare,  that 
occasionnlly  started  across  his  path.  Since  his  return,  he  had 
sedulously  avoided  Viviana,  and  they  had  met  only  twice,  and 
then  no  sjicech  had  passed  between  them.  One  day,  when  he 
had  plunged  even  deeper  than  usual  into  the  forest,  and  had 
seated  himself  on  the  stump  of  a  decayed  tree,  with  his  eyes 
fixed  on  a  small  clear  rivulet  welling  at  his  feet,  he  saw  the  re- 
flection of  a  female  figure  in  the  water  ;  and,  filled  with  the  idea 
of  the  vision  of  Saint  Winifred,  at  first  imagined  he  was  about 
to  receive  another  warning.  But  a  voice  that  thrilletl  to  bis 
heart's  core,  soon  undeceived  him,  and,  turning  he  beheld 
Viviana.  She  was  habited  in  a  riding-dress,  and  appeared  prp> 
pared  to  set  out  upon  a  journey. 

"  So  you  liave  tracked  me  to  my  solitude,''''  he  observed,  in  ■ 
tone  of  forced  coldness.  "  I  thought  I  was  secure  from  inter- 
ruption here." 

"  Vou  will  forgive  me,  I  am  sure,  when  you  know  my  er- 
rand," she  replied.     "•  It  is  to  take  an  eternal  farewell  of  you." 

'*  Indeed !'"  he  exclaimed.     "Are  you  about  to  quit  Whil 
Webbs?" 

"  I  am,"  she  mournfully  rejoined.  "  I  am  about  to  set  out 
with  Father  Oldcorne  for  Gotburst,  where  I  shall  remain  till  all 
is  over." 

"  I  entirely  approve  your  determination,*^  returned  Fawkc 
after  a  short  pause. 

**  I  knew  you  would  do  so,  or  I  should  have  consulted  yo| 
upon  it,"  she  rejoined.  "  And  as  you  appear  to  avoid  me, 
would  fain  have  departed  without  taking  leave  of  you,  but 
found  it  impossible  to  do  so." 

"  Yon  well  know  my  motive  for  avoiding  you,  Viviana,"  re- 
joined Fawkes.  "  We  are  no  longer  what  we  were  to  each 
other.  A  fearful  struggle  has  taken  place  within  me,  though  I 
have  preserved  an  unmoved  exterior,  between  passion  anu  the 
sense  of  my  high  calling.  I  have  told  you  1  never  loved 
fore,  and  fancied  my  heart  immovable  as  adomnnf.  But 
now  find  out  my  error.  It  is  a  prey  to  a  raging  and  constat 
flame.  I  have  shunned  you,""  he  continued,  with  incrcasetl  ej 
citement,  "  because  the  sight  of  you  shakes  my  firmness,- 
cause  I  feel  it  sinful  to  think  of  you  in  preference  to  holier  ob"^ 
jects, — and  because,  after  I  have  quitted  you  your  image  alon* 
engrosses  my  thoughts.      Here,  in  the  depths  of  this  wc    * 
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side  of  this  broolc,  I  can  commune  with  my  soul,  —  can 
myself  from  the  world  and  the  thoughts  of  the  world — 
om  you  —  yes  you,  who  are  all  the  world  to  me  now,  —and 
repare  to  meet  my  end." 
"  Then  you  are  resolved  to  die  ?  "  she  cried. 
**  I  shall  abide  the  explosion,  and  nothing  but  a  miracle  can 
V€  me,'*  returned  Fawkes. 

"  And  think  not  it  will  be  exerted  in  your  behalf,"  she  rc- 

iied.     "  Heaven  does  not  approve  your  design,  and  you  will 

suredly  incur  its  vengeance  by  your  criminal  conduct." 

"Viviana,"  replied  Guy  Fawkes,  rising,  "man  cannot  read 

y  heart,  but  Heaven  can;  and  the  sincerity  of  my  purpose 

''  '        cognized  above.     What  I  am  about  to  do  is  for  the 

ion  of  our  holy  religion  ;  and  if  the  welfare  of  that 

a  is  dear  to  the  Supreme  Being,  our  cause  must  prosper. 

coutrary,  it  deserves  to  fail,  and  will  fail.     I  have  ever 

itil  you  that  I  care  not  what  becomes  of  myself.     I  am  now 

re  than  ever  indifierent  to  life,  —  or  rather,"  he  added,  in  a 

hre  tone,  "  I  am  anxious  to  die." 

"Your  dreadful  wish,  I  fear,  will  be  accomplished,"  replied 

'itiana,  sadly-     "I  have  been  constantly  haunted  by  frightful 

ions  re.-ipecting  you,  and  my  dead  father  has  appeared 

my  dreams.    His  spirit,  if  such  it  were,  seemed  to  gaze 

oie  with  a  mournful  look,  and,  as  I  thought,  pronounced 

natoe  in  piteous  accents." 

"These  forebotlings  chime  with  my  own,"  muttered  Fawkes, 

e|ireauDe  a  shudder ;   "  but  nothing  shall  shake  me.     It  will 

liet  a  bitter  pang  upon  me  to  part  with  you,  Viviana  —  the 

iltereit  I  can  ever  feel, — and  I  shall  be  glad  when  it  is  over." 

"I  echo  your  own  wish,"  she  returned,  "and  deeply  lament 
hat  «e  ever  met.     But  the  fate  that  brought  us  together  must 
prer  unite  us." 
^hat  mean  you?'"  be  inquired,  gazing  lixedly  at  her. 
There  is  one  sad  consolation  which  you  can  afford  me,  and 
»J)irli  you  owe  me  for  the  deep  and  lasting  misery  I  shall  en- 
our  account,"  replied  Viviana  ; — "a  consolation  that 
ie  me  to  bear  your  loss  with  fortitude,  and  to  devote 
Vyielf  wholly  to  heaven. 

,-"  Whatever  1  can  do  that  will  not  interfere  with  my  pur- 

you  may  command,"  he  rejoined. 

'What  I  have  to  propose  will  not  interfere  with  it,"  she  an- 

Now,  hear  me,  and  put  the  sole  construction  I  deserve 

my  conduct.     Father  Garnet  is  at  a  short  distance  from  us, 

id  those  trees,  waiting  my  summons.     I  have  informed  him 

my  design,  and  he  approves  of  it.     It  is  to  unite  us  in  niar- 

t — aolemnly  unite  us  —  that  though  I  may  never  live  with 

B8  a  wife,  1  may  mourn  you  as  a  widow.  Do  you  consent  ?  " 

Fawkes  returned  an  affirmative,  in  a  voice  broken  by 
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"  The  moment  the  ceremony  is  over,"  pursued  Viviana, 
shall  start  with  Father  Olilcorne  for  Gothurst.     We  shall  never] 
meet  again  in  this  world." 

"  Unless  I  succeed  ? "  said  Fawkes. 

"  You  will  not  succeed,"  replied  \'iviana-     "  If  I  thought  »o, 
I  should  not  take  this  step.     I  look  upon  it  as  an  espousal  withi 
the  dead." 

So  saying,  she  hurried  away,  and  disappearing  beneath  the 
covert,  returned  in  a  few  seconds  with  Ganiet. 

"  I  have  a  strange  duty  to  perform  for  you,  my  son,**  said  j 
Garnet   to   Fawkes,   who  remained  motionless  and    stupefied ; 
"but  I  am  right  willing  to  perform  it,  because  I  think  it  will 
lead  to  your  future  happiness  with  the  fair  creature  who  has 
bestowed  her  affections  on  you." 

"  Do  not  speculate  on  the  future,  father,"  cried  Viviana.  "  You 
know  whi/  I  iisked  you  to  perform  the  ceremony.  You  know, 
also,  that  I  have  made  preparations  for  instant  departure ;  and 
that  I  indulge  no  hope  of  seeing  Guy  Fawkes  again." 

"  All  this  I  know,  dear  daughter,"  returned  Garnet ;  **  but, 
in  spite  of  your  anticipations  of  ill,  I  still  hope  that  your  union 
may  prove  auspicious." 

"  I  take  you  to  witness,  father,"  said  Viviana,  "  that  in  be-J 
stowing  my  hand  upon  Guy  Fawkes,  I  bestow  at  the  same  tiuie' 
all  my  possessions  upon  him.     He  is  free  to  use  them  as  he 
thinks  proper, — even  in  the  furtherance  of  his  design  against  the 
state,  which,  though  I  cannot  approve  it,  seems  good  to  him.~ 

"  This  must  not  be,"  cried  Fawkes. 

"It  thfill  he,"  rejoined  Viviana.      "Proceed  with  the 
mony,  father." 

"  Let  her  have  her  own  way,  my  son,"  observed  Garnet,  in 
low  tone.     "  Under  any  circumstances,  her  estates  must  now 
necessarily  yours." 

He  then  took  a  breviary  from  his  vest,  and  placing  them 
near  each  other,  began  to  read  aloud  the  marriage  service  ap- 
pointed by  the  Romish  Church.  And  there,  in  that  secluded 
spot,  and  under  such  extraordinary  circumstances,  with  no  other 
witnesses  than  the  ancient  trees  around  them,  and  the  brook 
ripphng  at  their  feet,  were  Guy  Fawkes  and  Viviana  unite<l. 
Tne  ceremony  over,  Guy  Fawkes  pressed  his  bride  to  his  breast, 
and  imprinted  a  kiss  upon  her  lips. 

"  I  have  broken  my  faith  to  heaven,  to  which  I  was  first 
espoused,"  he  cried. 

*'  No,"  she  returned  ;  "  you  will  now  return  to  your  first  and 
holiest  choice.  Think  of  mc  only  as  1  shall  think  of  you, —  as 
of  the  dead." 

With  this,  the  party  slowly  and  silently  returned  to  the 
house,  where  they  luund  a  couple  of  steeds,  with  luggage  strap- 
peil  to  the  saddles,  at  the  door. 

Father  Uldcorne  was  already  mounted,  and  in  a  few  minuU 
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Viviana  was  by  hi«5  side.  Before  her  departure,  she  bade  Guy 
Fawkes  a  tender  farewell,  and  at  this  trying  juncture  her 
finnotts  nearly  deserted  her.  But  routing  herself,  she  sprang 
upon  her  horse,  and  urging  the  animal  into  a  quick  pace, 
i»ii  followed  by  Oldcorne,  she  speedily  disappeared  from  view. 
Guv  Fawkes  watched  her  out  of  sight,  ana  shunning  the  re- 
gards of  Catesby,  who  formed  one  of  the  group,  struck  into 
the  forest,  and  was  not  seen  again  till  the  following  day. 

The  tenth  of  Octol>er  having  arrived,  Guy  Fawkes  and  Cates- 
by repaired  to  the  place  of  rendezvous.  But  the  night  passed, 
ud  Tresham  did  not  appear.  Catesby  was  angry  and  disap- 
pointed, and  could  not  conceal  his  apprehensions  of  treachery. 
Fiwkes  took  a  different  view  of  the  matter,  antl  thought  it  not 
iaiprobable  that  their  confederate's  absence  might  be  occasioned 
by  the  difficulty  he  found  in  complying  with  their  demands  ; 
uid  this  opinion  was  confirmed  the  next  morning  by  the  arrival 
of  8  letter  from  Tresham,  stating  that  he  had  been  utterly  un- 
able to  effect  the  sales  he  contemplated,  and  could  not,  therefore, 
procure  the  money  till  the  end  of  the  month. 

"  1  will  immediately  go  down  to  Rushton,"  said  Catesby,  "  and 
if  I  find  him  disposed  to  palter  with  us,  I  will  call  him  to  instant 
lOcuuni.  But  Garnet  informs  me  that  Viviana  has  bestowed  all 
hw  wealth  upon  you.  Are  you  willing  to  devote  it  to  the  good 
tautt?" 

"Nof"  replied  Fawkes,  in  a  tone  so  decisive  that  his  compa- 
panioa  felt  it  would  be  useless  to  urge  the  matter  further.  "  I 
give  my  life  to  the  cause, — that  must  suffice." 

The  subject  was  never  renewed.  At  night,  Catesby,  having 
procured  a  powerful  steed,  set  out  upon  his  journey  to  North- 
*tnptonshire,  while  Fawkes  returned  to  White  Webbs. 

About  a  fortnight  passed  unmarked  by  any  event  of  import- 
Wee,  Despatches  were  received  from  Catesby,  stating  that  he 
Ittd  received  the  money  from  Tresham,  and  had  expended  it  in 
procuring  horses  and  arras.  He  also  added  that  he  had  raised 
numerous  recruits  on  various  pretences.  This  letter  was  dated 
friim  Afdibv  Saint  Leger's,  the  seat  of  his  mother.  Lady  Catesby, 
but  he  expressed  his  intention  of  proceeding  to  Coughton  Hall, 
nor  Alccster,  in  Warwickshire,  the  residence  of  Mr.  Thomas 
Throckmorton  (a  wealthy  Catholic  gentleman),  whither  Sir  Eve- 
ftrd  Digby  had  removed  with  his  family,  to  be  in  readiness  for 
(l>6 grand  hunting-party  to  be  held  on  the  fifth  of  November  on 
Dmniore  Heath.  Here  he  expected  to  be  joined  by  the  two 
Wrights,  the  Winters,  Rookwood,  Keyes,  and  the  rest  of  the 
eoospirators,  and  undertook  to  bring  then>  all  up  to  White 
W'ebDei  on  Saturday  the  twenty-sixth  of  October. 
By  this  time,  Guy  Fawkes  had  in  a  great  degree  recovered 
»  equanimity,  and  left  alone  with  Garnet,  held  long  and  fre- 
quent religious  conferences  with  him ;  it  being  evidently  his  de- 
ire  to  prepare  himself  for  his  expected  fate.    He  spent  the  greater 
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part  of  the  nights  in  solitary  vigils — fasted  even  more  ngorotisly 
than  he  was  enjoined  to  do, — and  prayed  with  such  fervour  and 
frequency,  that,  fearing  an  ill  effect  upon  his  health,  and  almost 
upon  his  mind,  which  had  become  exalted  to  the  highest  pitch 
[of  enthusiasm,  Garnet  thnnght  it  necessary  tu  check  him.     The 

{>riest  did  not  fail  to  note  that  Viviana's  name  never  passed  bis 
ips,  and  that  in  all  their  walks  in  the  forest  he  carefully  shun- 
ned the  scene  of  his  espousals. 

And  thus  time  flew  by.  On  the  evening  of  the  twenty-sixth 
^of  October,  in  accordance  with  Catesby's  intimation,  the  con6pi< 
irators  arrived.  They  were  all  assembled  at  supper,  and  were 
[relating  the  different  arrangementswhich  had  been  made  in  »n- 
Iticipation  of  the  important  event,  when  Garnet  observed  with  a 
[look  of  sudden  uneasiness  to  Catesby,  "  You  said  in  one  of  your 
[letters  that  you  would  bring  Tresham  with  you,  my  son.  Why 
fdo  I  not  see  him  ?" 

"  He  sent  a  message  to  Coughton  to  state,  that  having  been 

1  attacked  by  a  sudden  illness,  he  was  unable  to  join  us,"  replied 

[Calesby,   "  but  as  soon  as  he  could  leave  his  bed,   he  would 

I  hasten  to  London.    This  may  be  a  subterfuge,  but  I  shall  speed- 

[ily  ascertain  the  truth,  for  I   have  sent  my  servant   Bates  to 

Rushton,  to  investigate  the  matter.     1  ought   to   tell  you,"  he 

'added,  *^  that  he  has  given  substantial  proof  of  his  devotion  to 

the  cause  by  sending  another  thousand  pounds,  to  be  expended 

in  the  purchase  of  arms  and  horses." 

*'  I  hope  it  is  not  dust  thrown  into  our  eyes,"  returned  Gar» 
net.     "  I  have  always  feared  Tresham  would  deceive  us  at  the 
llasl.'' 

*'  This  sudden  illness  looks  suspicious,  I  must  own,"  Mid 
Catesby.     "  Has  aught  been  heard  of  Lord  Mounteagle?"" 

"  Guy  Fawkes  heard  that  he  was  at  his  residence  at  South- 
wark  yesterday,"  returned  Garnet. 

*•  So  far,  good,"  replied  Catesby.  "  Did  you  visit  the  cellar 
where  the  ptiwder  is  deposited  ?  "  he  added,  turning  to  Fawkes. 
"  I  did,"  replied  the  other,  "and  found  all  secure.  The  pow- 
der is  in  excellent  preservation.  Before  quitting  the  six>t,  I 
placed  certain  private  marks  against  the  door,  by  which  I  can 
Icll  whether  it  is  opened  during  our  absence.", 

"  A  wise  precaution,'^  returned  Catesby.  **  And  now,  gen- 
tlemen," he  added,  filling  a  goblet  with  wine,  ^'success  to  our 
enterprise!  Everything  is  prepared,"  he  continued,  as  the 
pledge  was  enthusiastically  drunk,  "  I  have  got  together  a  com- 
pany of  above  two  hundred  men,  all  well  armed  and  apjtointed, 
wJio  will  follow  me  wherever  1  choose  to  lead  them.  They  will 
be  stationed  near  Dunsmore  Heath  on  the  fifth  of  next  month, 
and  as  soon  as  the  event  of  the  explosion  is  known,  I  shall 
ride  thither  as  fast  us  I  can,  and,  hurrying  with  my  troops 
to  Coventry,  seize  the  Princess  Klizabcth.  Percy  and  Koyes 
will  secure  the  person  of  the  Duke  of  York,  and  proclaim  liica 
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I  tlie  rest  will  devolve  the  arduous  duty  of 

lie  brethren  in  London  to  rise  to  arms.*' 

t  rouse  them,"  shouted  several  voices. 

3  swear  not  to  swerve  from  the  fulfilment  of 

atesby  ;  "  swear  il  ujwn  this  cup  of  wine,  in 

mix  our  blood." 

By  he  pricked  his  arm  with  the  point  of  his 

id  a  few  drops  of  blood  to  fall  into  the  gob- 

ittf  roused  to  a  state  of  frenzied  enthusiasm, 

pie,  and  afterwards  raised  the  horrible  mixture 

ouncin^  at  the  same  time  tlie  oath. 

as  the  last  to  take  the  pledge,  and  crying  in 

swear  not  to  quit  my  post  till  the  explosion  is 

the  cup. 

y  adjourned  to  a  room  in  another  wing  of  the 

s  a  chapel,  where  mass  was  performed  by  Gar- 

ament  administered  to  the  whole  assemblage, 

to  retire  for  the  night,  when  a  sudden  knock- 

the  door.     Reconnoitring  the  intruder  through 

,  overlooking  the  court,  Catesby  perceived  it 

was  holding  a  smoking  and  mud>bespattered 

te. 

news   do  you  bring?"  cried  Catesby,  as  he 

Have  you  seen  Tresham  ?  " 

Bates.     "  His  illness  was  a  mere    pretence, 
ton  secretly  for  London." 
ried  Garnet.     "  He  has  again  betrayeil  us." 
*  said  Catesby. 

mination  was  echoed  by  all  the  other  conspi- 
ring to  rest,  they  passed  the  night  in  anxious 

it  was   at  last    proposed    tliat  Guy   Fawkes 
without  loss  of  time  to   Souchwark,   to  keep 
house  of  Lord  Mounteagle,  and  if  possible 
■  Trt'sham  had  visited  it. 
dily  agreed.    But  before  setting  out,  he  took 

a  moment,  and  asked,  "  Did  you  see  Viviana 

loment,  and  that  just  before  1  left  the  place," 
"  She  desired  to  be  remembered  to  you,  aud 
fver  absent  from  her  thoughts  or  prayers." 
urned  away  to  hide  his  emotion,  and  mounting 
;s  brought  by  the  conspirators  rode  oft'  towards 
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lay  as  the  occurrences  last  related.  Lord  Mount- 
:hcQ  staying  at  Soulhwork,  suddenly  intimated 
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his  intention  of  passing  the  night  at  his  country  manbion  at 
Hoxton  ;  a  change  of  place  which,  trivial  as  it  wemed  at  the 
moment,  afterwards  assumed  an  importance,  from  the  circum- 
stances that  arose  out  of  it.  At  the  latter  part  of  the  day,  he 
accordingly  proceeded  to  Hoxton,  accompanied  by  his  custom- 
ary attendants,  and  all  appeared  to  pass  on  as  usual,  until  just 
as  supper  was  over,  one  of  his  pages  arrived  from  town,  and 
desired  to  see  his  lordship  immediately. 

Affecting  to  treat  the  matter  with  indifference,  Ix)rd  Mount- 
eagle  carelessly  ordered  the  youth  to  be  ushered  into  his  pre- 
sence, and  when  he  appeared,  he  demanded  his  business.     The 
■page  replied,  that  he  Drought  a  letter  for  his  lordship,  which 
had  been  delivered  under  circumstances  of  great  mystery. 

•*  I  had  left  the  house  just  as  it  grew  dusk,"  he  said,  "  on  an 
ierrand  of  little  importance,  when  a  man  muffled  in  a  cloak,  sud- 
denly issued  from  behind  a  corner,  and  demanded  whether  I  was 
one  of  your  lordship's  servants?  On  my  replying  in  the  affirm- 
ative he  produced  this  letter,  and  enjoined  me  as  I  valued  mv 
life  and  your  lordship's  safety,  to  deliver  it  into  your  own  hanifs 
without  delay." 

So  saying,  he  delivered  the  letter  to  his  lord,  who,  gazing  at 
its  address,  which  was,  "  To  the  Right  Honourable  the  Ix)rd 
Mounteogle,"  observed,  "  There  is  nothing  very  formidable  in 
its  appearance.     What  can  it  mean  ?  " 

Without  even  breaking  the  seal,  which  was  secured  with  a 
silken  thread,  he  gave  it  to  one  of  his  gentlemen,  named  Ward, 
who  was  standing  near  him. 

"  Read  it  aloud,  sir,"  said  the  Earl,  with  a  slight  smile.  "  I 
have  no  doubt  it  is  some  vapouring  effusion,  which  will  afford 
us  occasion  for  laughter.  Before  I  near  what  the  writer  has  lo 
say,  I  can  promise  him  he  shall  not  intimidate  me.'^ 

Thus  exhorted,  Ward  broke  open  the  letter,  and  read  as  fol- 
lows:— 

*•  My  lord,  out  of  the  love  I  bear  to  some  of  your  friends,  I 
have  a  care  of  your  preservation.  Therefore,  I  would  advise 
you,  as  you  tender  your  life,  to  devise  some  excuse  to  shift  from 
your  attendance  at  this  Parliament,  for  God  and  man  have  con- 
curred to  punish  the  wickedness  of  this  time.  Think  not  slight- 
ingly of  this  advice,  but  retire  into  the  country,  where  you  may 
expect  the  event  in  safety,  for  though  there  be  no  appearance  of 
any  stir,  yet  I  say  they  shall  receive  a  terrible  blow  this  Parlia- 
ment, and  yet  they  shall  not  know  who  hurts  them.  This 
counsel  is  not  to  be  contemned.  It  may  do  you  goo<l,  and  can 
do  you  no  harm,  for  the  danger  is  passed  as  soon  as  you  have 
burned  the  letter.  God,  I  hope,  will  give  you  grace  to  make 
good  use  of  it,  to  whose  holy  protection  I  commend  you." 

"  A  singular  letter  ! "  exclaimed  Mounteagle,  as  soon  as  Ward 
bad  finished.     "  What  is  your  opinion  of  it?  " 

"  I  think  it  hints  at  bomc  dangerous  plot,  my  lord,^  rcpliul 
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Ward,  who  had  receivetl  his  instructions^  "  some  trcasnn 
(gainst  the  state.  With  submission,  1  would  advise  your  lord- 
ib'p  instantly  to  take  it  to  the  Earl  of  Salisbury." 

"I  »ee  nothing  in  it,"  replied  the  Earl.     "  What  is   your 
Mervyn  ?  "  he  added,  turning  to  another  of  his  gentle- 
len,  to  wbora  he  had  likewise  given  his  lesson. 

"I  am  of  the  same  mind  as  Ward,"  replied  the  attendant. 
'*  Your  lordship  will  hardly  hold  yourself  excused,  if  you  neglect 
to  give  due  warning,  should  aught  occur  hereafter." 

"Say  you  so,  sirs?"  cried  Lord  Mounteagle.  •♦Let  me 
hnr  it  once  more." 

The  letter  was  accordingly  read  again  by  Ward,  and  the  Earl 
(rignt'd  to  weigh  over  each  j)as8age. 

"  I  am  advised  not  to  attend  the  Parliament,"  he  said,  "'for 
God  And  man  have  concurred  to  punish  the  wickedness  of  this 
time,'  That  is  too  vague  to  be  regarded.  Then  I  am  urged  to 
rrtire  into  the  country-  The  recommendation  must  proceea  from 
»me  discontented  Catholic,  who  does  not  wish  me  to  be  pre- 
•«it  at  the  opening  of  the  house.  This  is  not  the  first  time  I 
fwTe  been  so  adjured.  'They  shall  receive  a  terrible  blow  this 
Vuliament,  and  yet  shall  not  say  who  hurts  them.'  That  is 
ovtt^rious  enough,  but  it  may  mean  nothing, — any  more  than 
*Mt  follows,  namely,  *  the  danger  is  passed  as  soon  as  you 
li«c  burnt  the  letter.'  " 

"  I  do  not  think  so,  my  lord,"  replied  Ward  ;  "  and  though  I 
CMiiot  explain  the  riddle,  I  am  sure  it  means  mischief." 

"Well,"  said  Lord  Mounteagle,  "  since  you  are  of  this  mind, 
I  must  lose  no  time  in  communicating  the  letter  to  the  Secre- 
•*rv  of  State.     It  is  bettor  to  err  on  the  safe  side." 

Arrordingly,  after  some  further  consultation,  he  set  out  at 
^t  Itte  hour  for  Whitehall,  where  he  roused  the  Earl  of  Salii^ 
"Ury,  and  showed  him  the  letter.  It  is  almost  needless  to 
*t<le  that  the  whole  was  a  preconcerted  scheme  between  these 
two  crafty  statesmen  ;  but  as  the  interview  took  place  in  the 
ptMencc  of  their  attendants,  the  utmost  caution  was  observed. 

iSalisbury  pretended  to  be  greatly  alarmed  at  the  communi- 
otion,  and  coupling  it,  he  said,  with  previous  intelligence  which 
he  had  received,  he  could  not  help  fearing,  to  adopt  the  words 
of  the  writer  of  the  mysterious  letter,  that  the  Parliament  was 
Qliic«d  threatened  with  some  "  terrible  blow."  Acting,  appa- 
rtoth',  upon  this  supposition,  he  caused  such  of  the  lords  of 
tie  rrivy  Council  as  lodged  at  Whitehall  U)  be  suromonetl,  and 
lubmitting  the  letter  to  them,  they  all  concurred  in  the  opinion 
lliBt  it  referred  to  some  dangerous  plot,  though  none  could  give 
>•  guess  at  its  precise  nature. 

**It  is  clearly  some  Popish  project,"  said  Salisbury,  "or 
Lord  Mounteagle  would  not  have  been  the  party  warned.  We 
must  keep  a  look-out  u|X)n  the  disaffected  of  his  faith." 

"  As  1  have  been  the  means  of  revealing  the  plot  to  your 
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lordship, — if  plot  it  be — I  must  pray  you  to  deal  gently  with 
them,"  rpjoined  Mounteagle. 

"  I  will  he  aa  lenient  as  I  can,"  returned  Salisbury.  *'  But  in 
a  matter  of  this  kind  little  favour  can  be  shown.  If  your  lord- 
.<<hip  will  enable  nie  to  discover  the  principal  actors  in  this  afiair, 
I  will  take  care  that  no  innocent  party  suffers." 

'*  You  ask  an  impossibility,"  replied  Alounteagle.  "  I  know 
nothing  beyond  what  can  be  gathered  from  that  letter.  But  1 
|)riiy  your  lordship  not  to  make  it  a  means  of  exercising  unneces- 
sary severity  towards  the  members  of  my  religion." 

"  On  that  you  may  rely,"  returned  the  Earl.  "  His  Majesty 
will  not  return  from  the  hunting  expedition  on  which  he  is  en- 
gaged at  Royston  till  Thursday  next,  the  30th.  I  think  it 
scarcely  worth  while  (considerin;?  his  naturally  timid  nature, 
witii  which  your  lordsliips  are  well  acquainteti)  to  inform  him  of 
the  threatened  danger,  until  his  arrival  at  the  palace.  It  will 
then  be  time  enough  to  take  any  needful  steps,  as  Parliament 
will  not  meet  for  four  or  five  days  afterward*." 

In  the  policy  of  this  course  the  Privy  Councillors  agreed, 
and  it  was  arrangeil  that  the  matter  should  be  kept  perfectly 
secret  until  the  King's  opinion  had  been  taken  upon  the  letter. 
The  assemblage  then  broke  up,  it  being  previously  arranged 
that,  for  fear  of  some  attemp)t  upon  his  life.  Lord  Mounteagle 
tihould  remain  within  the  palace  till  full  inquiries  had  been  io- 
blitutcd  into  the  affair. 

When  the  two  confederate  nobles  were  left  alone,  Salisbury 
observed,  with  a  slight  laugh  to  his  companion, 

"TIjus  far  we  have  proceeded  well,  and  without  suspicion, 
and,  rely  upon  it.  none  shall  fall  on  you.  As  soon  as  all  is  over, 
liic  most  important  }>ost  the  King  has  to  bestow  shall  be  yours.'" 

"  But  what  of  Tresham  .''  "  asked  Mounteagle.  "  He  was  the 
deliverer  of  this  letter,  and  I  have  little  faith  in  him." 

"  Hun>  ! "  said  Salisbury,  after  a  moment's  reflection,  **if  you 
think  it  dchirable,  we  can  remove  him  to  the  Tower,  where  be 
c.in  be  easily  silenced." 

"  It  will  be  better  so,"  replied  Mounteagle.  "  He  may  else 
babble  hereafter.  I  gave  him  a  thousand  pounds  to  send  ia 
his  own  name  to  the  conspirators  the  other  day  to  lure  iheia 
into  our  nets." 

'*  It  sliall  be  rejmid  you  a  hundred-fold,"  replied  Salisbury. 
♦'  But  we  are  observctl,  and  must  tliercfore  sefwrate." 

So  raying,  he  withdrew  to  his  own  chamber,  while  Lord 
Mounteagle  wus  usliered  to  the  apartments  allotted  to  him. 

To  return  to  (Juy  Fawkcs.  Arriving  at  Southwark,  he  sta* 
tioned  himself  near  Lord  Mounteagle's  residence.  But  he  ob- 
•erved  nothing  to  awaken  his  suspicions,  until  early  in  the 
morning  he  perceived  a  page  approaching  the  mansion,  whom, 
from  his  livery  he  knew  to  be  one  of  Lord  Mountotigle's 
household,  (it  wat>,  in  fact,  tiiu  \ery  youth  who  h:ul  dcllveial  the 
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jsteriotis  letter,)  And  from  him  he  ascertained  all  that  had  oc- 

nrtd.     Filled  with  alarm,  and  scarcely  knowing  what  to  do,  he 

^iscd  the  river,  and  proceeding  to  the  cellar,   examined  the 

marks  at  the  door,  and  finding  all  precisely  as  he  had  left  it, 

Ut  certain,  that  whatever  discovery  had  been  made,  the  ma- 

wine  had  not  been  visited. 

He  next  repaired  to  the  house,  of  which  he  possesged  the 

V,  and  was  satisfied  that  no  one  had  been  there.     Somewhat 

Bered  by  this,  he  yet  determined  to  keep  watch  during  the 

»y,  and    concealing   himself  near  the  cellar  remained  on  the 

look-out  till  night.    But  no  one  came  ;  nor  did  anything  occur 

ite  his  suspicions.     He  would  not,  however,  quit  his  post 

lUt  six  o  clock  on  the  following  evening,  when  thinking 

iniliir  delay  might  be  attended   with  danger,  he   set   out  to 

^iijte  Webbs,  to  give  his  conipanions  intelligence  of  the  letter. 

[Hi«  news  was  received  by  all  with   the  greatest  alarm,  and 

lone,  except  Catesby,  who  strove  to  put  a  bold  face  upon  the 

itfer,  though  he  was  full  of  inward  misgiving,  but  confessed 

It  lie  thought  all  chance  of  success  was  at  an  end.    While  deli- 

idng  upon  what  should  be  done  in  this  fearful  emergency, 

Mrere  greatly  alarmed  by  a  sudden  knocking  without.     All 

Teonspirators  concealed  themselves,  except  Guy  Fawkes,  who 

ting  the  door,  found,  to  his  infinite  surprise,  that  the  sum- 

nt  proceeded  from  Tresham.     He  said  nothing  till  the  other 

M  entered  the  house,  and  then  suddenly  drawing  his  dagger, 

ildit  to  his  throat. 

'  "  Make  y"ur  shrift  quickly,  traitor,"  he  cried  in  a  furious  tone, 
ffwyour  last  hour  is  arrived.  What  ho  !  "  he  shouted  to  the 
who  instantly  issued  from  their  hiding-places,  **  the  fox 
s  ventured  into  the  lion's  den." 

^''You  distrust  me  wrongfully,"  rejoined  Tresham,  with  more 
nfidrnce  than  he  usually  exhioited  in  time  of  danger;   "I  am 
nie  to  warn  you,  not  betray  you.    Is  this  the  return  you  make 
Oi'  for  the  service  .*  " 

'Villain,"  cried  Catesby,  rushing  up  to  him,  and  holding  his 
Iwn  sword  to  his  breast.  "  You  have  conveyed  the  letter  to 
l^rd  Mounteagle." 
"  It  is  false,"  replied  Tresham,  "  I  have  only  just  heard  of  it ; 
Tin  spite  of  the  risk  I  knew  I  should  run  from  your  suspi- 
Bs,  1  came  to  teJl  you  what  had  happened." 

Why  did  you  feign  illness,  and  depart  secretly  for  town, 
tetd  of  joining  us  at  Coughton .'"'  demanded  Catesby, 
L"l  will  instantly  explain  my  motive,  which,  though  it  may 
i  be  satisfactory  to  you  on  one  point,  will  be  so  on  another,*" 
lied  Tresham,  unhesitatingly,  and  with  apparent  frankness, 
was  fearful  you  would  make  a  further  tool  of  me,  and  re- 
ived not  to  join  vou  again  til!  a  few  days  before  the  outbreak 
rlhe  ploL  To  this  determination  I  .should  have  adhered  had  I 
~i learnt  to-night  that  a  letter  had  been  transmitted  by  some 
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one  to  Lord  Mounteagle,  which  he  had  conveyed  to  the  Karl  of 
Salisbury.  It  may  not  convey  any  notion  of  the  plot,  but  it  is 
certain  to  occasion  alarm,  and  I  thought  it  tuy  duty,  in  spite 
of  every  personal  consideration,  to  give  you  warning.  If  you 
design  to  escape,  there  is  yet  time.  A  vessel  lies  in  the  river,  in 
which  we  can  all  embark  for  Flanders." 

"  Can  he  be  innocent  ?  "  said  Catesby  in  a  whisper  to  Garnet.' 

*♦  If  I  had  betrayed  you,"  continued  Tresham,  "  I  should  not 
have  come  hither.  And  I  have  no  motive  for  such  baseness,  for 
I  am  in  equal  danger  with  yourselves.  But  though  the  alarm 
has  been  given,  I  do  not  think  any  discovery  will  be  made.  They 
are  evidently  on  the  wrong  scent." 

"  I  hope  so,'^  replied  Catesby  ;  "  but  I  fear  the  contrary." 

"  Shall  I  put  him  to  death  ?  "  demanded  Fawkes  of  Garnet. 

"  Do  not  sully  your  hands  with  his  blood,  my  son,'*'  returned 
Garnet.  "  If  he  has  betrayed  us,  he  will  reap  the  traitor's  re- 
ward here  and  hereafter.  If  he  has  not,  it  would  be  to  take 
away  a  life  unjustly.  Let  him  depart.  We  shall  feel  more  se- 
cure without  him." 

"  Will  it  be  safe  to  set  him  free,  father?  "  cried  Fawkes. 

"  I  think  so,"  replieil  Garnet.  "  We  will  not  admit  him  to 
our  further  conferences;   but  let  us  act  mercifully." 

The  major  part  of  the  conspirators  concurring  in  this  opinion* 
though  Fawkes  and  Catesby  were  opposed  to  it,  Treshara  was 
suffered  to  depart.  As  soon  as  he  was  gone,  Garnet  avowed 
that  the  further  prosecution  of  the  design  appeared  so  hazardous, 
that  it  ought  to  be  abandoned,  and  that,  in  his  opinion,  each  of 
the  conspirators  had  better  consult  his  own  safety  by  flight.  He 
added,  that  at  some  future  period  the  design  might  be  resumed, 
or  another  planned,  which  might  be  more  securely  carried  out. 

After  m uch  discussion,  all  seemed  disposed  to  acquiesce  in  the 
proposal  except  Fawkes,  who  adhered  doggedly  to  bis  purpose, 
and  treated  the  danger  so  slightingly,  that  he  gradually  brought 
the  others  round  to  his  views.  At  length,  it  was  resolved  that 
Garnet  should  set  out  immediately  for  Coughton  Hall,  and 
place  himself  under  the  protection  of  Sir  Evcrard  l>igby,  and 
there  await  the  result  of  the  attempt,  while  the  other  conspira- 
tors decided  upon  remaining  in  town,  in  some  secure  places  of 
concealment  until  the  event  was  known.  Unmoved  as  ever,  Guy 
Fawkes  declared  his  intention  of  watching  over  the  magazine  of 
powder. 

"  If  anything  happens  to  me,"  he  said,  "  you  will  lake  care  of 
yourselves.     You  well  know  nothing  will  be  wrung  from  me." 

Catesby  and  the  others,  aware  of  his  resolute  nature,  affected 
to  remonstrate  with  him,  but  tbev  willingly  suffVretl  him  to  take 
his  own  course.  Attended  by  Bates,  Garnet  then  set  out  for 
Warwickshire,  and  the  rest  of  the  con»]>irators  proceeded  tt» 
London,  where  they  dispersed,  afier  appointing  Lincoln's  Inn 
walks  as  their  place  of  nn'dnight  rendezvous.     Each  then  made 
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udden  flight,  in  case  it  should  be  necessary,  and 
ed  relays  of  horses  all  the  way  to  Dunchurch. 
one  remained  at   his  post.     He  tcxtk   up  his 
IT,  resolved  to  blow  up  himself  together  with 
a  surprise. 

the  thirty-first  of  October,  the  King  returned 
I  the  mysterious  letter  was  laid  before  him  in 
the  Privy  Council  by  the  Earl  of  Salisbury. 
:  carefully,  but  could  scarcely  hide  his   per- 

f  will  not  fail  to  remark  the  expressions,   '  a 

the  Parliament,  and  '  that  the  danger  will  be 

m  have  burnt  the  letter,'  —  evidently  referring 

bserved  the  Earl. 

ht,  Salisbury,"  said  James,  snatching  at  the 

should  not  wonder  if  these  mischievous  Papists 

all  up  with  gunpowder." 

y  has  received  a  divine  illumination,"  returned 

'h  an  idea  never  occurred  to  me  ;  but  it  must 

e." 

— undoubtedly,"  replied  the  Monarch,  pleased 

nent   to  his  sagacity,  though  alarmed  by   the 

h&t  desperate  traitors  they  must  be  to  imagine 

yw  us  up  I    God's  mercy,  that  were  a  dreadful 

t  that   must  evitlently  be  the  meaning  of  the 

Ise  can  it  be  construed,  except  by  reference  to 

*  the  act,  wlijch  might  be  as  quickly  performed 

lid  take  to  be  consumed  in  the  tire.'" 

y's  penetration  has  discovered  the  truth,^'  re- 

"  and  by  the  help  of  your  wisdom  I  will  fully 

k  design.     Where  think  you  the  powder  may 

ly  vaults  beneath  the  Parliament  House .''  "  de- 
rembllng.     "  Heaven  save  us  !     We  have  often 
:ierhaps,  over  a  secret  mine." 
•eplied  Salisbury,  '*  and  I  am  again  indebted  to 

a  most  important  suggestion.  Not  a  corner 
ill  be  left  unsearched.  But,  perhaps  you  will 
that,  in  order  to  catch  these  traitors  in  their 

be  well  to  defer  the  search  till  the  very  night 
ig  of  Parliament." 

to  recommend  such  a  course  myself,  Salis- 
imes. 

ou  would  think  so,''  returned  the  Earl ;  *'  and 
(treat  you    to   dismiss    the    subject  from  your 

sleep  securely,  for  you  may  rely  upon  it  (after 
discovery)  that  the  plot  shall  be  fully  unra- 

t  tone  in  which  the  Earl  uttered  the  latter  part 
onvinced  the  King   that  he   knew  more  of  the 
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matter  than  ho  cared  to  cnnf<«8S,  and  he  contented  himself  with 
saying,  "  Well,  let  it  be  so.  I  trust  all  to  you.  Biit  I  at  onct* 
divined  their  purpose — I  at  once  divined  it." 

The  Council  then  broke  up,  and  James  laughed  and  chuckled 
to  himself  at  the  discernment  he  had  displayed.   Nor  was  he  less 
'pleased  with  his  minister  for  the  credit  given  him  in  the  affair, 
but  he  took  care  not  to  enter  the  Parliament  House. 

On  the  afternoon  of  Monday,  the  fourth  of  November,  the 
Lord  Chamberlain,  accompanied  by  the  Lords  Salisbury  and 
Mounteagle,  visited  the  cellars  and  vaults  beneath  the  Parlia- 
r Blent  House.  For  some-time,  they  discovered  nothing  to  excite 
I  suspicion.  At  length,  probably  at  the  suggestion  of  Ivord 
Mounteagle,  who,  as  will  be  recollected,  was  acquainted  with  the 
situation  of  the  magazine,  they  proceeded  to  the  cellar  where 
they  found  tin?  store  of  jwwder,  but  not  meeting  with  any  of 
the  conspirators,  as  they  expected,  they  disturbed  nothing,  and 
went  away,  re|K>rting  the  result  of  their  search  to  the  King. 

By   the  recommendation    of  the  Earl  of  Salisbury,  James 

advised  that  a  guard  should  be  placed  near  the  cellar  durinjf 

the  whole  of   the  night,  consisting  of  Topeliffe  and  a  certain 

tiumber  of  attendants,  and   headed   by  Sir  Thomas  Knevet,  a 

•  magistrate  of  Westminster,  upon  whose  courage  and  discretion 

,fuli  reliance  could  be  placed.     Lord  Mounteagle  also  requested 

permission  to  keep  guard  with  them  to  witness  the  result  of  the 

affair.     To  this  the  King  as&ented,  and  as  soon  as  it  grew  dark, 

the  party  secretly  took  up  their  position  at  a  point  commanding 

I  the  entrance  of  the  magazine. 

Fawkes,  who  chanced  to  be  absent  at  the  time  the  search  was 
made,  returned  a  few  minutes  afterwards,  and  remained  within 
the  cellar,  seated  upon  a  barrel  of  gunpowder,  the  head  of 
which  he  had  staved  in,  with  a  lantern  in  one  hand,  and  petronel 
in  the  other,  till  past  midnight. 

The  fifth  of  November  was  now  at  hand,  and  the  clock  of  the 
adjoining  abbey  had  scarcely  ceased  tolling  tht-  hour  that  pro- 
. claimed  its  arrival,  when  Fawkes,  somewhat  wearied  with  his 
[Solitary  watching,  determined  to  repair  for  a  short  space  to  the 
[adjoining house.  He,  accordingly,  quitted  the  cellar,  leaving  his 
|lantern  lighted  within  it  in  one  corner. 

Opening  the  door,  he  gazed  cautiously  around,  but  perceiving 
I  nothing,  after  waiting  a  few  seconds,  he  proceeded  to  lock  the 
Idoor.  While  thus  employed,  he  thought  he  heard  a  noise  be^ 
hind  him,  and  turning  suddenly,  he  beheld  through  the  gloom 
several  persons  rushing  towards  him,  evidently  with  hostile  in- 
tent. His  first  impulse  was  to  draw  a  petronel,  and  grasp  his 
sword.  But  before  he  could  effect  his  purpose,  his  arms  were 
pinioned  by  a  powerful  grasp  from  behind,  while  the  Ught  of  a 
lantern  thrown  full  in  his  face  revealed  the  barrel  of  a  petrooel 
kvvlled  at  his  head,  and  an  authoritative  voice  commanded  him 
in  the  King's  name  to  surrender. 


24i 


AN  IRISH  LOVE  ADVENTURE. 

BY    PHKLIM   O'TOOLB. 

A  FEW  years  ago, — no  matter  how  many, — there  appearcJ  in  llie 
column*  a(  that  respectable  and  instructive  hebdomadal,  "  Tlie  R«a- 
mnuiim  Cfarouicle,"  the  following  notice  of  a 

RBCSNT    DUKL. 

"A  very  pretty  affair  came  off  yesterday  morning  near  the  big  tree 
of  RiUiuiTman.  in  which  the  parlies  were  a  neighbour,  Mr.  Hugh 
Krtly,  junior,  of  the  ancient  and  honourable  house  of  Liimiifky,  and  a 
Jh,  O'Fo^arty,  from  the  County  Galway,  the  former  attended  by  his 
"mIis  Mr.  H.  Kelly,  senior,  the  latter  by  Air.  Ciiri.stopher  Cooney.  The 
raalt,  we  are  sure,  will  pruve  highly  gratifying  to  the  many  friendii 
Biii  connexions  of  Mr.  Kelly,  who  showed  himself  a  perfect  gentleman 
w  iLc  occa^io^,  having  winged  his  adversarj'  in  the  very  first  fire,  al- 
tiinugh  we  are  told  it  was  bis  first  appearance  on  the  sod.  Indued,  if 
*nre  to  do  justice,  we  must  say  that  the  conduct  of  Iwth  gentlemen 
lu  truly  exemplary  ;  so  much  so,  that  u  very  competent  authority  bus 
ttcLired  to  us  he  never  saw  two  finer  fellows  tread  the  daisies  of  Kill- 
uiTDian.  We  regret  to  add,  that  serious  fears  are  entertained  for  tlie 
liic  of  iVIr.  O'Fogarty,  the  ball  having  made  a  very  ugly  mouse-hole 
feiMf  in  the  direction  of  his  lungs.  Under  the  care  of  our  expe- 
wuail  townsman,  Dr.  H****,  he  is,  however,  doing  as  well  as  could 
Wdpected.  It  is  said  the  affair  originated  in  Mr.  Kelly's  dog  rumiiug 
Wsy  >rith  a  bone  which  Mr.  O'Fogarty 's  dog  was  picking. 

"Farther  particulars. — We  have  since  learned  the  true  cause  of  the 
lUiirrel.  It  seems  it  arose  from  some  very  harsh  and  disparaging  ex- 
P'wmoBs  applied  by  Mr.  O'Fogarty  to  the  ladies  of  Roscommon  en 
i^iutt,  which  Mr.  Kelly,  in  that  spirit  of  chivalry  for  which  our  part 
"f  the  world  is  so  deservedly  famous,  very  angrily  resented.  The  suf- 
'Wj'og  geot.  is,  we  believe,  out  of  danger  ;  the  ball  has  been  cleverly 
^tiicted,  and  be  is  doing  well,"  &c.  &c.  &c. 

And  to  it  was  that  Mr.  O'Fogarty  recovered,  thereby  releasing  us, 
''Ugh,  junior  and  senior,  from  the  divers  annoyances  of  the  city  of  re- 
"ige  to  which  we  had  fled  in  the  Leitrim  mountains,  as  well  as  from 
*"«  prospective  pains  and  penalties  of  the  law,  in  that  case  made  and 
Provided,  should  Mr.  O'Fogarty 's  friends  be  shabby  enough  to  prose- 
Jute,  and  cast  us  upon  the  bowels  of  compassion  of  a  Roscommon  jury. 
*t  would  make  my  story  too  long  were  I  to  tell  of  the  triumph  m 
*hich  we  were  conducted  home,  or  the  honours  that  awaited  us  there, 
'l  Ia  ciinugh  to  say,  there  wasn't  such  another  ovation  in  Lisnisky  since 
*l«e  day  on  which  ''the  masther  got  the  lawshoot." 

I  wan  lolling  on  the  sofa  resting  myself  after  the  labours  of  return 
«id  congratulation,  and  anticipating  what  a  hero  1  was  likely  to  be 
<unoag  wumankind,  when  the  door  burst  open  with  a  most  alarming 
cra»b,  and  in  oime  Mr.  Hugh  Kelly,  senior,  the  personage  who,  as  has 
Wu  Mated  before,  stood  to  me  in  the  relation  of  an  uncle.  A  news- 
V*^  Was  in  his  hand,  joy  in  his  eyes,  and  as  many  capers  in  his  toes 
1  make  the  fortunes  of  a  Coryphee.  I  tuoked  on  in  silent 
until,  breathless  with  his  pirouetting,  he  sought  the  repose  of  a 
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"  Oil,  you  lucky  dog ! "  gasped  the  merry  old  gentleman^  with  a 
cliuckle  which  almost  iiiHicted  apoplexy  U|H)n  him. 

"  Lucky  ! — for  what,  in  the  name  of  wonder  ?  "  inquired  I,  a  Utile 
amazed  by  an  imputation  to  which  hitherto  I  had  not  been  rery  ob- 
noxious. 

"  Rend  !  read!  "  exclaimed  he  in  reply, thrusting  the  ne^v8papcr  into 
my  hand,  and  pointing  to  a  paragraph.     I  obeyed  him. 

"  Wanted,  for  a  small  family,  a  steady  careful  person  to  act  a«  dry- 
nurse." 

"  Pshaw  !  that 's  not  it.  There,  in  the  third  column.  Don't  you 
see  it  there  ?  " 

"  Moderation  in  strong  drink  is  a  quality  which  will  always  mark 
the  distinction  between  the  man  properly  so  called  and  the — " 

"  Confound  me ! "  exclaimed  mine  uncle,  interrupting  me,  *'  but 
you're  the  stupidest  man  in  Connaught.  Don't  you  see  what's  just 
under  that  ? " 

"Ob,  ay — *  Losit,  by  an  elderly  gentleman' — " 
"  Holy  Saint  Bridget !  is  it  trying  to  vex  me  you  are  ?     There — 
read  that,  and  bless  your  stars  that  I  was  bom  before  you." 

An  account  of  my  duel,  as  I  am  a  gentleman !  communicated  by 
some  fervent  admirer  to  the  Evening  Post,  and  containing,  mortover, 
a  mast  flattering  eulogium  on  the  spirit  exhibited  on  the  occasion  br 
me,  Hugh,  with  a  short  account  of  my  birth,  life,  and  parentage,  and  I 
know  not  what  besides ;  for  I  was  knocked  into  such  a  bother  by  the 
first  glance,  that  I  stuck  in  the  middle  of  the  paragraph,  and  could  get 
no  farther  for  the  life  of  me. 

"  Elegant,  isn't  it ! "  ejaculated  the  old  gentleman,  after  another 
explosion  of  delight.  "  Egad  !  it 's  the  luckiest  thing  befell  Lisnisky 
in  my  day." 

"  Would  it  suit  you  to  expound  ?  "  replied  I ;  "  for  deuce  «  bit  of 
luck  can  I  see  in  it." 

'•  Not  see  the  luck  ! "  exclaimed  he.     "  Why,  you  stupid  dog,  I  bet 
my  life  there 's  not  one  of  them  but  is  dying  to  see  you  this  minute." 
"  One  of  who?  "  I  ventured  again  to  inquire. 

"Murder!  how  innocent  you  are!  "  said  the  senior;  "  the  Dublin 
girls,  to  be  sure — rich  and  poor,  gentle  and  simple — all  mad  to  have  a 
sight  of  you." 

"  Nonsense  !  What  do  they  know  about  me  ?  "  said  I,  with  some- 
thing of  a  simper. 

"What  do  they  know  about  you !  Is  it  after  thai  ! — after  your  fight* 
ing  a  duel  for  the  sex,  and  getting  into  the  papers — ^pooh  !  I  believe  yon 
think  I  don't  know  them.  Well,  maybe  I  don't.  Maybe  I  spent  my 
thousand  pounds  and  my  three  years  among  them  for  nothing.  Dear, 
dear  !  —  if  it  was  to  me  that  luck  happened !  —  ah !  it 's  I  that  would 
know  how  to  make  the  most  of  it.  Ten  thousand  at  the  very  least  I  'd 
make  by  it,— or  tivice  that  if  I  'd  ha  content  with  a  widow.' 

Who  wouldn't  be  a  champion,  if  such  be  the  rewards  of  chivalry  ! 
Ten  tliousand  pounds,  and  the  pick  of  Dublin !  My  good  fortune,  and 
the  brilliant  prospects  which  uecompanied  it,  were  forthwith  announ- 
ced to  the  fiimily  conclave  at  the  dinner-table  assembled  ;  and  mine 
uncle,  like  all  old  bachelors  since  the  Flood,  being  an  incontrovertible 
authority  on  all  matters  connected  with  the  wooing  and  winning  of 
ladies  fair,  I  need  hardly  say  the  result  was  the  decision  that  I  should 
pack  up  mthout  delay,  and  take  the  canal-boat  for  Dublin,  to  catch 
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,ty,  and  gather  my  laurels  before  they  withered.  My 
liehest  was  to  take  for  my  minimum  "  blood,  beauty, 
I ;"  nothing  less  than  which,  he  miid,  would  clear  Lis- 
ugh  gave  n\e  his  duelling-pistols,  and  good  store  of 
tly  mother  threw  her  slippers  after  me  for  luck  ;  and 
'  all  possible  contingencies,  I  set  out  upon  niy  expedi- 
ntures  among  tlic  fair,  and  select  among  the  expected 
ho  was  on  the  average  most  worthy  to  bear  away  the 

used,  for  the  sake  of  brevity,  that  I  arrived  safe  at  my 
ind  out  the  boarding-house  frequented  by  my  Con- 
ecame  one  of  its  most  highly- favoured  inmates  ere  I 
ler  the  roof,  and  was  put  in  possession  of  one  of  the 
or  thuse  whom  the  hostess  especially  delighted  to  ho- 
nething,  second  floor,  front,  when  I  proceeded  to  di- 
!  soils  and  abominations  uf  travel,  that  I  might  without 
mence  my  campaign  by  delivering  the  few  letters  of 
i  which  the  gooasvill  of  the  neighbours  had  provided 

Tilt  that  a  great  deal  depended  on  the  first  impression 
lad,  in  order  that  my  appearance  might  be  in  concord 
ity  on  which  my  claims  were  to  be  founded,  1  deter- 
mpression  should  be  a  striking  one  ;  iind  so  it  was. 
I't  be  a  posy  !  "  was  the  delighted  exclamation  of  our 
e  packed  up  the  garments  in  which  I  was  to  conquer ; 
■nsidered,  I  rather  think  I  was  a  posy.  My  coat  was 
-green,  set  off  with  gold  buttons  ;  my  waistcoat  was 
Ueved  by  a.  scarlet  scarf,  and  further  ornamented  by 
r  watch-guard.  Having  donned  this  pleasing  attire, 
ng  off  on  my  errand,  when  chancing  to  cast  my  eye 
:he  other  side  of  the  street,  which,  though  a  genteel 
»dity,  was  rather  more  narrow  than  is  usual  in  Dub- 
letected  in  the  apartment  of  the  opposite  domicile 
h  my  own,  the  graceful  movements  of  a  female  figure, 
nnoitring,"  was  one  of  Uncle  Hugh's  favourite  max- 
ed  to  put  it  in  practice,  straining  my  eye  to  catch 

Decency,  Hugh  !  "  was  my  first  impulse  on  the  occa- 
r  poor  human  nature !  Curiosity  soon  got  the  better  of 
I  only  the  housemaid,"  remonstrated  Impulse  No.  one. 
alfpenny  that  it  isn't,"  respf>nded  No.  two.  "  When 
ler  move  with  such  a  step  as  that  ?  "  —  "  Take  care, 
thing  you  won't  like,"  hinted  Decency.  "  I  %vonder 
might  be,"  suggested  Curiosity.  And  so  they  went 
ike  Gregg  and  Maguire,  until  I,  as  umpire,  gave  it 
)sity,  who,  according  to  my  judgment,  had  decidedly 
gument.  And  so  I  gazed  long  and  ardently,  and  ever 
ry  vision  flitted  by,  now  advancing  into  light,  now 
tness,  and  once  or  twice,  by  approaching  the  window, 
ig  a  beauty  which,  even  in  dishabille,  made  my  heart 

At  length  my  eyes,  growing  more  accustomed  to  the 
le  to  keep  her  longer  in  view,  to  scan  her  loveliness 
n't  be  more  than  eighteen ;  marble  wasn't  fairer  than 
.  neck,  nor  sunset  richer  than  her  cheek.  Even  at 
>  merry  play  of  a  bright  blue  eye  was  perceptible; 
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and  her  hair,  when  she  released  it,  flowed  in  ringlets  of  the  richest 

unburn.     She  wiis  of  the  middle  height,  or  less ;  a  proportion  which, 

though  not  loved   in  Connnught^  ever  found  favour  in  Diy  eyes.     The 

F.iiry  Queen  would  have  withered  with  envy,  had  she  seen  her  hands/ 

And  in  a  word,  under  the  united  intiuence  of  so  many  churms,  Hugh 

Kelly  of  Lisnisky  wa8  ready  to  die  of  love  or  sonic  aimilar  disorder, — 

iiand  small  hlame  to  him.     "  Come,"  thought  I  to  myself,  "  this  isn't  b 

Lkitd  beginning.    If  she  has  the  needful  in  other  respects^  my  market  is 

'  made.     I  need  hardly  despair  while  ttuch  u  pleasant  proximity  exists 

Ll>etween  us.     And  please  the  pipers,  if  we  continue  to  abide  so  near 

jhOne  another,  there  sliall  be  no  good  time  lost — none,  at  least,  that  aa« 

turance  caji  improve." 

Full  of  these  intents  on  the  lady's  behalf,  I  continued  to  look  on, 

lowering  after  every  glance  the  standard  of  thousands,  in  consideration 

of  which  I  was  authorised  to  create  a  Airs.  Kelly,  junior.     I  was  will- 

,  ing  to  confess  at  ouce  that  even  less  than  hve,  with  so  much  besutr, 

kwould  be  quite  unobjectiouuble.     As  she  emerged  from  her  dishabille 

|I  became  still  more  humble  in  my  desires,  until  at  laett,  in  the  ftill 

Spirit  of  disinterestednesw,  like  poor  Lear's  recreant  daughter,  I  waa 
rawn  to  ask  myself,  "  What  need  one  ? "  especially  xvhen,  after  dis- 
|>laying  her  taste  by  the  selection  of  a  most  appropriate  gown  and  bon- 
let  from  the  heap  of  millinery  which  she  had  drawn  from  its  repository, 
'■he  again  appeared  armed  cap-a-pie  in  loveliness,  a  beauty  from  top  to 
toe.   I  was  caught — fairly  caught.     Jly  moneyed  calculations  vanished 
like  snow  on  the  river,  and  I  felt  only  anxious  on  the  question  how  I  woa 
to  make  known  to  the  lady  herself  the  magnitude  of  the  sacrifice  I  was 
making  in  her  favour.     A  most  unaccountable  incident  removed  the 
p4i'^<^>ity.     It  waji  no  deception — none  whatever.     May  I  never  taste 
Imatrimony,  but  she  kissed  her  hand  with  the  most  winning  grace,  and 
(bowed  apparently  towards  the  window  in  which  I  had  stationed  my- 
kl«lf.     I  started  back  with  surprise,  it  never  having  occurred  to  me 
Itbat  she  bad  observed  me,  or  that  in  such  a  short  space  of  time  I  could 
linve  advanced  so  far  in  her  good  graces. 

"  By  the  jwwers  !  "  thought  I,  "  if  my  natural  gifts  don't  fail  me 
now,  the  aa|uaintance  shall  be  on  a  very  pretty  footing  for  a  first  in- 
terview." I  advanced  to  the  window  again ;  there  was  the  lady  still 
bowing  and  courtseying,  as  if  her  heart  was  set  on  the  matter.  I  was 
never  outdone  in  politeness  yet,  particularly  among  the  fair  sex  ;  so, 
not  to  lose  my  character  altogether  in  this  instance,  I  threw  up  the 
window  to  make  my  good  manners  more  visible,  and  laying  one  hand 
on  my  he:irt,  kis&ed  away  with  the  other,  in  the  delighted  conscious- 
ness that  I  was  born  tu  be  a  hero  among  the  women,  and  that  by  the 
ladies  of  Dublin — may  their  discrimination  be  rewarded  ! — true  merit 
would  ever  be  appreciated  and  regarded.  But  my  vis-d-vis — oh !  hor- 
ror of  horrors  !  she  stood  a  moment  motionless,  cm  it  were,  and  dumb- 
foundered,  and  then  springing  au^ily  forward,  caught  the  tassel  of  tlie 
window-blind,  and  with  a  Jerk  that  was  devilish  near  making  a  job  for 
the  glazier,  drew  a  screen  of  grey  lawn  between  us. 

What  could  it  mean  ?  Had  I  been  too  forward?  Was  it  coquetry 
on  her  part  f  Had  I  gone  farther  than  her  advances  M'ould  warrant  ? 
Sc.ircely.  In  fine,  I  was  puzzled  and  per]ilexed,  frightened  and  chop- 
f ilJen.  I  was  prepared  to  meet  women  a  little  unintelligible  ;  but  to 
be  set  so  completely  at  fault  never  entered  into  my  calculations. 
However,  nothing  could  be  done  at  present ;  so,  hoping  that  we  might 
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ioon  understand  one  another  better,  I  put  my  introductions  into  my 
^loeket,  breathed  a  sigh  over  my  mismanagement  of  such  a  promising 
affair,  and  descending,  made  my  ^vay  into  the  street. 

I  bad  just  reached  the  flags  when  a  smart  carriage,  with  a  pair  of 

light  cbestnnts  drew  up  opposite  the  door.  I  stood  a  moment  to  admire 

ihem,  and  surely  it  was  my  eril  genius  that  placed  sucli  a  temptation 

in  mj  way  ;  fur  while  I  was  thus  unconsciously  occupied,  a  sharp  angry 

raice  eaUed  to  the  coachman  to  drive  on.     I  looked  up  with  some  sur- 

wi»e  to  ace  who  spoke ;  for  the  vehicle  was  untenanted  but  a  minute 

befure,  and  I  h;id  not  perceived  any  one  enter  it  since-     Oh  !  such  a 

glance  of  recognition  I  received  !  —  it  was  herself!  the  object  of  my 

'^aUtpropos  civilities.     1  could  have  sunk  into  the  ground,  if  such  u 

tog  M  a  hole  was  in  the  tough  pavement;  hut  to  run  away  was  out 

oi  w  question.     I  was  struck  motionless.     Never  did  I  think  that  su 

mucb  of  anger  could  be  concentrated  in  a  woman's  eye.     That  it  au- 

pirwi  verv  little  for  the  furtherance  of  our  nc(|Uuintiince  was  certain, 

M<i  equally  so  that  coquetry  had  nothing  to  do  with  her  displeasure. 

Vtt  how  were  her  movements  to  be  accounted  for   otherwise?     A 

tlmoght  struck  me,  a  stirring  thought,  from  which  I  could  have  shrunk 

lit'i  the  corner.     It  might  be  that  the  little  beauty  in  the  solitude  of 

W  cimmber,  and  the  vanity  of  her  heart,  had  been  practising  the 

pices  which  she  intended  to  exhibit  for  the  benefit  and  behoof  of 

tiow  to  whom  her  next  visit  w^  to  be  paid.     My  blood  ran  cold  at 

iW  idea.     If  such  were  the  cjisc — and  what  else  could  be  the  case  t — 

if  that  was  the  true  explanation  of  her  smiles  and  other  complaisances, 

tken  Dtfver  did  living  man  make  a  more  ludicrous  debul  in  the  profession 

■flMif-kiUine  than  mine;  and  the  worst  of  it  was,  I  couldn't  but  regard 

Bf  lisrrial  failure  as   neither  more  nor  less  than  a  just  judgment  for 

into  such  a  "  forefended  place"  as  a  lady's  bed-chamber.     So 

iiittemess  of  my  heart  I  vowed  a  vow,  and  breathed  a  prayer. 

Ike  *ow  WHS,  that  were  I  to  live  to  the  age  of  Methuselah,  I  would 

B'Trr  again  be  tempted  to  make  love  unless  on  fair  and  legitimate 

pnuodt;  Uie  prayer,  that  if  ever  the  story  was  told  to  the  world,  I 

luisbt  bave  the  telling  of  it  myself. 

I  delivered  my  letters,  paid  my  visits,  and  received  sundry  invita- 
twni  to  certain  small  dinner  and  tea  parties,  on  the  morrow  and  ful- 
**ing  days.  After  which  I  was  sauntering  down  Westmorland  Street, 
^U  the  intent  of  calling  at  some  tailor's,  and  making  such  additions 
teQjr  mutic  attire  as  would  render  my  person  more  fitting  to  appear  at 
1irtrir[»litan  festi%"ities,  when  I  thought  I  recognised  in  a  gentle- 
Sun  Walking  a  few  paces  before  me  my  old  friend  Tom  Beecher,  of  the 
-^,  with  whom  I  had  been  on  a  most  agreeable  footing  while  he  lay 
li  g:ii7iM>n  at  Athlone.  A  second  glance  convinced  me  I  was  right, 
*iA  hurrying  forward  to  arrest  his  notice,  I  was  in  another  moment  in 
a  W  way  of  furnishing  the  College  of  Surgeons  with  a  small  case  of 
Question  of  the  shoulder,  from  the  frank  and  friendly  cordiality  with 
"tiidi  1  was  received. 

"My  dear  fellow!  "  exclaimed  I,  "  I  never  could  have  foreseen  this 
[Jmnre.  I  thought  the  — th  were  in  Gibraltar,  or  Malta,  or  some 
•Btli  out-of-the-way  place,  by  this  time." 

"Ahf  i)cace  be  with  the  old  — th,  barring  when  it 's  war  time!" 
*«»  tlie  doleful  reply.  "  They  have  no  longer  a  lien  on  me.  I  am 
*«  a  civilian,  Hugh — civil  as  yourself — a  tame,  domesticated  citiaen. 
Uidji't  you  hear  what  hap[>ened  to  me  ?  " 
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"  No/'  said  I,  rather  startled  by  liis  manner.  "  No  court-martial,  I 
hope  ?  " 

"  Oh !  damn  all  coort-martiaU  !  "  ejaculated  the  ci-devant  militaire  ; 
"  no  ;  but  a  court-matrinionial — married,  Hugh,  married.  One  com- 
fort is,  &he  's  the  handsomest  woman  in  Dublin,  and  brought  me  both 
money  and  interest.  But  the  old  son  of  a  sea-cook,  her  father,  insisted 
that  if  I  didn't  consent  to  forswear  the  army,  and  live  clean  and  like  a 
gentleman,  I  should  take  her  without  his  consent ;  and  that  was  a 
thing  not  to  be  thought  of.  So  wish  me  joy,  if  you  tliiuk  I  deoerre 
it." 

"  I  do  wish  you  joy  with  all  my  heart !  "  exclaimed  I,  grasping  his 
hand.     "  And  who  is  the  lady  ?  " 

"  Since  you  must  know,"  he  answered,  "  she  is,  as  Byron  says, 

'  The  only  daughter 
Of  an  old  man  who  lires  upon  tlie  water' — 

n  stiff  old  sea-captain.  I  met  her  at  a  ball  in  the  Rotunda,  and  ad-^ 
mired  her  so  much,  that  somehow  or  other  it  pleased  her  to  take  * 
liking  to  me.  and  we  passed  a  good  deal  of  our  time  together.  In  tlte 
mean  time  the  old  father  was  ordered  to  sea,  and  what  to  do  with  the 
lady  puzzled  him.  He  proposed  to  send  her  back  to  school ;  but,  be- 
tween ourselves,  I  believe  she  gave  him  a  hint  that  if  he  did,  she 
wouldn't  be  likely  to  make  a  very  long  abode  there.  So  the  old  di^ 
miide  a  virtue  of  necessity,  and  let  us  get  married ;  first  premising, 
however,  as  I  told  you,  that  he  had  determined  his  daughter's  hu^baud 
should  belong  to  neither  of  those  vngabond  professions,  the  Army  or 
Navy,  if  he  was  to  liiive  any  voice  in  the  election.  Then,  as  he  had 
interest  enough  to  procure  me  a  snug  appointment  iu  the  Castle,  I  t^old 
out  to  please  all  parties,  and  am  now  no  longer  dangerous  to  man,  wo- 
man or  child,  but  plain  Tom  Beecher,  at  your  service.  But  apropot, 
by  Jove  I  I  was  near  forgetting.  So  you  've  taken  up  the  trade  of 
manslaughter,  hey .'' " 

"  Pooh  !  now,  Beecher,  don't  quiz  !  "  I  replied,  with  a  smile.  "  I 
assure  you  I  have  been  bored  to  death  about  that  unfortunate  duel, 
and  must  certainly  run  and  hide  myself  somewhere  until  it's  forgotten, 
if  people  go  on  after  this  manner."  But  idthough  1  deprecated  all 
mention  of  it,  my  heart  danced  with  delight  at  finding  my  prowess  so 
public,  encouraged  as  I  wa.'s  by  the  slury  of  his  good  fortune,  which 
Beecher  had  just  recounted,  and  which  I  had  resolved  that  mine 
should  rival. 

"  If  you  are  not  engaged  to-day,  Hugh,"  continued  he,  after  enjoy- 
ing his  laugh,  "you  must  come  and  dine  with  me.  Emily  never  iit 
her  life  saw  a  man  who  fuught  a  duel,  and  you  never  saw  iJmilr  ;  so 
it  will  be  a  mutual  treat  when  I  introduce  Mrs.  Tom  Beecher  to  Uu; 
hero  of  Lisnisky." 

I  assented  of  course  ;  and  after  xvalking  about  for  an  hour  or  so,  and 
recounting  all  the  country  news,  my  host  intimated  that  it  was  time  to 
turn  our  faces  dinnerward,  and  accordingly,  under  his  guidance,  after 
making  some  B[»oIogies  for  my  dress,  &c.  I  proceeded  towards  his 
home.  After  passing  a  few  streets,  I  perceived  that  I  was  going  very 
much  in  the  directiou  whence  I  hud  set  out  in  the  morning,  and  as  wv 
ivanced  I  became  still  more  positive.     At  last  we  reached  the  head 

the  street  in  which  was  my  temporary  abode,  and  the  scene  of  my 
'xoost  mortifying  humiliation.     A  vague  and  indefinable  seoaation  of 
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mde  me  as  Beecber  entered  into  it.    1  had  scarcely 

ireet  you  live,  Tom  ?  " 

d  truer  in  your  life,  old  boy,"  was  the  frank  reply ; 

recovered  the  firxt  shock  of  the  many  misgivings 

piece  of  infurmation,  I  stood  with  him  at  the  very 
;ion,  whose  lady  occupant  bad  given  me  such  a  lesson 
'  hours  before,  and  read  on  the  brass  plate  that  it  was 
r.  Thomas  Beecher. 

I  wife  1  The  discovery  utterly  overwhelmed  me.  I 
ed  to  the  very  jaws  of  destruction,  like  a  criminal 
trollable  destiny  urges  to  bis  punishment.     Instinct 

she  mig^ht  as  well  have  held  her  tongue,  fur  I  had 
>j  o(  motion ;  and  even  bad  I  possessed  it,  was  un- 
;ommonest  excuse  for  such  a  procedure.  I  was  thus 
;o  the  hall,  delivered  my  hat  and  gloves  to  the  ser- 
ommitted  before  my  consciousness  returned.  Mrs. 
;  out  in  the  carriage,  and  was  expected  back  every 

answer  given  to  my  entertainer,  when  he  inquired 
far  fortune  seemed  willing  to  repair  the  damage  she 

had  at  least  a  few  moments  granted  to  collect  my 
,nd  lay  down  some  plan  to  extricate  myself.  One  of 
.at  I  should  adopt, — either  make  a  frank  confession, 
icked  out  at  once ;  or  boldly  stand  my  ground,  and 
f  Mrs.  B.  possessing  discretion  enough  to  hold  her 
time  as  I  shuuld  be  able  by  the  most  suppliant  npo- 
ler  resentment,  if  such  a  blessed  opportunity  should 
eless  as  was  this  latter  alternative,  I  concluded  by 

lible  period  of  suspense  followed.  I  doubt  if  there 
in  the  drawing-room  which  I  did  not  occupy  in  its 
im,  as  I  fidgeted  about,  searching  for  peace  on  each 
iug  it  as  uneasy  as  the  other.  Fortunately  for  me, 
ed  on,  either  not  noticing  my  restlessness  and  agony 
]ably  in  the  simplicity  of  fais  heart,  attributing  it  to 
At  last  a  carriage  was  heard  approaching.  With  the 
uf  fear  I  detected  the  sound,  when  to  any  other  ear 
a  imperceptible.  Before  the  vehicle  turned  into  the 
Id  have  sworn  it  was  bearing  my  doom,  and  I  was 
wked  out  of  the  window. 

les !  "  exclaimed  he  eagerly.  "  Excuse  me,  Hughj 
d  he  bolted  down  stairs  to  receive  his  wife,  leaving 
courage  for  the  dreaded  interview,  which  was  now 

I  i  it  'a  easy  to  talk  about  it.  A  man  may  have  pluck 
uietly  ten  paces  from  the  muzzle  of  a  pistol  now  and 
onable  occasion  requires  him,  or  face  his  nag  against 
>vhen  it  stands  between  him  and  the  sport ;  but,  by 
never  take  such  demonstrations  as  these  for  courage 
but  trifles  to  the  trials  I  underwent  in  that  quiet, 
tm  alone,  nothing  to  keep  up  the  steam.  With  such 
iforeseen  eclaircisjiement  hanging  over  me,  involving 
'nfal  of  all  the  hopes  and  schemes  which  led  me  with 
scs  from  the  retirement  of  Lisnisky  ;  all  my  innocent 


AN    IRISH    LOVE   ADVENTURE. 

■mmito  at  fiMimtion  oooTerted  hj  some  malign  influence  into  ti 
■mC  "■^iTtTgiiiriJi'  atrocities,  and  that,  tno,  against  the  ivife  of  tb 
only  tiiati  f  had  within  sixty  miles,  from  whom  I  now  stood  a  modi 
better  ekaaee  af  getting  a  tdcxiog  than  decent  entertainment,  of  beii^ 
tnstcd  a*  •  fc«re«B(  t£kB  aa  a  knight-errant,  detected  in  such  an  ^ 
gratatcd  aftpm  after  winging  poor  Mr.  O'Fogarty  for  merely  perpe- 
tntiag  a  jcke  on  the  sisterhood  of  Roscommon  ;  and  tiien,  the  riii' 
cafe ;  wfcr  I  had  oeduBg  to  expect  but  to  be  the  8t;)nding  jnt  of 
CoBBaa^t  far  tbe  next  three  generations  at  least.  Ob  !  that  I  bad 
never  pnteDded  to  ^ralry  I  Oh !  that  I  had  nerer  been  temjited  to 
■MS  tae  8hiHBQB !  Hew  gladlr  woald  I  have  consented  to  retuhi 
mmat  br  eaqr  sl^gcii  at  the  rate  of  a  dael  a  mile,  if  I  coald  but  grt 
Wit  ef  tail  aera|ie  madetected  ;  but  such  a  hope  was  vain.  I  could  il> 
mdj  in  eaticipetiaB  fed  the  toe  of  Beecher's  boot.  To  sit  still  wn 
iaspoatUeu 

I  beard  ihe  curiage  drire  off,  the  hall-door  close.  In  another  mi- 
mite  mr  fate  was  to  be  decided.  It  occurred  to  me  to  lerant  thrnu;;b 
the  wiodvw.  Abs!  when  I  reconnoitred  I  observed  a  bristling  mwof 
ima  gpikea,  twdre  feet  beneath,  upon  which  I  should  necessarily  Ik 
nnpaled  ia  sacb  an  attempt — a  mode  of  quitting  the  world  highly  &r 
crraitable  to  anj  man  of  delicate  feelings,  and,  moreover,  open  t> 
aaaaj  uglj  insinuatiaoa.  A  beggar-bor  waa  strolling  alung  tlie  strert, 
wUatfiag  cardesslr-  Oh  .'  what  would  I  not  have  given  to  be  ablet* 
dMMt  placet  with  him  unobserved ;  ajr,  or  even  to  give  one  gtnJ 

Mjr  BoflieriagB  were  cmellr  protracted  ;  doors  opened  and  elaiti. 
ftotatepa  pawed  to  and  fro,  but  none  came  up.  At  last,  after  a  ooMi" 
dmble  and  unaccountable  delar,  the  softly-carpeted  stain  gave  noU 
of  warning.  I  shrank  into  the  fiuthest  and  darkest  corner  of  tbe  torn, 
having  prenoosly  drawn  down  the  window-blinds,  in  the  hope  uf  pR' 
Tenting  immediate  recognition  at  least,  and  thus  alfording  me  a  chaM 
of  making  my  peace  in  the  mean  time.     The  door  opened. 

"  Hev  !  what  the  deuce  is  all  this?  "  exclaimed  Beecher,  as  bet- 
tered with  his  lady.  "Where  are  you,  Hugh,  and  why  hare  yoo«B« 
▼eloped  vourself  in  all  this  darkness  ?  afraid  of  startling  Mrs.  Beecbcr, 
I  suppose,  by  too  sudden  an  appearance  ? — thoughtful,  faith!  Well, 
Emily,  this  unseen  and  considerate  gentleman  is  Mr.  Hu^h  Kellr.tbr 
reaiiscitator  of  chivalry,  the  champion  of  womankind,  the  ensangainni 
defeader  of  Roioommoa  and  its  purity,  a  lion  in  the  field,  truculrutmii 
mereiless,  but  a  very  Iamb  in  the  drawing-room  ,*  so  yua  needn't  he  *t 
all  frightened  when  you  see  him.  Appear,  Hugh,  in  the  mildest  fimn 
you  can  assume,  appear,  and  know  Afrs.  Thomas  Beecher."  Anilf  >* 
saying,  he,  with  n  uiout  imposing  mimicry  of  tragic  seriousness,  ^'^ 
up  the  blind,  and  disclosed  me,  trembling  and  humbled,  to  the  view'" 
the  lady. 

"  What!  "  she  exclaimed,  starting  back,  with  an  expression  of  "•• 
mitigated  surprise,  which  I,  at  least  knew  to  be  unaffected,  but  vi^ttA 
Beecher  misinterpreting  as  an  attempt  to  enter  into  the  spirit  af  ^ 
joke,  applauded  until  tbe  room  rang  with  his  laughter.  "VTbit'- 
continued  the  astooisfaed  Mrs.  B.  "  this— this — are  you  really.  a[,l^ 
Hugh  Kelly  ?  " 

"  Oh,  by  Jove !  this  is  too  good !  "  roared  Beecher ;  "  she  cxpectii 
you  to  have  np|)eared  in  a  coat  of  mail,  or  in  the  likeness  of  Raw-lMl' 
and  bloody-bimes,  at  the  very  least." 
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ventured  tn  reply  in  a  scarcely  audible  voice ; 
be  able  to  win  your  forgiveness  for  whatever  of- 
e  hos  ever  given  you."  She  looked  at  me,  and 
igry  flush  began  to  fade  from  her  brow;  she  saw 
ed  and  conocious,  hini  enjoying  the  scene  with  the 
itter  absurdity  of  our  ditfereni  positions  xtnick  her 
u  demure  courtesy,  she  welcomed  me  to  Dublin, 
time  that  I  might  soon  be  able  to  find  a  suitable 
cht-errantry.  1  was  safe :  the  loud  was  taken  utT 
aght  me  an  ass,  it  is  true;  but  her  thinking  so  had 
treatment,  and  I  was  thankful, 
nd  what  an  anomaly  it  is  in  u  man  to  pronounce 
as  he  is  at  the  mercy  of  a  woman.  Every  moment 
.  reniindfd  of  my  danger;  now  a  sly  allusion  ;  now 
:e  of  lialf-sulidueJ  enjiiyment  plunged  me  into  a 
in,  from  which  the  gouu-natured  exertions  of  my 
.  host  were  vainly  used  to  rouse  me. 
trying  to  catch  your  eye,  my  love,"  said  he,  when 
removing. 

you,  Tom,"  she  drily  answered,  "it  would  make 
'  I  were  to  tell  yoji  how  successful  Mr.  Kflly  lias 
urs  to  catch  my  eye." 

ought  I,  as  I  bowed  to  the  malignant  beauty,  and 
Tort  gulped  down  a  glass  of  port  to  prepare  me  for 
but  no,  it  was  all  heathen  Greek  to  Tom.  He  had 
imagination  discovered  a  sufficient  cause  for  her 
,'nt  meaning  for  her  double  enleiidresy  and  the  burst 
with  which  she  received  my  deprecatory  glances, 
is  mistake. 

said  he,  "joking  apart,  and  without  the  least  in- 
fiving  you  otffiice,  hut  out  of  pure,  irrepressible 
Bvour  me  by  iufurmhigme  who  the  deuce  made  that 

sale — Mickey  Neale  f  lailor-in-chief  of  Lisnisky, 
•nt,  often  in  the  bitterness  of  my  heart  I  had  cursed 

observing  the  many  quizzical  glances  thrown  upon 
"TTient  in  question,  the  very  triumphs  of  your  art, 
;ity  of  mv  heart  I  snorted  it  in  the  streets  among 
decorated:  little  did  I  think  I  should  so  soon  have 
;rv  deformity  fur  crealiug  such  an  unforeseen  diver- 

My  hopes  rose  again,  and  higher  than  ever;  for, 

and  fertile  provocation  for  her  misplaced  hilarity 

nger  of  any  eclaircis.iemenl  being  produced  by  the 

'  it.    There  's  good  in  everything,  if  pfop|«  had  only 

I  flatter  myself  I  am  llie  first  who  ever  discovered 

earing  a  laughable  coat.     Witii  something  more  of 

n  I  had  felt  since  my  entry  into  the  house,  I  an- 

ucstion;  and,  following  tiie  clue  with  which  lie  had 

supplied  me,  commenced   recounting  sundry  auec- 

Dropos  to  his  handiwork,  some  false,  some  true,  but 

le  best  of  my  power  to  keep  up  the  laughter  under 

to  escape ;  and  I  succeeded,  and  at  last  hnd  the  in- 

of  closing  the  d<Mtr  after  my  turmientor,  shutting  her 

.■cret,  and  all  the  cares  it  had  cost  me,  altogether  out 
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of  our  sympoiiiuin,  feeling  on  tlie  occasion  like  a  man  who,  after  spend- 
ing the  night  dreaming  that  he  was  sitting  on  a  volcano,  is  awukeaed 
to  be  told  that  his  thirty-iirst  cousin  is  dead^  and  bus  left  bim  a  tlum< 
sand  a-year. 

"  Hugh,"  said  Beecher  to  me  rather  gravely  as  I  wu  resuming  my 
seat,  and  rubbing  my  hands  with  glee,  "  draw  over  your  choir.  I  want 
to  have  some  serious  cunversatiun  with  you." 

My  heart  sunk  within  me ;  in  vain  I  struggled  to  rid  myself  of  the 
presentiment  that  sooner  or  later  I  would  suffer  the  condign  for  my 
misdemeanour,  and  everything  accordingly  frightened  me.  With 
a  ghastly  smile,  I  intimated  to  him  to  proceed,  whicli  he  did  iu 
manner  following,  after  emptying  bis  glass,  and  replenishing  it  and 
mine. 

"There  are  feelings,  Hugh,  that  lie  too  deep  to  be  understood  to 
their  full  extent  by  others, — why  don't  you  drink  your  wine,  man  ? — 
feelings  of  the  mofst  sacred  character,  which  will  not  bear  the  slightest 
violation. — I  '11  thunk  you  for  the  sherry. — Some  months  ago  I  could 
not  have  understood  them  myself;  at  present  they  must  be  unintelli- 
gible to  you. — Perhaps  you  'd  rather  have  punch  ? — Yuu  know,  how- 
ever, what  a  man  would  feel  on  being  personally  insulted ;  multiply 
that  a  hundred  fold  —  (empty  that  glass,  will  you  ?) —  multiply  that  a 
hundred  fold,  and  you  may  form  some  idea  of  what  a  husband  feels 
when  an  insult  is  offered  to  his  wife  I  " 

"  Oh,  dear  I  —  oh,  dear !  "  I  ejaculated  to  myself,  "  will  I  never  be 
out  of  this  terrible  scrape  ?  "  There  was  no  mistaking  what  he  was 
driving  at,  so  I  edged  round  as  near  to  the  door  as  I  could,  in  order  to 
be  ready  to  bult  at  the  slightest  warning,  muttering  at  the  same  time 
something  about  my  deep  respect  for  Mrs.  Beecher. 

"Emily  has  complained  to  me  since  her  return,"  continued  he,  "  of 
a  very  gross  insult  that  was  offered  to  her  this  morning,  into  whidi 
the  dutiex  of  a  husband  command  me  to  iuquire  most  rigidly."  So  he 
knew  it  uU  the  time,  and  was  merely  shamming  his  ignorance  in  order 
to  lull  mc  into  a  deceptive  security. 

"  Pray  don't  siiy  another  word,"  I  stammered  forth  with  difficulty. 
"  I  '11  set  aU  to  rights  if  you  only  allow  me  —  only  let  me  say  a  few 
words,  just—" 

"Thank  you,  Hugh, — thank  you  !"  said  he,  interrupting  me,  and 
seizing  my  hand  with  a  most  unaccountable  expression  of  cordiality, 
before  I  was  able  to  frustrate  his  attempt,  and  get  out  of  his  reach : 
"  I  'm  sure  you  will,  and  I  can't  but  regard  it  as  fortunate  that  I  should 
have  met  you  just  at  the  time  when  I  was  likely  to  reciuire  your  as^ 
sistanoe  and  experience;  for,  though  Emily,  poor  thing  !  doesn't  for  a 
moment  imagine  what  will  be  the  result  of  her  communication,  you 
will  at  once  see  how  I  must  act ;  but  to  the  point : — " 

I  was  in  a  maze ;  could  it  be  that  he  didn't  suspect  me  to  be  the 
individual  complained  of?  There  was  a  chance  of  safety  for  me  still, 
and  I  listened  eagerly  to  his  continuation. 

"  You  must  know  the  bouse  opposite  mine  is  a  boiirding-homie,  and 
I  have  been  frequently  annoyed  by  its  inmates  previously,  but  to-day 
in  particular.     I) — e  !  but  I  '11  break  every  bone  iu  the  fuU 
don't  you  think  I  ought?  " 


fellow '8  body : 


'Oh  !  he  calm — be  calm,  Beecher,"  said  I,  in  a  far  more  lugtilnioaR 
tone  than  I  wished,  it  being  no  part  of  my  desire  that  he  should  per- 
«eive  the  interest  I  took  in  the  wcll-duing  of  tlie  incognito  so  mc- 
nweil. 
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t  liaten,"  continued  my  host,  tbrowing  off  a  plass 
idignation  from  cooling.  "  A  fellow,  a  rullian, 
or  another,  who  has  got  himself  planted  in  one 
s  taken  it  into  his  head  to  play  the  spy  into  my 
content  with  that,  had  the  audacity  (may  the 
im  !  I  can  hardly  tell  the  story) — he  has  hail  the 
IT,  after  inspectiu<;  my  wife  dressing  herself  (she 
ting  of  a  spectator) ;  not  content  with  that,  and 
lorant  of  the  insult  already  offered,  as  soon  as  she 
his  curiosity  was  satislied,  he  raised  his  window, 
ands  to  her,  and  played  off  I  know  not  how  many 

aimed  I,  with  affected  indignation,  as  \7as  ex- 

r  hearing  such  a  graphic  account  of  my  indiscre- 

jed  !  but  the  poor  creature  may  be  mad — must  be 

;ht  to  be  looked  after;  or — or  — probably,  you 

some  mistake,  you  know,  and  then         " 

plied  the  irate  husband,  interrupting  me.     "  I  '11 

lat  point,"  and  he  pulled  the  bell-rope. 

i  you  about  ?  "  exclaimed  I,  in  utter  dismay,  ima- 

to  submit  Mrs.  B.  to  my  examiaation  on  the  sub- 

ppeared. 

^vas  the  direction  given  to  bim,  and  he  disappear- 

'  You  must  kuow,"  continued  he  to  me,  "  that  she 

whole  affair;  in  fact,  I  believe,  shared  the  fellow's 

ireviuus  occasions,  until  he  raised  his  pretensions 

lat  according  to  her  report  thisi  is  a  nuisance  of  old 

she  says  she  has  repeatedly  ubserved  him  at  his 

f  him  among  a  million." 

All  the  dangers  I  had  passed  were  a.i  nothing  to 
rom  my  seat  the  moment  I  obtained  a  clear  concep- 

placea  my  back  to  the  door  just  as  the  Abigail 
>  on  the  handle  to  open  it  and  enter.  lieecher 
zementj  and  rose  from  his  chair.  The  clmmber- 
the  dour,  but  I  retained  my  post. 
d  I,  in  a  voice  almost  stifled  with  terror,  "  this 
a  don't  know  what  devils  these  chambermaids  are. 
our  designs  in  a  moment,  and  alarm  the  whole 
'hole  neiglibourliood.  For  mercy's  sake  tell  her  to 
IS ;  do,  now,  and  I  'II  explain  the  whole  thing  to 
[  have  a  must  particular  reason  for  not  wishing  her 
now,  say  you  don't  want  her."     To  make  all  sure, 

inderstand  what  you  're  about,"  was  the  stammer- 
iBster  of  the  house,  whose  authority  I  had  so  un- 
ated.  "  How  the  deuce  can  the  servants  suspect 
mey  going  to  prosecute  the  raxcal.^  You  forget 
jaow  you  at  all, — never  saw  you  in  her  life." 
;eli  that?  they're  as  sharp  as  needles,"  said  I,  in 
bruptness  ;  "  there's  no  knowing  what  she  might 
ie  might  take  into  her  head." 
ever  saw  a  Connaughtman  in  my  L'fe  so  much 
Dg  woniunkind,"  was  his  niitural  comment  after  he 
ibermai J  ;  "  but,  as  vou  are  determined  to  have 
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your  own  xv»y  in  the  matter,  pray  let  me  know  how  fou  intend  to  ac 
Vou  will  go  with  a  message,  of  course,  to  tlie  rutHan  ?  " 

"  Why,  you  see.  my  dear  fellow,"  stuttered  I,  —  "  yon  see  that  re- 
quires consideration  ; —  that  is,  of  course,  I  undertuke  the  affair.  In 
fact,  I  should  l>e  very  sorry  to  let  it  get  into  other  hands  ;  but  there  ^ 
may  be  difficulties,  you  know  ;"  nnd  although  it  went  to  my  heart 
speak  ill  of  myself,  even  incognito,  I  added,  "  the  person  may  not 
such  a  one  as  you  can  meet.  His  conduct  doesn't  speak  much  for  bi« 
respectability. ' 

"  N'impurte  —  n'imjwrte,  I  won't  be  particular."  was  the  truculent 
reply,  "so  you  'd  better  go  about  it  at  once,  aud  get  six  in  the  mora-'l 
ing  named  for  the  hour,  if  you  can." 

"  But  the  man  may  not  he  able  to  meet  you,"  suggested  I,  sounding 
my  ^ray. 

"  What 's  to  hinder  him  ?     Do  yon  foresee  any  difficulties  r  " 

"  Faith,  I  do,"  I  replied,  "  several  very  important  ones.     Suppos 
for  instance " 

"  Then  all  I  have  to  do  in  that  case,"  roared  Mr.  Beecher, 
seek  my  satisfaction  how  I  can,  and  never  fear,  I  shan't  come  short  fo 
a  method  ,-  the  sooner  it  comes  to  that  the  better  ;  so  vou  oupht  to  go 
at  once,  and  ascertain  whether  I  shall  be  driven  to  such  conduct." 

"  But,  how  am  I  to  know  the  man  ?  "  inquired  I,  in  great  hojtes  of 
raising  a  dii&cultj. 

"  Betty  will  tell  you,  if  you  let  her,"  was  the  answer. 

"  Much  obliged,"   I  replied  ;  "  Betty  might  tell  too   much, 
shan't  avail  myself  of  her  information.    How  was  the  person  described^ 
to  you? "  fur  I  was  naturally  anxious  to  sound  the  full  depth  of  his 
knowledge  in  that  particular. 

"As  a  tall,  ill-looking  fellow,"  was  his  graphic  reply,  "with  im- 
mense black  whiskers  ;  a  shabby-genteel,  audacious  sort  of  customer  ; 
wears  a  green  coat,  with  brass  buttons,  and  the  rest  of  his  garb  made 
np  of  several  other  glowing  colours ;  in  fact,  just  the  man  that  might 
lawfully  be  suspected  of  such  a  piece  of  ruffianism." 

I  trembled  as  he  gave  these  signs  and  tokens,  all  so  fearfully  dii 
tinct,  and  which  to  any  third  person,  whose  mind  was  less  pre-occupic 
would  have  described  Hngh  Kelly  the  Younger,  of  Lisnisky.  mor 
legibly  than  would  be  gratifying.  Luckily  for  me,  the  chambennaid 
had  followed  the  true  instinct  of  her  tribe  by  lying  in  the  acamnt  she 
gave  of  her  observation  of  my  movements,  —  for,  had  she  confined  hec 
report  of  my  doings  to  what  had  actually  occurred  on  that  day,  m] 
confusion  would  of  itself  have  directed  his  suspicions  towards  me  ;  bu 
being  through  her  exaggerations  impressed  with  the  belief  that  the  de 
linquent,  whoever  he  was,  had  been  for  some  time  a  resident  in  Dul 
lin,  and  occupant  of  the  room,  the  scene  of  my  ill-directed  amiabilities 
while  he  knew  that  I  had  but  arrived  that  morning,  his  attention  w: 
totally  turned  away  from  the  extraordinary  and  striking  coincidence 
which  existed  between  the  outer  man  of  the  unknown  and  that  of  hii 
perplexed  guest.  This  was  the  only  solitary  feature  in  the  whole  trans-' 
action  upon  which  I  could  found  the  slightest  hope.  We  are  very  fond 
of  atibts  in  Connaught ;  and,  if  the  M'orst  went  to  the  worst,  (thanks to 
the  mendacity  of  Airs.  Beccher's  maid,  Bettj.)  I  could,  at  least,  esta- 
blish that  proof  uf  my  innocence.  But  all  depended  on  my  being  abla 
to  prevail  on  Beecher  to  forego  his  desire  to  have  a  personal  intcrviev 
witlt  the  object  of  his  wrath,  and  every  method  which  I  hud  hither 
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lure.  J\Iy  hopes  of  escape  were  narrowing  and 
it  it  behoved  me  to  betake  myself  to  wliat  means 
The  case  was  desperate  ',  the  gentleman  ready 
dence,  and  seeking-  hut  a  resisonable  excuse  for 
0  his  own  hands^  and  personally  vindicating  the 
is  wife  by  rushing  across  the  street,  and  invading 
Jvensary.  A  desperate — a  truly  desperate  remedy 
s  dilemma.  I  had  uo  time  to  deliberate ;  it  was 
me :  so,  summoning  all  my  assurance  to  my  aid, 

&  I  know  the  man." 

I,"  replied  Beecher,  eyeing  me  with  a  very  dubi- 

I,  still  keeping  up  an  appearance  of  nonchalance 
ly  forlorn-hope, — "  that  is,  if  the  house  opposite 
le,  — —  Street." 
rejoined  Beecher.     "  Didn't  you  know  all  that 

1  I,  and  I  only  a  few  hours  in  Dublin  f  "  was  my 

be  the  same  man,"  1  boldly  coutiuued ;  "  it 's  a 
'nee.  I  happen  to  know  of  a  person  lodging  in 
vering  the   description   you  have  given  in  every 

him  in  Athlone  for  some  months,  where  I  chanced 
learn  that  this  was  his  Dublin  address." 

me  with  that  gentlemun's  name,  if  you  please," 
oolly,  taking  an  inkstand  from  the  mantelpiece, 
ring  himself  for  a  scribble. 

wish,"  I  replied  ;  "  but  ic  is  much  more  material 
at  will  obviate  the  possibility  of  everything  you 
m.  A  circumstance  like  this  requires  that  truth 
where  delicacy  and  feeling  would  wish  to  conceal 
me  very  much  to  hnve  to  acquaint  you  that  the 
d ;  is  subject,  of  course,  to  some  lucid  intervals ; 
lave  told  me,  it  is  evident  he  ia  now  in  one  of  his 
s ;  common  charity  requires  that  the  proprietor 
1  with  the  matter,  in  order  that  the  poor  creature 

quietly  and  secretly  as  possible  to  some  place  of 
bich  I  shall  take  on  myself  before  I  go  to  bed  to- 

was  the  cool  rejoinder ;  "  it 's  very  creditable  to 
t  preserve  me  from  the  casualties  of  a  duel ;  and  I 
a  say  nothing  about  it)  you  are  not  wholly  disin- 
are  of  your  friend  opposite  either,  since  he  turns 
i;  but  I  teit  you  what,  if  he  was  as  mad  as  the 
B  grandmother,  he  shan't  escape  me-" 
1 !  '  said  I,  deprecatingly,  "  would  you  ask  a  mad- 
k  " 

>d  Beecher,  "my  own  private  opiition  is,  that  the 
ought  a  duel  but  a  madman.  However,  I  don't 
ength  with  him  ;  in  consideration  of  his  infirmity 
find  he 's  really  oat  of  his  senses ;  for  which  pur- 
gh,  will  step  across  the  street  now,  while  Emily  is 
ud  will  hear  what  he  has  to  say  for  himself,"  and 
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Another  chnnce  remained,  my  last,  and  I  tried  it.  With  a  , 
and  solemn  expression  I  asked,"  And  how  would  you  act,  Beechfr.j 
case  you  were  not  satisfied  on  that  point,  when  I  tell  you  in  addida 
that  the  unfortunate  being  whom  you  uTongly  designate  aa  my 
is  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  coniinon  bagman?  " 

"  A  common  bagman !  "  slowly  repeated  the  infuriated  husb 
"  A  bagman  dare  to  treat  my  wife  in  that  manner !     Then,  by  Jfe 
cnry,  god  of  trade,  I  '11  supply  him  with  as  choice  a  bagfull  u{ 
bones  as  ever  Pliil  Crampton  operated  «in."     To  my  inexpressible  ] 
ror  he  made  a  burst  towards  the  door  to  set  about  putting  his 
lent  threat  in  execution.     This  was  a  contingency  for  which  I  bad  ofl 
at  all  calculated.     I  scarce  knew  what  to  do,  but  at  all  risks  he  slip  ' 
be  prevented.     I  sprang  in  his  way,  to  prevent  his  egress,  using 
entreaty  that  self-preservation  could  suggest ;  but  he  refused  to  line 
to  anything.     A  slight  scuffle  and  some  loud  words  ensued  ;  (vt,  I 
tweenwine  and  excitement,  he  was  one  part  drunk  and  three  partti 
manitgeable.     The  noise  we  made  becaine  louder,  and  wa.s 
to  at  last  by  an  outcry  in  the  hall  outside,  nhicli  gathered  finally  !«< 
door  leading   into  the  apartment.      The  uproar   increased,  and 
frenzies  of  my  fear  kept  pace  with  it.     Airs.  Beecher'a  voice  rose  imij 
the  din,  accompanied  by  another  female  squeak,  which  I  attributed  t 
the  dreaded  chambermaid.     Violent  but  ineffectuul  efforta  were 
to  open  the  door,  which,  it  may  be  remembered,  I  had  previooJyi 
cured.     The  usual  process  failing,  another  wa.s  resorted  to,  and  f 
it  was  burst  in,  discovering  to  the  view  of  the  alarmed  intmdoil 
master  of  the  house  and  his  guest  tugging  at  each  other  in 
eaniest —  for,  in  the  delirium  of  my  terror,  I  believe  I  made  ntherl 
serious  attack  on  my  host,  perhaps  in  instinctive  auticipation  uf  t" 
scene  I  know  was  preparing  for  me.     We  were  torn  asunder  bj  I 
footman.     Mrs.  B.  flung  herself,  fainting  and  screaming,  into  the  i 
of  her  husband,  whose  place,  as  mv  antagonist,  the  saucepan  sbovidi 
inclination  to  assume.     I  had  no  time  for  ceremony  ;  and,  as  tbei 
was  clear,   I  contented  myself  with   flooring  the  ambitious 
liverj',  and  leaping  across  his  prostrate  body,  plunged  throufh 
group,  gained  the  hall,  seized  my  hut,  and  bolted — would  that  I  a 
Buy  unrecognized.     The  accents  of  n  female  voice  rang  in  my  car*  i*l 
dcimrted.     "  Och,  you  ugly  Turk  !  "  was  its  burden,  "  wasn't  it  I 
enough  for  you  to  go  coort  the  misthress,  without  nxin*  to  murtbffi 
masther  after  ?  " 


NATIONAL  DEFICIENCIES. 

A  Gaul,  nith  shrug  aud  most  imperious  frown, 
On  a  Swiss  guard  contemptuously  look'd  down, 
"  You  Swiss,"  cried  he,  "  but  figlii  for  vulgar  droa«. 
We  French  for  honour,  and  die  Legion's  cross." 
To  whom  th'  Helvetian,  "  Doth  of  us  are  wise, 
Since  each  would  Tain  achieve  the  rarest  prize ; 
We  fight  for  money,  having  scanty  store, 
You  French  for  lumour,  which  you  vant  still  more." 

Feb.  21, 1841. 
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Tat  Sun  has  l^one  in  froai  tin's  world  of  lin. 

The  gaunt  wolf  roams  the  Ml — 
"  Now  nbitheT  dost  speed  cm  itiy  utl  white  st«ed  t 

Sirange  rider,  pause  and  tell.*' — 

"  MoudI,  mount  with  me,  and  thou  shall  see 

A  hooa  to  thee  t  jnve ; 
The  terrible  power,  for  a  single  boijr. 

To  ride  with  me — and  uveI  '*— 

"  By  tie  thrilling  tone,  and  the  eye  of  stone, 

Atid  the  blue  and  vapoury  breath. 
By  the  hard  cold  brow,  I  linow  thee  now, — ■ 

Dread  rider  I  thou  art  Death  I 

"  Oh  I  might  I  refuse — but  I  dare  not  choose — 

My  spirit  h  not  free  ; 
Thy  gift  is  a  doom,  and,  though  not  to  the  tomb, 
r  feel  I  must  go  with  the« !  " 

Away  !  away !  through  mire  and  ciay 

The  riders  two  are  sped. 
Death  first  drew  rein  on  a  battle  plain, 

'Mid  heaps  of  festering  dead. 

lie  pied  all  around,  and  no  longer  he  frown'd, 

Bui  be  iaii^h'd  with  Aendlike  glee — ■ 
"The  fires  of  hell  bum  wondrous  well. 

When  man  does  my  work  for  me  I " 

And  on  and  on,  o'er  clod  and  stone. 

Are  sp«d  those  riders  twain. 
Towards  a  glimmering  light  through  the  darksome  night, 

Which  beam'd  from  a  cottage  pane. 

Aad  a  lovely  sight  did  that  glimmering  light 

Show  to  the  gazers  there ; 
In  the  twilight  gloom  of  a  lonely  room 

Sat  a  lady  pale  and  fair.* 

In  heavy  unrest  on  her  gentle  breast, 

Its  young  brow  knit  with  pain, 
Lay  the  fever'd  cheek  of  an  mfant  weak, 

Too  feeble  to  complain. 

The  tear-drop  was  dry  in  the  mother's  eye, 

Her  cold  lips  spoke  uo  word; 
Her  will  she  had  given  to  the  will  of  Heaven — 

She  was  waiting  on  the  Lord  t 

'*tU  following  eight  stanzas,  see  Room  II.  No.  143,  Dulwich  Gallery. 
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Yet  erer  a  glance  she  cast  askance 

Of  strange  distrust  and  fear, 
Through  the  doubtful  gloom  of  that  silent  room. 

As  she  felt  that  Death  was  near. — 

He  has  passed  the  door,  he  treads  the  floor, 

His  arm  is  raised  to  slay, — 
But  a  bright  form  was  seen  to  rush  between, 

And  a  stern  voice  cried,  "  Away ! 

"  Destroyer  flee !    Oh,  not  to  thee. 
Through  many  a  peaceful  year. 
Is  it  given  to  split  the  bonds  which  knit, 
That  fond  and  faithful  pair. 

"  And  in  thy  brief  hour  of  impotent  power. 
When  I  may  not  bid  thee  fly ; 
Not  to  them  shalt  thou  bring  or  terror  or  sting. 
Nor  to  thee  shall  be  victory ! 

"  Back,  wretch ! "    O'erpowered,  the  grim  shape  cowered. 

And  winced  like  a  chidden  boy, — 
Then  again  on  its  course  be  urged  his  pale  horse. 
Still  eager  to  destroy. 

At  a  lordly  hall  was  his  next  stem  call. 

Where,  'ueath  silken  canopy. 
Afraid  to  pray,  a  rich  man  lay. 

Who  knew  that  he  must  die : 

His  failing  ear,  it  could  not  hear 

One  blessing  from  the  poor ; 
But  he  knew  whose  steed  had  slacked  its  speed. 

Whose  hand  was  on  the  door. 

His  straining  eye  could  nought  descry 

O'er  his  couch  of  sculptured  gold, 
Save  the  gloating  stare  ot  some  eager  heir, 

Or  the  glance  of  some  menial  cold. 

Oh  1  he  would  have  given  for  one  hope  of  Heaven, 

And  one  of  Love's  true  tears. 
All  his  wealth,  and  his  lands,  and  have  toiled  with  his  hands 

For  bread  through  a  thousand  years. 

But  he  turned  his  fece  from  the  Spirit  of  Grace, 

He  scoffed  at  the  orphan's  cry, — 
His  God  it  was  pelf,  his  love  it  was  self, — 

He  must  godless,  loveless,  die  I 

That  groan  was  his  last. — But  the  hour  is  past, 

The  chartered  space  is  o'er. 
"  Hast  thou  had  enough  ?  "  said  that  rider  rough, 

"  I  can  grant  thee  a  mile  or  two  more. 

"  What !  at  once  away  ?  pale  trembler  stay. 
There 's  a  parting  word  to  tell, — 
When  next  thou  shalt  ride  with  Death  by  thy  side. 
Thou  wilt  not  come  off  so  well.'' 

S.  N.  H. 
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£BetrU  iSnglanJj  in  t()e  ol&en  STiiitr: 

OR,    rEBEGRlNATIUNS    WITH    UNCLE    TfM    AND    MK.    BOSKV,    OP 
LITTLE    BRITillK,    ORYSALTEH. 

BY   GEORGK    OANtEL. 
**  Dmi  thou  think  becaiue  thoa  art  rirtuous  there  shall  be  no  more  cake*  and 

?  " 6BAJ[SP£AltE. 

CHAPTER    Vlll. 

"  SIetbinks,  Benjamin,  "said  UncleTimothy  tothelaureat  of  Little 
Britain,  as  they  sat  ltle-d.{rle  at  breakfast  on  the  morning  after  the  ad- 
Tenture  of  the  old  harper, — "  methinks  I  have  conceded  quite  enough 
by  consenting  to  play  Escjuire  Bedel  to  the  Fubsys,  Muffs,  and  Bum- 
^fftens.    A  couple  of  lean  barn-door  fowls  and  a  loin  — or,  as  Mrs, 
Bumgarten  classically  spells  it,  a  lion  of  fat  country  pork  at  Christ- 
mas, even  were  I  a  more  farinaceous  feeder  than  I  am,  are  hardly 
SiiJvalent  to  my  approaching  purgatory.     You  bargained,  among 
»cr  iifjhti,  for  Westminster  Abbey.     Now,   what  possible  charm 
on  the  Poets'  Corner  have  for  the  Fubsy  family,  who  detest  poets 
Md  poetry  cjuite  as  much  as  ever  did  the  second  George  '  boedry 
Mtl  blinding  ! '     That  was  a  terrible  stumbling-block,  but  I  yielded 
t"  your  wishes.     Then  came  the  British   Jluseum  ;  and  the  two 
•tuffed  giraffes  on  the  stairc.ise,  more  than  the  arguments  with  which 
fw  cr«(nmed  me,  conquered  my  scruples.     I  will  now  take  leave  to 
wmy  omii  way.     Your  eloquence,  persuasive  though  it  be,  shall 
vertalk  me  into  a  blue  coat  and  brass  buttons.     My  mind,  Ben- 
jamin Bosky,  is  made  up." 
"A  rise  man  changes  his  mind  often,  Uncle  Timothy." 
"And  a  fool  never  !     Well,  let  me  be  thought  a  fool  rather  than 
^k  like  one.     Did  I  not  lose  a  dear  friend,  Benjamin,  who  was 
once  to  me — there  is  nobody  present  to  overhear — what  you  are  kind 
enough  to  say  I  have  been  to  ifou  f     Have  I  ever  doffed  my  mourn- 
iug  »uit — my  black  coat  ?  " 

"  I  don't  think  j'ou  have,"  replied  the  laureat  ironically.  "  You 
treaswell  known  by  that  same  everlasting  black  coat  as  was  old 
St.  Ounstan's  by  its  clock  ;  both  exhibiting  very  striking  figures  ! 
Tliough  I  deny  the  black.     'Tis  hardly  fresh  enough  to  be  called 

rusty.     Depend  upon  it,  Mrs.  Bumgarten  will " 

1  know  it,  Benjamin.  That  full-blown  hollyhock  of  the  aristo- 
eracj  of  Mammon,  who  has  a  happy  knack  of  picking  a  hole  in 
ererybody's  coat,  will  not  spare  mine.  Let  her  then,  for  economy's 
[take,  pick  u  hole  in  an  old  coat  rather  than  in  a  new  one.  Besides, 
her  numerous  antipathies  is  a  dressed  up  old  fool;  which, 
erly  translated,  means  one  who  is  very  unlike  a  Fubsy,  and  very 
gentleman." 

"Am  I  to  conclude,  UncleTimothy,  that  you  decline  granting  me 
particular  favour  P " 

In  this  'particular  favour'  —  call  it  a  pill,  or  rather,  Benjamin 
•  kv.  a  bolus;  you  have  ingeniously  rolled  up  a  dispensary  of  dig- 
ibles." 
tx.  a 
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"The  honour  of  our  family  is  at  stake,"  urged  the  laurcat. 
spect,  tooj  for  Mrs.  Bumgarten." 
Uncle  Timothy  whistled 

"Sic  a  wife  as  WiUie  h%d, 

I  would  na  gie  a  button  for  her. 

"  But  suppose,  Benjamin,  I  should  be  so  insane  —  so  lost  to  pr 
priety — so  stark,  starinfr,  ridiculously  mad."  Here  Uncle  Timothy 
paused  to  see  what  effect  his  budget  of  suppositions  had  upon  Mr. 
Bosky's  nerves.  But  Mr.  Bosky  kept  his  nerves  well  strung  and 
his  countenance  steady,  and  let  Uncle  Timothy  go  on  supposing. 

"  Suppose  I  should  all  at  once  depart  from  the  sober  gravity  that 
belongs  to  my  years,  and  exhibit  myself  in  a  blue  coat  and  brsas 
buttons — "  Uncle  Timothy  again  paused ;  but  he  might  as  well 
have  whistled  jigs  to  a  milestone.  The  laureat  continued  immovfr' 
able  and  mute. 

"  Benjamin — Benjamin  Boskif  !  "  cried  Uncle  Timothy,  nettled  at 
his  provoking  imperturbability,  "  ifj  out  of  a  mistaken  civility  to 
your  country  cousins,  and  to  rid  myself  of  these  annoying  importu- 
nities, I  should  set  at  defiance  the  world's  laughter,  and  invite  the 
caricaturist  to  pillory  me  in  the  print-shops  —  a  blue  coat  and  bra** 
buttons  are  not  the  journey-work  of  twenty  minutes  —  for  by  thtU 
time  I  must  be  equipped  to  start.  And,  to  swaddle  myself  in  a 
ready-made  fit,  too  long  at  the  top,  and  too  short  at  the  bottom  — 
like  the  Irishman's  blanket !  No,  Benjamin  Bosky  !  For,  though 
of  figure  I  have  nothing  to  boast — "  here  Uncle  Timothy  unconsci- 
ously (.*)  glanced  at  his  comely  person  in  a  mirror  — "  I  do  not  in- 
tencl  to  qualify  myself  for  a  chair  on  the  fifth  of  November  !" 

I^fr.  Bosky  still  maintained  a  respectful  silence,  but  his  inward 
satisfaction  was  visible. 

"  Therefore,  Benjamin,  were  I  inclined  to  forego  my  scruples,  and 
oblige  you  for  litis  once"  —  as  Uncle  Timothy  saw  the  apparent  im- 
possibility of  obliging,  he  spoke  more  freely  of  his  possible  compli- 
ance —  "  the  thing,  you  see,  is  absolutely  impracticable." 

Mr.  Bosky  looke<l  anxiously  at  the  clock,  and  Uncle  Tim  quite 
exulted  that,  while  starting  an  insurmountable  obstacle,  he  hod 
smoothed  the  rough  edge  of  the  laureat's  disappointment,  and  dex- 
terously— handsomely  slipped  out  of  a  scrape. 

At  this  moment  a  gentle  tap  was  heard  at  the  door,  and  the  old- 
fashioned  housekeeper  —  a  sort  of  animated  dumb-waiter  —  brought 
in  a  blue  bag  for  Uncle  Timothj',  with  Mr.  Rumfit's  respect*. 

"  Rumfit — Rumfit,"  repeated  the  middle-aged  gentleman :  "  I  have 
no  knowledge  of  such  a  person." 

Now  among  the  many  good  gifts  bestowed  upon  Uncle  Timothy 
was  an  excellent  memory.  But  his  last  transaction  with  his  tailor 
had  been  of  so  distant  a  date,  that  his  lapse  in  this  respect  may  be 
excuse<l.     And  Mr.  Rumfit  was  Uncle  Timothy  's  tailor. 

A  carpet-bag  is  generally  significant  of  its  contents.  Though 
now  and  then  things  not  legitimately  belonging  to  it,  nill  creep  into 
a  carpet-bag.  But  in  a  blue  bag  there  is  more  room  for  conjecture. 
A  very  etpiivocal  thing  is  a  blue  bag.  The  first  thing  Uncle  Timo- 
thy did,  after  reading  the  superscription  thrice  over,  was  to  enquire 
of  himself  with  whom  he  was  at  issue  either  in  Chancery  or  common 
law,  or  who  might  possibi}'  be  at  issue  with  him. 
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none  have  I  offended' !  "     And  he  untied  the  hluc 
d  in  for  its  contents,  and  the  first  thing  he  fished 

V  blue  coat,  with  brilliant  brass  buttons. 

le  garment  round  and  round,  and  examining  it  at- 
t  aside,  dived  again,  and  hooked  a  rich  black  satin 

Y  embroidered. 

indcrwent  a  similar  scrutiny,  and  then  took  its 
blue  coat. 

jught  to  the  surface  a  claret-coloured  pair  of  con- 
y  quiet  and  becoming  cut,  to  which  was  pinned  a 
im  Mr.  Kufus  Rumfit  of  Red  Lion  Square,  stating 
teen  made  exactly  to  measure,  and  hoping  that  it 
Jncle  Timothy's  approbation, 
lin,"  entjuired  the  satirical-nosed  gentleman,  "is 
at  all  given  to  <lrink  }  He  talks  of  having  taken 
had  surely  taken  more  than  his  own  when  he 
assertion.  Some  would-be  old  beau — for  the  habi- 
of  a  mature  fashion  —  is  burning  to  disguise  his 
rlequin  suit.  My  life  on 't,  Mr.  Rwmfit  will  soon 
ke  and  be  back  again."  And  Uncle  Timothy  be- 
e  blue  coat,  black  satin  waistcoat,  and  claret- 
tions  into  the  blue  bag  with  all  speed.  "The 
lave  no  time  to  lose." 

umation  of  Mr.  Rumfit's  handiwork,  the  laureat  of 
been  coaxing  a  favourite  parrot,  with  whom  he 
iverse  at  breakfast  time,  to  talk :  but  the  unusual 
nery  bad  completely  absorbed  Poll's  attention,  and 
lately  silent,  leaving  flir.  Bosky  to  tax  his  ingenu- 
laughing  outright  in  Uncle  Timothy's  face.  But 
ig  of  no  longer  delay,  he  threw  himself  into  a 
and  exclaimed,  " '  Thou  wert  not  wont  to  be  so 

he  scales  fell  from  the  middle-aged  gentleman's 
med  seriously,  and  trying  to  look  reproachfully, 
is  anolher  of  your  tomfooleries." 
led  guilty  ;  but  urged,  in  mitigation,  the  occasion — 
[,  and  the  brilliant  bright  blue :  concluding  with 
ic  on  the  lout  eiisembk,  which  he  declared  to  be 
Mr.  Rumfit's  thimble  and  shears, 
was  in  no  humour  to  put  himself  out  of  one: 
few  minutes  trying  on  the  suit  in  his  tiring-room, 
'mere  curiosity  —  if  it  did  fit,  he  returned  in  full 
iddle-aged  Adonis  !  he  seemed  moderately  recon- 
mctamorphosis,  and  rang    for  the    old-fashioned 

was  a  woman  of  few  words.  On  her  entrance 
amazedly,  and  uttered  the  interjection,  "Ah!" 
iditions  of  "  Well,  I  'ni  sure  !  " — 
fool's  cap  and  bells,  a  dark  lantern,  a  pasteboard 
md  half  a  score  of  ragged  urchins  to  shout  me  an 
tiake  an  undeniable  old  Guy  !  Eh,  Norali  ?  " 
Ltsekeeper  shook  her  antidiluvian  high-crowned 
in  token  of  dissent,  and  Mr.  Bosky  waa  unutter- 
e  impossible  idea. 

s  2 
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"  Well,"  added  Uncle  Timothy,  strutting  to  and  fro  with  maci 

dignity, 

" '  Since  I  ara  crept  in  favour  with  myself, 
I  will  maintain  it  with  some  little  cost  I ' 

Here  is  sixpence  :  run,  Norah,  and  buy  me  a  bouquet."  _ 

The  old-fashioned  housekeeper  ga7:e<l  inquiringly,  when  Mr. 
Bosky  interposed  with  a  translation.  "  Uncle  Timothy  means, Mrs. 
Norah,  that  j'ou  will  purchase  him  sixpenny-worth  of  flowers  to 
stick  in  his  button-hole." 

"  No  hollyhocks,  or  dahlias."  said  Uncle  Timothy. 

Air.  Bosky  suggested  a  sunflower. 

The  satirical-nosed  gentleman  looked  a  trifle  serious,  and  the 
Liureat  stood  self-reproved. 

Norah  Noclack  soon  returned  with  a  fragrant  modest  little  nose- 
gay, consisting  of  a  last  rose  of  summer,  a  violet  or  two,  and,  what 
was  peculiarly  appropriate,  heart's-ease. 

A  contest  had  very  nearly  arisen  about  Doctor  Johnson's  walking- 
stick,  or  club,  as  Mr.  Bosky  irreverently  called  it,  which  was  Uncle 
Timothy's  constant  companion.  This  valued  relic  had  been  arcidenl- 
ally  mislaid,  and  as  there  was  no  time  to  look  for  it,  a  handsome 
black  cane,  with  a  gold  top  and  silk  tassel,  occupied  its  place  in  the 
palm  of  Uncle  Timothy.  Mr.  Bosky  then  dutifully  tendered  him  ■ 
smart  new  beaver,  intimating  that  the  old  one  had  that  morning 
been  converted  into  a  nursery  by  his  favourite  pepper-and-salt  puss. 
At  this  crowning  specimen  of  the  lattreat's  ingenuity.  Uncle  Timothy 
smiled  graciously,  and  being  now  gaily  equipped,  prepared  to  sally 
forth  in  good  earnest,  when  a  knock  of  some  pretension  announced 
the  immediate  presence  of  Mr.  Mufl^,  the  august  brother-in-law  of 
Mrs.  Bumgarten,  and  one  of  the  pleasure-taking  tormentors  of  Uncle 
Timothy. 

"  The  Devil ! "'  muttered  the  middle-aged  gentleman. 

Now  ."the  deuce,"  "the  dickens,"  "rabbit  it,"  "  drabbit  it," 
"  boddikins,"  or  when  anything  intolerably  queer  excited  him, 
"  o'i'jt'-boddikins  !  "  were  the  only  expletives  that  escaped  from  the 
lips  of  Uncle  Timothy.  But  "  the  devil !  "  Even  Mr.  Bosky  looked 
momentarily  aghast,  and  the  old-fashioned  housekeeper,  shaking 
her  head  and  shrugging  up  her  shoulders,  attributed  the  appalling 
words  to  the  supernatural  influence  of  the  blue  coat  and  brass- 
buttons. 

"  Charmin'  vether  this  is  !  Fine  hautum  mornin's  these  are  I  " 
grinned  Mr.  Mufi'(hi8  tongue  too  big  for  his  mouth,  and  his  teeth 
too  many  for  liis  tongue,)  with  a  consequential,  self-satisfied  air,  thftt 
seemed  to  say,  "  Beat  that  if  you  can." 

.  Uncle  Timothy  coolly  remarked  that  the  lun  was  just  out;  and 
Mr.  Bosky,  that  the  post  was  just  in. 

"  Ven  I  began  to  dress  me  the  vind  was  nor'-nor'-east ;  but  it 
soon  changed  to  sow-sow-west,"  was  the  next  profound  remark  vo- 
lunteered by  Mr.  Mufl*. 

"Then,"  said  the  laureat,  "you  and  the  wind  shifted  at  much 
about  the  same  time." 

The  Mufls,  Fubsys,  and  Bumgartena,  could  not  understand  a  joke, 
which  they  always  took  the  wrong  way.  The  intelligent  master 
mason,  nothing  moved,  inquired,  •'  Anything  new  in  Little  Bri- 
tain?" 
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freshly  painted  pole  '  over  the  way,"  replied  Mr. 

tritain  ?  "  continued  Jlr.  JMufT. 

ejoined  Uncle  Timothy. 

-law  of  Mrs.  Bumgarten  was  at  a  dead  lock  ;  but 

th,  '■  How  's  the  generality  of  thinijr  In  general?  " 

cle  Timothy's  and  Mr.  Bosky's  turn  to  be  posed  ! 

tor  relieved  them  by  suddenly  recollecting  the  ob- 

ant  mission — "  I  'ra  come,  Mister  Titnviddy " 

eon  to  address  me,"  said  the  satirical-nosed  gentle- 
is  not  Timwiddif,  but^ — " 
errupted  3Ir.  Rluff. 

u  please,"  rejoined  Uncle  Timothy,  with  the  most 
luiescence.  "  Call  me  Alexander,  Wat  Tyler,  Abe- 
li,  Scipio  Africanus,  Martin  Van  ButchelL" 
Tel  about  Christun  names.  Mister  Timtiffin.  Plain 
r  me.  The  AIuiTs  and  all  that's  a-jkin  to  'era  is 
Br  about  names." 

(arret,  that  had  been  Hsteninp  to  and  Bcrutinizing 
I  head  to  foot,  struck  up  the  old  song, 

"  Don't  )  ou  know  the  muffin  man  ? 
Don't  you  know  liis  name?" 

dd  sort  of  a  bird  that  is  ! "  remarked  the  master 

ime,  I  say,  Mister  Timvhim,  to  fetch  you  to  Mrs. 

she  says  it 's  werry  mystified,  but  you  gay-looking, 

le-aged  gentlemen,  (Mrs.   Bumgarten    hates   gay- 

(d,  middle-aged  gentlemen,)  are  awful  loiterers  by 

in't  see  a  smart  bonnet  or  a  pretty  turn'd  ankle, 

int  gay  Lotharios  niuxl  stop  and  look  after  'em  ;  and 

werry  low  —  and  the  MuiTs,  Fubsy s,  and  Bumgar- 

low." 

r  made  a  very  low  bow. 

rten  says  she  vont  go  to  the  Sluseum :  she  could 


•,  one  of  the  popular  relics  of  Alerrie  England,  ia  itiU  to  be 
(Id  itreeti  of  Lomlon  uid  in  cuuntiy-towns,  pafiitcd  with  its 
■  stripes,  and  »iinuuiiiited  vvitlv  u  (^U  acurii.  Tim  lute  and 
anioni;  the  furniture  of  a  barber's  shop.  Ho  whu  wailed  to  be 
ical  turn,  playH  to  tlie  uimpany.  The  barber  himself  vriu  a 
umnt-witted  fellow.  William  Rowley,  the  dramstist,  in  "  A 
SIW,"  dius  describes  hioi.  "  As  wee  were  but  bskiiif;  tlic  qties- 
over  the  way  (urerlistnictg  un)  a  news.searcher,  viz.  a  barUu- : 
I  aotne  discourse  for  his  next  patient,  left  hiii  banner  of  bsMiia 
\f  and  clotely  eave-drops  our  cnuference.  The  iwueie  trebh- 
1  incert  aouie-wliat  of  his  knowledge:  (treble  tuii^'d  I  call 
re't:  bee  has  a  reasonable  cnotber-totigue,  his  barber-»urgiout 
le  betweene  two  of  bis  finger«,  and  from  thence  picM^eedi  bin 
ing  wit  too.)  Well,  sir,  Le  (before  he  was  a»kt  the  (|uestion,) 
dring  knight  (Mnnsier  L'Arjjenl)  sure  wo»  not  farrooff;  for 
i  was  foine  to  watch  till  tnnrning  to  trim  some  of  his  followers, 
f  went  away  from  him  betimes.  Hes  swore  hee  never  clos'd 
e  to  church,  and  then  he  slept  all  sennon-time  ;  but  certainly 
>,  and  at  yonder  tavenie  (showing  us  the  buab )  I  doe  imagine 
ler."  In  tmcient  time*  the  barber  and  the  iailor,  as  iiews- 
i  crown.  The  barber  not  only  erected  bii  pvlt  as  a  sign,  but 
a  it  by  way  of  oniametit. 


262 


MERRIE    ENGLAND 


abide  the  stuffed  birds  and  monkeys ;  but  she  can't  a-bear  old  war-aes, 
old  books,  and  old  bronze-eyes.  She  hates,  too,  them  Algerine 
(Elgin?)  ninrbles." 

The  middk'-aged  gentleman  inwardly  rejoiced  at  Mrs.  Bumgar- 
ten's  aiUipHthics. 

"And  alie  vont  go  to  Vest-min/ster  Abbey,  for  Mrs.  Bumgarten 
hntes  old  tonibstMns,  And  she  von't  go  to  the  play,  for  31r».  Bum- 
gjirten  hates  your  actinp  nonsensical  mock  stuff;  and  she  don't  think 
as  how  she'll  go  to  the  Fancy  Fair,  for  Mrs.^umgarten — it  'a  werry 
fanny  that — hales  fun." 

"  Pray,  sir,"  demanded  the  middle-aged  gentleman,  "  will  you 
have  the  kindness  to  iiil'orm  ine  what  3Irs.  Biimgarten  likes?  " 

The  master  mason  xnunded  the  depths  of  his  capacious  intellect 
for  a  reply.  His  cogitative  faculties  were  "in  cogibundity  of  cogi- 
tation." After  a  multiplicity  of  mental  tliroes,  he  exclaimed,  "  Vy, 
hot  roast-pork  and  apple-sarce,  vith  a  sprinkling  of  moist  sugar  m 
the  grawy  ! " 

At  the  same  moment  that  Mr.  Muff  discharged  his  mind  of  this 
interesting  fact,  BIr.  Bosky's  Louis  Quatorze  clock  struck  a  musical 
quarter,  and  the  parrot  responded  with  two  lines  from  one  of  the 
laureat's  lyrics, 

"  Quick  !  quick  1  be  off  in  a  crack. ; 
Cut  your  slick,  or  'iwlll  he  on  your  back  !  " 

Polishing  them  off  with  a  tag  (the  schoolmaster  had  been  abroad 
in  Little  Britain!  )  for  which  my  Lord  JSlayor  —  the  conservator  of 
city  morals  and  the  Thames — would  have  fined  him  five  shillings. 

"  That  poll  parrot  swears  like  a  Chrishtun  !  "  Mr.  Muff  then  took 
hold  of  Uncle  Timothy's  arm,  adding,  "  If  ve  don't  make  haste,  Mrs. 
Bumgarten  vill  look  as  bitter  as  a  duck  biled  vith  camomile-flowers: 
Ve've  kept  her  a-vaiting  I  don't  know  how  long,  and  Mrs.  Bum- 
garten hates  to  be  kept  a-vaiting." 

Within  my  solitary  bow'r 
I  saw  a  quarter  of  au  hour 
Fly  heavily  along  I 

The  excitement  over,  Mr.  Bosky's  quarter  flew  by  the  "  fat/t 
Hying  waggon  that  flies  on  broad  wheels  !  "  It  was  a  dreary  inter- 
val, compounded  of  soliloquy  and  recitative.  "  Ha  !  ha  !  '  no  crea- 
ture smarts  so  little  as  a  tboL*  Well  said,  Alexander  the  Little ! 
Egad,  I  almost  wish  that  I  made  one  of  the  party.  I  'm  in  ihe  cave 
of  spleen,  among  gnomes  and  megrims,  and  getting 'as  melancholy 
as  a  gib-cat,  or  a  luggd  bear ! '     Poll — pretty  Poll ! 

Pretty  poll !  let's  you  and  I, 

Something  merry  and  musical  try. 

Is  my  voite  too  hi);h?  too  low  ? 

Answer,  Polly,  yes  or  no  1 

Not  B  word,  undutiful  bird, 

For  barley-sugar  «nd  sugar-plums — fie ! " 

But  Poll's  eyes  still  goggled  at  the  door  through  which  Uncle 
Tim  and  his  finery  had  vanished.  An  almond  or  two  from  that 
magazin  de  comfilures,  Mr.  Bosky's  waistcoat  pocket,  soon  revived  in 
the  abstracted  bird  a  relish  for  the  good  things  of  this  world.     He 
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Je  cordially  with  a  apoonful  of  maraschino,  and 
ik  a^^ainst  the  wires  of  his  cage,  and  presented  it  for 
■n  gave  token  of  a  song,  and  the  laureat  led  (to  the 
udy  0!") 

THE  QUAKER  DUET. 

1,  in  truth,  I  'm  a  sober  Qualcer  youth  ; 
lymen's  knot,  ihe  pretty  girls,  to  spite  'era.  lye. 
is  in  your  trap  ;  you  've  crimp'd  it,  like  your  cap  ; 
uch  tlie  spurrit  moves  me — hum  I — to— 

Tye  turn  tye  ! 

1  the  knot  is  lyed,  and  you  're  my  blushing  bride, 
msels  will  (for  leading  apes  must  fright  'em,)  tye 
hands  with  speed.     U  yes,  they  will,  indeed  t 
e  chorus  at  our  meeting  will  be^ — 

Tye  turn  lye  J 

bear  you  sigh,  ah  !     I  will  not  see  you  cry,  ah  ! 
istant  Obadi-al) !  to  unite  'em  ;  tye 
s  and  hearts  in  one,  before  to-morrow's  sun — 
»ke  thy  lender  Tabitha  to— 

.         Tye  lum  tye ! 

CHAPTER  IX. 

of  Little  Britain  was  now  left  at  full  liberty  to  fol- 
ocations ;  but  that  liberty  was  by  no  means  a  gua- 
ould  follow  thenn  ;  except,  as  some  folks  follow  the 
ry  considerable  distance.    Mr.  Bosky  read  the  uioni- 
t  upon  'Change,  looked  in  at  Gurraway's.  enquired 
ks,  railway,  and  steam-boat  shares,  took  Birch's  in 
cussed  an  oyster  pntty,  set  his  watch  by  the  dial  of 
turned  home,  turned  over  the  leaves  of  his  ledger, 
rew  a  draft,  signed  certain  contracts  touching  turme- 
lac  dye,  and  Barbary  gtim  ;  dictated  a  letter,  hum- 
toked  the  fire,  inspected  the  dusty  invoices  of  an  old 
•immed  his  naib,  scribbled  on  the  blotting-paper, 
ifith  his  solemn  clerk,  and  when  the  old-fashioned 
!ted  upon  him  to  receive  his  commands  for  dinner, 
•ovide  only  ibr  herself,  and  Mr.  Fixture,  the  solemn 
n  ;  but  to  be  sure,  as  Uncle  Timothy  was  not  ex- 
evening,  to  knock  up  some  little  dainty  kickshaw 
11,  with  all   these  manifestations  of  being  mtifhtily 
g  nothing,  it  was  obvious  that  the  wits  of  Mr.  Bosky 
rool-gathering  for  the  day,  and  running  a  wild  goose 
e  Timothy's  new  blue  coat  and  brass  buttons.     But 
hind.     Mrs.  Norah  Noclack,  who  had  never  before 
irgan  of  tune,  suddenly  betrayed  symptoms  of  vo- 
■t  notes  fell  on  tlic  astonished  ear  of  the  solemn  clerk, 
«s  the  ghost  of  Banquo  did  Macbeth  —  pu»ihed  him 
He  hurried  to  the  stair-head,  and  listened  incredu- 
]g  what  musical  coil  could  be  going  on  in  the  still- 
ipplied  his  oblique  eye  to  the  key-hole,  and — seeing 
jehcid  the  locomotive  old  lass  practising  the  graces, 
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and  rehearsing  a  minuet  before  the  mirror,  to  the  cromatic  accom- 
paniment of  her  wiry  falsetto.  Big  with  the  portentous  discovery, 
he  bustled,  out  of  breath,  to  Mr.  Busky,  to  whom,  after  unpacking 
bis  budget  of  strange  news,  he  pruposed  the  instant  holding  of* 
commission  of  lunacy,  for  the  due  and  proper  administration  of  her 
lew  hundreds  in  long  annuities,  two  large  boxes,  a  chest  of  drawers, 
and  a  wardrobe  full  of  old-fashioned  finery,  besides  sundry  trinkets, 
the  spoils  of  three  courtships  to  which  she  had  turned  a  deaf  ear, 
consigning  her  rejected  atlmirers  to  the  slough  of  Despond.  Rfr. 
Bosky  affected  to  listen  with  extraordinary  interest,  and  promised 
to  give  the  affair  his  most  serious  consideration.  A  few  days  after 
the  carolling  of  Mrs.  Norah  surprised  Uncle  Timothy,  who,  having 
heard  the  old  cbantress  go  through  her  canzonet  from  beginning  to 
end,  and  recognising  the  real  culprit  in  the  eccentric  muse  of  Mr. 
Benjamin  Bosky,  he  took  the  little  laureat  to  task  for  putting  ht» 
wardrobe  into  metre,  hitching  his  Christian  name  into  ludicrous 
rhyme,  and  turning  the  head  and  untuning  the  voice  of  the  hitherto 
anti-musical  Norah  Noclack.  Mr.  Bosky  exhibited  deep  contrition, 
and  as  Air.  Bosky's  contrition  bore  considerable  resemblance  to  Mr. 
Liston's  tragedy,  Uncle  Timothy  always  dreaded  to  encounter  it  when 
anything  serious  was  in  the  case.  As  he  became  more  accustomed 
to  the  air,  he  discovered  fewer  faults  in  the  execution.  It  had  in- 
fused new  life  into  the  taciturn  old  lady.  Her  gratitude  and  affec* 
tionate  regard  had  only  found  utterance  in  blessings  implored  on  the 
head  of  her  benefactor,  which  no  one  could  hear  but  the  great  spirit 
of  whom  they  were  humbly  supplicated.  But  now  she  could  "cry 
to  all  the  house  "  her  admiration  !  and  so  completely  did  she  innocu- 
late  the  solemn  clerk  with  her  musical  mania,  tnat  one  evening, 
when  called  upon  for  a  toast  and  a  song  at  the  club'  of  the  Knights 
of  St.  John  of  Jerusalem,  held  in  an  ancient  trophied  chamber  over 
the  venerable  gateway  of  the  Priory,  he  jumped  upon  his  legs,  and 
startled  his  brother  knights  with  his  unwonted  enthusiasm.  "  Uncle 
Timothy  J  Who  does  not  know  him  by  that  familiar  name  ?  The 
poor,  the  needy,  and  such  as  have  none  to  help  them  !  Sound 
trumpets  !  wave  banners  !  shout  voices  1 "  This  was  probably  the 
longest  public  oration  that  Mr.  Fixture  had  made  in  his  life.  Cer- 
tainly the  only  song  that  he  was  ever  known  to  have  sung  wus  the 
old-fashioned  housekeeper's 

APOTHEOSIS  OF  UNCLE  TIM'S  BRAN  NEW  BUTTONS  AND 

BLUE. 

If  I  had  my  widow's  or  raaidea's  whim — 

I  know  who — I  know  who 
II  should  be !     Why,  Uncle  Tim, 

In  his  bran  new  butions  and  blue. 
Tim's  a  middle  a^'d  gentleman  sleek. 
With  a  laughing  eje  and  a  cherry  cheek ! 
Me  loves  a  good  joke 
Like  other  biythe  folk  ; 


'  This  fe^tivom  club  coniiit*  of  more  than  fiftwn  hundred  memlier*.  Their 
pfjfin  «re  celebrated  cverv  Monday  eveainf;  throiif(iiou(  U«t  year.  The  cliair  ia 
Ukeu  at  nine,  and  racsteil  at  twelve.  St.  Jolui'i  Uate  (their  place  of  rcudeiroua) 
It  tnily  cla«»ic  ground. 
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A  Christmas  carol, 
A  cup  from  (he  barrel, 
I  gla&s  of  old  wine  seven  days  in  tlie  week  ! 

hitn  sin^,  and  hear  him  talk, 
'eriest  merriest  cock  of  the  walk  ; 
Daintily  dress 'd 
Like  a  buck  in  his  best  1 
Loyal  and  true 
As  his  holiday  bluel 
black  silk  stuck  and  erabroider'd  t«3(  ; 
In  Wellingtons  trim 
Struts  Uncle  Tim  ! 
Willi  beaver  and  cane. 
And  Stuart  gold  chain — 
Di'inond  pin 
Stuck  unJer  his  chin — 
All  Little  Britain 
Were  never  so  smitten ! 
ne'er  shall  look  on  hi»  like  again  ! 

Ilei^ho  !  my  heart  is  low ! 

Devils  blue 

As  Tim's  bran  new  ! 

Fidgets,  fumes. 

Mops  and  brooms  I 
Tantrums  all  from  top  to  toe  ! 

Ueigho  ! 
Such  a  quiz !  such  a  beau  ! 
Such  a  shape !  such  a  make  i 
Would  I  were  a  lady. 
As  blooming  as  May-day  ; 
With  carriages,  house,  and 
Twice  twenty  tiioiuand  ; 
only  were  for  Uncle  Timothy's  sake  ! 

CHAPTEB   X. 

rl  we  promised  thee  at  the  outset  of  our  journey 
ms  by  the  way,  and  as  an  earnest  of  that  promise 
xd  Benjamin  Bosky  and  Uncle  Tim.  We  would 
courtesy  for  others  that  are  soon  to. follow.  In 
trough  life,  half  the  battle  depends  upon  the  per- 
ve  may  be  associated.  And  shall  we  carry  dislike 
he  closet?  Grope  for  those  daily  plagues  in  our 
elbow  and  stare  us  full  in  the  face  at  every  turn 
wearisome  world  ?  To  chronicle  minutely  the 
lations"  of  Uncle  Timothy  through  this  live-long 
■it  himj  like  "  Patience,"  not  sitting  "  on  a  raonu- 
frief,"  but  lolling  in  Mr.  Bosky's  brischkta,  laugh- 
only)  at  the  strange  peculiarities  of  the  Uluffs,  and 
Id  endurance  to  the  unaccountable  antipathies  of 
Now  the  Fubsys  might  be  called,  par  ejceellence, 


il  Prudence  is  a  nymph  wc  much  admire, 
'loves  to  aid  the  hypocrite  and  liar, 
d  help  poor  rascals  throujjh  the  mire, 
iVhom  ^Ith  and  infimy  begrime  : 
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She's  one  of  guilt's  roost  useful  drudges. 
Her  good  advice  she  never  grudges, 
Give!)  parsons  meekness,  gravity  to  judges; 
But  frowns  upon  the  man  of  rliyine  ! 


Good  store  of  prudence  had  the  Fubsy  family.  Their  honest 
scruples  always  prevented  them  from  burning  their  fingers.  They 
■were  much  too  wise  to  walk  into  a  well.  They  kept  on  the  windy 
side  of  the  law.  But  if  the  law  drew  not  a  very  strict  line  of  de- 
marcation between  "  mcum"  and  "tuum,"  or  annexed  no  penalty  lo 
o'erleaping  it,  the  Fiibsys  never  let  their  scruples  stand  in  the  way 
of  their  interest.  They  were  vastly  prone  to  measure  other  people't 
morality  by  the  family  bushel,  and  had  exceedingly  grand  notions 
touching  their  self-importance ;  (little  minds,  like  little  men,  cjinnot 
afibrd  to  stoop !)  which  those  who  have  seen  a  cock  on  a  dunghill  or 
a  crow  in  a  gutter,  may  have  some  idea  of. 

Nothing  pleased  IMrs.  Bumgarten  during  this  days  pleaaure(?). 
Mr.  Bosky's  equipage  —  and  one  more  tasteful  was  hardly  to  be 
found  oui  of  Little  Britain  —  she  politely  brought  into  depreciating 
comparison  with  the  staring  yellow  and  blue,  brass-mounted,  and 
screw-wigged  turn-out  o(  her  acquaintances  the  Kickwitches.  the 
mushroom  aristocracy  of  retired  "  Putty  and  Load  ! "  And  when 
Jlr.  Sluff,  who  was  no  herald,  hearing  something  about  IMr.  Bosky's 
arms  being  painted  on  the  panels,  innocently  inquired  whether  bis 
Icgt  were  not  painted  too? — at  which  Uncle  Timothy  involuntarily 
smiled — the  scarlet-liveried  pride  of  the  Fubsys  rushed  into  her 
cheeks,  and  she  bridled  up,  wondering  what  there  was  in  Mr.  Muff's 
question  to  be  laughed  at.  Knowing  the  extreme  susceptibility  of 
ilrs.  Bumgarten's  nervous  system.  Uncle  Timothy  had  desired  John 
Tonikins  to  drive  moderately  slow.  This  was  "  scratching  away  at 
a  snail's  pace !  a  cat's  gallop  !  "  "A  little  faster,  John,"  said  Uncle 
Timothy,  mildly.  This  was  racing  along  like  "  Sabbath-day.  plea- 
sure-taking, public-house  people  in  a  tax-cart!  "  Not  an  exhibition, 
prospect,  person,  or  thing  were  to  her  mind.  The  dinner,  which 
might  have  satisfied  Apicius,  she  dismissed  with  "  faint  praise," 
sighing  a  supplementary  complaint,  by  way  of  errata,  that  there 
"  tvas  nopichlcs  !  " — and  the  carving — until  the  well-bred  Mrs.  Bum- 
garten herself  courteously  snatched  the  knife  and  fork  out  of  Uncle 
Timothy's  hands — was  "awful!  horrid!"  Then  she  never  tastes 
tuch  port  and  sherry  as  she  does  at  her  cousins'  the  Shiifflebotham»; 
and  as  for  their  black  amber  (Hambro'P)  grapes,  oh!  they  was 
fit  for  your  perfect  gentlefolks  I  — those  gentlefolks,  the  Shutiiebo- 
thams!  An  inquiry  from  mine  host,  whether  Uncle  Timothy  pre- 
ferred a  light  or  a  full  wine,  drew  forth  this  jocular  answer,  "  I  like 
a  full  wine  and  a  full  bottle,  Master  Boniface."  —  "  So  do  I,"  added 
the  unguarded  Mr.  Muff.  This  was  "'treraendi-ous !  "  The  two 
ladies  looked  at  each  other,  and  having  decided  on  a  joint  scowl,  it 
fell  with  annihilating  blackness  on  the  master-mason,  and  Mrs.  Muff 
trod  upon  his  toes  under  the  table  ;  a  conjugal  hint  that  Mr.  Muff 
bad  taken  enough  !  Mrs.  Bumgarten  had  a  momentary  tiff  with 
Mrs.  Muff  upon  some  trifling  family  jealousy,  which  brought  into 
contest  their  diminutive  dignities;  but  as  the  fond  sisters  had  the 
good  fortune  to  be  Fubsys,  and  as  the  Fubsys  enjoyed  the  exclusive 
privilege  of  abusing  one  another  with  impunity,  the  sarcastic  com- 
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&1  sneers  tbey  so  lovingly  exchanged  passed  for 
rst  fire  ;  and  "  Sister,  sister,  y/e  are  both  iti  the 
matters  to  rights  agnin.  The  absence  of  Air. 
lar  and  a  gentleman,  who  had  backed  out  of  this 
*)  left  hi.s  lady  at  a  sad  loss  fur  one  favourite  f\\h~ 
revelled,  because  it  annoyed  hini  ;  consequently 
igar  impertinent  hits  at  "  your  clever  people  ! " 
liatus  led  her  to  some  ludicrous  details  of  what  she 
5  her  raatrimonial  pilgrimage, 
ittered  the  middle-aged  gentleman,  indignantly. 
intippe,  you  have  suffered!  But  what?  Why, 
literate  prejudices  to  mar  all  that  makes  the  do> 
eilectual,  tranquil,  and  happy  !  Yes  !  you  have 
terless  desert,  where  you  reign  the  restless  fury  of 
discord !  " 

iff,  the  eldest  born  of  Brutus,  a  youth  who  exhi- 
development  of  the  eating  and  drinking  organs, 
(lile  that  w^oukl  have  made  his  fortune  through  a 
tmerged  from  his  post  of  honour  behind  the  puffed 
Ib,  and  rustling  skirts  of  "  ma's  "  and  aunt's  silk 

htened,  Guy,"  said  Mrs.  Bumgarten,  soothingly ; 

nwig." 

g  to,  aunt,"  snuffled  the  self-complaisant  Master 

gentleman,"  said  Uncle  Timothy,  (for,  looking  at 
lumber,  he  did  not  VL-nture  to  fuppose,)  "that  you 

,  and  are  perfect  in  your  exercises." 
skipping-rope,  and  pris'ner's  base?" 

I?" 

as8  my  time  at  dumps  and  marloes." 

yhristmas-piece  to  Mr.  Tiratiffin,  do,  dear  Guy  !  " 

sly- 
US'  made  the  effort,  Mr.  Brutus  Muff  acting  as 

taking  in  each  hand  a  dessert-plate). 

wk  here  upon  this  fic-tur,  and  on  this, 
le  counter — counter — " 

!  "  muttered  Uncle  Timothy, 
'it  pre»en-/i-ment " — 
Kjy  out,  Mr.  Muff,  as  you  always  do ! "  snarled  Mrs. 


"—Of  two  brothers, 
ee  what  a  fft^ce  was  sealed  on  that  brow  ; 
ly-Hy-" 

hing  about  curls  and  frofit?"  said  Mr.  Muff. 
;  this  as  an  affront  to  her  own  particular  jazey, 
y  redolent  of  both  ;  she  darted  a  fierce  frown  a  la 
rrogator,  that  awed  him  into  silence. 


A  eye  like  Mat  to  threaten  and  command- 
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The  sabdoed  oiMter-mssoa  fdt  the  full  force  of  this  line,  to  vhici 
bb  aon  Gaj's  mprapriste  pracrandation  and  personal  sure  gmre  i 
mtmr  remJmg.  Hen  the  joTcnile  spoater  finally  broke  dotrn,  upoi 
whicli  Un.  Bamganen  took  his  voice  under  her  patronage,  ami 
beriag  prerailed  npoo  him  to  tnr  a  soog.  the  "  youn|;  idea  "  b^ 
in  an  exa  ■dating  vheexe,  as  if  a  pair  of  bellows  had  been  inviinl 
to  m^,  the  MknriDg  wtoreenw.  "  More  so,"  said  Mrs.  Muff,  ennw* 
wmaa^j,  *'becaaae  pa"  (XicfaoUs  Pabsy,  familiarly  denomimted 
"Old  Xick  ")  '*  said  it  was  almost  good  enough  to  be  sang  a  Sto- 
days  after  Tabernacle." 

Tlicie  was  a  litde  bird. 

His  case  bun^  in  the  hall  ; 
On  Motiday  morning.  May  the  third, 

lie  coaldn'l  siiig  a.t  all. 

And  for  this  reason,  mark. 

Good  people,  great  and  small, 
Because  the  posscy,  for  a  lark. 

Had  eat  hun,  bones  and  all. 


None  of 


"  Ah  ! "  cried  Aunt  B.  approvingly,  '*  that  it  a  song ! 
your  frothy  comic  stuff  that  tomt  folkt  (! !)  is  so  fond  of." 

She  now  entertained  Uncle  Timothy  with  an  account,  full  of  Ixns* 
bast  and  brag,  of  aome  grand  weddings  that  had  recently  been  crle^ 
brated  in  the  Fubsy  family, — the  Candlerig«  and  Gropusse*  (genllp- 
folks,  it  occurred  to  the  satirical-nosed  gentleman,  not  by  the  gncr 
of  6od,  but  the  mopusses!)  having  condescended  to  adulterate  the 
patrician  blood  of  St  Giles's  in  the  fields  with  the  plebeian  puddle 
of  the  City  Gardens,  the  sometime  suburban  retreat  of  the  Fubijr*. 
where  they  farmed  a  magnificent  chateau,  which,  like  the  greH 
Westphalian  Baron  de  Thunder-tan-trounck's,  had  a  door  and  a  ■in- 
dow.  It  next  came  to  the  turn  of  several  families,  with  whom  Mrv 
Bumgarten  was  acquainted,  to  be  picked  to  pieces  ;  which  tuiWniK 
been  done,  with  a  gusto  peculiar  to  the  Fubsys,  she  looked  pn  lli» 
forlorn  hope  round  the  table  and  room  for  something  to  find  fAilt 
with.  Uncle  Timothy  filled  up  the  pause,  by  calling  on  Mr.  Bnita* 
Muff  for  a  song. 

"  /  never  hecred  Mr.  Muff  sing,  Mr.  Timwig,"  chimed  the  afti9* 
simultaneously. 

"Indeed!  Then,  ladies,  it  will  be  the  greater  novelty.  Coart, 
my  good  sir ;  but  first  a  glass  of  wine  with  you." 

"Oh  dear,  Mr.  Timwiddy,  you  will  make  Mr.  Muff  quite  Wp" 
heavy  !  It  must  only  be  half  a  glass,"  said  Jlrs.  Muff,  authofit*- 
tively. 

"  The  lop  half."  And  the  middle-aged  gentleman  poured  out  tl* 
"regal  purple  stream  "  till  it  kissed,  without  flowing  o\ct,  the  brim. 
Mr.  JNIuff  instantly  brought  the  bumper  t<i  a  level  with  his  lip*,  mA 
as  if  half  ashamed  of  what  he  waa  doing,  put  both  kalva  out  of 
sight ! 

"  Is  the  man  mnd  >  "  cried  the  amazed  Mrs.  Muff. 

"  lias  he  lost  his  senses  ?  "  ejaculated  liie  bewildered  Mrs.  Bun 
garten. 

"  He  has  found  them,  rather,"  whispered  the  satirical  nosed  ga 
tleman. 
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The  bUnd  looks  and  persuasive  tones  of  Uncle  Timothy,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  but  bumper,  had  wrought  wonders  on  the  master- 
mason.  He  looked  Silcnus-like  and  rosy,  and  glanced  his  little  peer- 
ing eyes  across  the  table — Mrs.  Muff  having  a  vmce  too  in  the  affair 
— for  an  assenting  nod  from  the  fierce  black  velvet  spangled  turban 
of  his  better  and  bigger  half.  But  Mrs.  Muff  made  no  sign,  and  he 
pused  irrrsolute,  when  another  kind  word  and  smile  from  the  mid- 
W4ged  gentleman  encouraged  him,  at  all  hazards,  to  begin  with, 

Doctor  Pott  U»ed  up  ooe  pair, 
Aud  reach'd  bit  room  by  a  comical  stair! 
Like  all  M.D.'s, 
lie  pocketted  fees 
As  quick  as  he  could. 
As  doctors  should  I 
And  rented  a  knocker  near  Bloomsbury  Square. 
Tib  bts  rib  wu  not  wery  young, 
^\  ery  short,  wery  lull, 
Wery  feir  vithal ; 
Bat  she  had  a  tongue 
Wery  pat,  wery  glib 
For  a  snow-vhite  lib, 
And  wery  veil  hung ! 

"You  shan't  sing  another  lirie,  that  you  shan't,  Brutus!"  vocife- 
'ilcd  .Mrs.  Muff.  But  the  Cockney  Roman,  undaunted  and  vocal, 
tistan  singing, 

Savs  Doctor  Peter  Pott.  "  As  I  know  vhat  's  vhat. 
My  anti-bilious  patent  pill  on  Tib  my  rib  I  Ml  try ; 

If  Mrs.  P.  vill  svallow,  if  diswiution  follow. 

And  she  iihould  kick  the  bucket,  I  'm  sure  I  shan't  cry  ! " 

"Where  could  he  have  learned  such  a  rubbishing  song?     /  never 
kinu  ,1  that  he  knew  it !    A  man,  too,  after  pa's  own  heart !     I  shall 
j;o  into  hystericals,"  sighed  Mrs.  Aluff. 
a  <u  be  as  you  're  so  inclined,  my  love,  have  the  purliteness  just 
to  riit  till  I  've  a-done  singing. 

And  vel  the  doctor  knew  that  a  leer  par  les  deux  yeux 

Mrs.  Pott  vithsiand  could  not,  vhto  shot  from  Peter's  eye; 

So  presently  plump  at  her  he  opes  his  organic  buttery. 
And  said  the  pill  it  vouidn't  kill,  no,  not  a  little  Hy  ! 

"  Have  you  no  sort  of  compassion  for  my  poor  nerves  }  "  remon- 
"•'•  '  ."Mrs.  Aluff,  patlietically. 

e  vhatsumdever,"  replied  the  stoical  Brutus.     "Vhatcom- 
iwHon  have  you  ever  had  for  tninr  ?  " 

"  Besides,"  said  he,  "  I  svear,  d'ye  see. 
By  the  goods  and  chattels  of  Doctor  P. 
By  my  vig  and  my  cane. 
Brass  knocker  and  bell. 
And  the  cab  in  vhich  I  cut  sich  a  svel). 
That  a  single  pill  (a  pill,  by  tiie  by. 
Is  »  dose  I)  if  Mrs.  Pott  vill  try, 
Of  gout  and  phthisic  she  'II  neu'er  coreplaiii, 
And  neither  vaiit  lo  take  physic  again." 
Down  it  slid, 
And  she  newer  Ju/i 
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(The  Doctor  vitb  laughing  vas  like  to  bunt !) 
For  thia  werry  good  reason — it  finish 'd  her  first ! 

"  I  '1!  send,"  cried  Mrs.  Bumgarten,  furiously,  "  for  one  of  OieL 
division." 

"  You  may  send  to  the  devil  for  one  of  the  L  division ! "  sbogted 
the  valiant  Air.  Muff,  aspirating  with  particular  emphasis  the  IcUS 
L.  "  Howsever,  ladies,  as  you  don't  seem  muc/i  to  like  Doctor  Pott, 
suppose  I  favour  you  vith  the  Irishman's  epitaph. 

Here  I  lays,  Teddy  O'Blaize,        (Singing) 

And  my  body  quite  sit  its  aite  is; 
Vith  the  lip  of  my  nose  and  the  tops  of  my  toes 

Turn'd  up  to  the  roots  of  the  daisies  1 

And  now,  my  inn'aluable  spouse,  as  I  carn't  con»pr«ently  .ri"^  yon 
any  more  moral  lessuns,  I  "11  just  tipple  you  two  or  three!"  And 
Wr.  Muff,  with  admirable  coolness  and  precision,  filled  himsclTi 
bumper.  "  First  and  foreinust,  from  this  day  henceforrer'd  i  "n 
determined  to  be  my  own  lord  and  master." 

"  You  shall  never  be  mine  !  "  said  Mrs.  Muff,  bitterly, 

"  Imprimis  and  secondly,  I  don't  choose  to  be  the  hen-pecked, 
huRger-mugger,  coUywoffling,  snubbed,  under-the-fear-or-hit-vift" 
and-a-broomstick  Jerry  Sneak  and  PoUyeoddie,  that  old  Nic  Fub»f 
the  Vhltechapel  pin-maker  vas  I  You  shan't,  my  dear,  like  his  loving 
Lizzy,  curry-comb  ray  precious  vig,  and  smuggle  my  last  vill!" 

"  Et  tu  Brute  ]  "  saiti  Uncle  Timothy,  in  a  half  whisper. 

"  He  is  a  brute  !  "  sobbed  Mrs.  Bumgarten,  "  to  speak  so  of  poor 
dear  pa !     Mr.  MuflT,  Mr.  IMufT!  how  I  disguti  you  !  " 

"Don't  purwake  me,  Mrs.  Bumgarten,  pray,  don't  purrvoVtm 
into  'fending  and  proving,  or  1  ahidl  let  the  cat  out  of  the  bag  to  Wr. 
Timvig,  and  the  kittens  into  the  bargain !  By  the  Lord  Harry,  111 
peach,  Mrs.  Muff!" 

Five  full  glasses  of  red  port  had  removed  the  decent  restraint  tlul 
Mrs.  Bumgarten  sotnelimcs  imposed  on  her  unruly  member,  which 
restraint  may  be  likened  unto  tlie  board  that  confines  the  odoriferoni 
contents  of  a  scavenger's  cart,  and  she  was  about  to  pour  upon  th* 
master-mason  a  fragrant  flood  of  Fubsyean  eloquence,  when  Prvinef> 
the  family  guardian  angel,  took  her  by  the  tongue's  tip,  as  St.  Dun»un 
took  a  certain  ebony  gentleman  by  the  nose.     She  telegrapheil  Mr*. 
Muff,  and  Jlrs,  Muff  telegraphed  the  intelligent  Guy.   Just  as  BruW* 
was  fetching  breath  for  another  ebullition,  with  his  hand  on  iheAt' 
canter  for  another  bumper,  he  found  himself  half  throttled  in  th« 
Cornish  hug  of  his  affectionate  and  blubbering  first-born  I     Wicn  • 
chimney  caught  fire,  it  was  a  custom   in  Merric  England  to  drO] 
down  it  a  live  goose,  in  the  quality  of  extinguisher.'     And  no 
ever  performed  its  office  better  than  the  living  Guy.     He  opei 
flood-gates  of  his  gooseberry  eyes,  and  played  upon  pa  so  effifK 
ma  and  aunt  sobbing  and  sighing  in  full  chorus,  that  Mr.  MufTiif 
or  fire  was  speedily  put  out ;  and  when,  to  prevent  a  coroner's  ia 
quest,  the  obedient  child  was  motioned  by  the  ladies  to  relax  W 
filial  embrace,  the  mollified  master-mason  began  to  sigh  and  sob  tol 
The  politic  sisters  now  proposed  to  cut  short  their  day's /j/rajmrr.'- 
a  proposal  not  resisted  by  Mr.  Muff,  who  was  in  a  humour  to  coa 
ply  with  anything,  and  politely  seconded  by  Uncle  Tiraolliy,  { 
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consolation,  that  while  he  had  been  sitting  upon 
art  too  ■were  a  little  nettled!  Sceinp  bluff  John 
ible-yard  grooming  con  amore  one  of  Mr.  Bosky '8 
;d  out, 

•aid  we  were  too  many  this  morning  for  that  shy- 
Now,  if  he  should  unfortunately  take  to  kick- 

Timwiddy,"  screamed  Mrs.  Bumgarten. 
Timwig  !  "  echoed  Mrs.  Muff", 
practised  what  he  preached)  said,  "When  telling 
ible,  let  it  be  told !  "  —  "  He  may  lie,"  said  Plato, 
r  to  do  it  in  a  suitable  time."     So  thought  John 
kll  probability  had  never  read  either  Herodotus  or 
g  no  time  like  the  present,  and  hoping  to  frighten 
stomers  into  an  omnibus,  and  drive  home  Uncle 
lI  style,   he  so  aggravated  the  possible  kickings, 
fright,  and  runnings  away  of  that  terrible  left- 
good-natured  and   accommodating  middle-aged 
ily  persuaded  by  the  ladies  to  lighten  the  weight 
langer,  by  returning  to  town  by  some  other  con- 
was  highly  lu<licrous  to  mark  the  glum  looks  and 
John  when  he  doggedly  put  the  horses  to,  and 
iisly  laid  his  whip-cord  into  the  sensitive  flanks  of 
'heeler,"  who  honoured  every  draft  on  his  fetlocks, 
i  the  terrifying  anticipations  and  multiplications 
ihn  Tomkins ! 

toil,  however  rude  the  sound," — and  John  sweet- 
ling  tlie  following,  in  which  he  encored  himself 
s  drove  Mrs.  Bumgarten  and  family  to  town. 

long  !  splash  along  1  hi,  ^ee  lio  ! 

nd-lwemy  perriwigs  all  of  a  row  1 

le  from  a  lough  yarrj  twice  over  lold — 

tn  a  Jerry  Sneak,  and  save  me  from  a  scold. 

tot  a  mare,  and  a  cow  is  not  a  calf; 

tat  talks  all  day  long  has  too  mucli  tongue  by  hutf. 

c  of  the  fiddle  I  likt  to  fipurc  to; 

t  a  caper  from  the  music  of  the  chin ! 

im  's  in  her  tantninis,  and  Madam  'gins  to  cry  ; 
to  gif  e  her  change,  hold  an  ingurt  to  your  eye  ; 
hakes  her  prctly  fist,  and  longs  lo  come  to  blows, 
ip  through  her  fingers,  if  you  only  soap  your  uose  1 

!  splash  along  !  hi,  gee  ho  I 
fast  can  gatlop  as  a  woman's  tongue  can  go. 
»t,"  1  've  heard  my  granny  say,  •'  when  tiie  devil  drives." 
rove,  instead  of  me,  this  brace  of  scolding  wives  I 


ON  GALATEA. 

BY   COTTKULD    CPURAIU    LESSINC. 

KS  say  that  Galatea  dyes  her  hair  : 

Bs  black  the  day  she  bought  it,  I  can  swear. 


J 


hor;e  offleanve. 


BY  A   MAN    ABOUT   TOWN. 

I  TURNED  into  Offley's  the  other  night,  when  it  was  "  almost  at 
oddfi  with  morning  which  was  which."  It  was  accordingly,  ns  Jack 
Falstaff  feelingly  describes  it  on  being  disturbedj  the  sweetest  morsel 
of  the  night ;  and  such  have  I  often  found  it 

"  In  my  warrn  youth,  whc-n  George  the  Fourtli  was  King." 

Then  it  was  that,  flinging  aside  dull  Care,  and  bidding  her  try  to  kill 
another  cat,*  instead  of  tormenting  a  Christian,  I  began  "  to  put  in 
the  remainder  of  the  evening," — an  evening,  by  the  way,  of  a  pecu- 
liar sort,  for  it  always  expired  "  amidst  the  tears  of  the  cup,"  and  ge- 
nerally in  the  broad  blaze  of  sun-light.  Many  and  many  an  evening 
of  this  sort  have  I  spent  at  Offley's,  and  it  was  the  memory  of  them 
that  now  guided  my  footsteps.  The  large  and  weIl-proportione<l 
room  erected  by  old  Offley  as  a  temple  to  singing,  smoking,  sup- 

ging,  and  so  forth,  was  empty,  save  for  the  presence  of  the  waiter, 
eynolds,  who  was  leaning  upon  his  arms  in  the  accustomed  place 
over  the  back  of  the  box  near  the  door,  gazing  into  the  unpeopled 
apace  before  him  with  a  melancholy  air,  which  would  have  sat  np« 
propriateiy  upon  the  genius  of  the  place.  He  started  at  my  foot- 
steps, and  his  face  lit  up  as  he  rocognised  in  me  an  old  frequenter  of 
the  establishment  in  those  days  when  he  whom  men  called  Offley, 
but  the  loftier  spirits  styled  Frawley,  presided  over  the  gay  and 
busy  scene,  and  took  his  state  as  the  patron  of  high  solemnities. 
Time  had  made  no  perceptible  change  in  Reynolds:  I  think  the 
old  scythe- bearer  rarely  does  in  waiters.  They  acquire  prematurely 
in  their  youth  the  appearance  of  a  "  certain  age,"  and  for  at  least  a 
generation  they  look  no  older.  You  par>boil  salmon  to  make  it 
keep.  The  waiter  seems  to  have  undergone  a  similar  process  at  the 
outset  of  his  career,  and  in  its  course  to  exemplify  the  conservative 
effects.  The  French  are  right ;  the  proper  appellation  for  them 
from  the  knife-board  to  the  grave  is  gar^on  !  1  ordered  the  staple 
commodities  of  the  house — a  chop,  and  a  nip  of  Burton  ale. 

There  was  no  such  chop  to  be  had  in  Christendom  as  that  which 
old  Frawley  used  to  cook  with  his  own  hands  for  his  favourite 
guests.  Rut  the  mighty  Alandarin  of  multitudinous  chops,  is  no 
more.  No  matter — we  must  take  things  as  we  can  best  get  them  ; 
and  so,  like  an  Homeric  hero,  I  proceeded  to  remove  my  desire  for 
meat  and  drink,  and  then,  with  a  Broughamian  glass  of  brandy- 
and- water,  calidum  cum  by  my  side,  and  a  real  Ilavannah,  I  fell 
into  a  reflective  mood.  The  feelings  which  swelled  my  bosom  were 
similar  to  those  which  Cicero  attributes  to  Atticus.  "  Alovemur  enim 
nescio  quo  pacto  locis  ipsis,  in  quibus  eorum  quos  diligimus  aut 
admiramur  adsunt  vestigia,  Ale  quidem  ipsse  ilia-  nostra-  Athena* 
non  ti\m  operibus  mugnificis  exquisitisque  antiquorum  ariibus  de- 
lectant,  quam  recordatione  summorum  virorum,  ubi  quisque  habi- 
tare,  ubi  sedere,  ubi  dispuure  sit  solitus,  studioseque  eorum  etiam 

*  V»r*  kitlnl  «  cat.— OU  proverh. 
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nnplor."  I  thought  of  a  number  of  good  and  clever 
>d  to  spend  »o  much  time  in  this  room, — they  might 
t  exaggeration,  to  inhabit  it;  I  saw  where  they  used 
D  their  arguments,  and  do  other  things  which  the 
fleeted  to  record  uf  his  illustrious  Greeks,  such  as 
oke  cigars,  sing  songs,  make  speeches,  and  occasion- 
orners.  I  threw  myself  br.ck  upon  the  bench,  closed 
te  roora  was  again  thronged  as  of  yore.  There  wa.<i  the 
^rs  to  the  town,  and  of  low  persons  belonging  to  it — 
imy ;  and  there,  too,  knots  of  rare  fellows,  now  spec- 
I  rather  supercilious  ones,  of  the  busy  scene,  soon  to 
.t  and  fiery  merriment,  when  the  professional  singers 

gone,  and  the  xnobbertf  cleared.  There  at  the  round 
I  huge  bowl,  worthy  representative  of  the  Celestial 
f  out  the  punch  which  he  has  himself  concocted,  sits 
U  the  portliness  of  a  bon  vivaiit  of  the  school  of  Fox 
who  had  consumed  seas  of  turtle,  forests  of  venison, 
lunch  and  claret.     On  his  right  sits  the  Marquess  of 

shag  tobacco  from  a  clay  pipe,  and  looking  more 
mtry  gra/ier  than  a  courtier,  or  the  representative  of 
a  boast 

'  The  stirring  memories  of  a  thousand  years." 
table,  close  packed,  are  members  of  Parliament,  offi- 
,  and  other  gentlemen;   and   conspicuous  amongst 
mtorian  laugh  and  rollicking  flow  of  spirits  is  Jack 
ince  of  boon  companions,  an  excellent  singer  of  songs 

'  From  grave  to  gay,  from  lively  lo  severe," 

convivial  orators.  In  the  box  next  to  this  table,  and 
munication  xvith  it,  is  a  younger  crew  of  "jolly  com- 
tudentj,  parliamentary  reporters,  painters,  and  actors, 
ese,  as  the  general  guest,  ts  Sim  Fairfield,  titins  "  the 

and  there  on  the  stool  in  the  middle  of  the  room 
rley  himself,  singing, 

"  I  'ra  jolly  Dick  tl)e  lampligliier." 
le  chorus  thunders  witli  that  a-spiration  of  the  vowels, 
tmpany  loved  to  follow  the  example  of  Mr  Olfley  ! 
!^en  who  'd  be  grave^,  when  ivine  can  save 

The  heaviest  heart  from  sinking  ( 
uid  magic  grapes  lend  fiuiigil  -ihiipes 

To  h^ety  girl  we  're  dnnkiug  !  ' 

'  eyes  for  the  purpose  of  taking  some  more  of  the 
ay  tumbler ;  my  vision  fled,  and  I  awoke  to  the  re- 
:  a  few  bricks  only  stood  betwixt  the  churchyard  and 
iridled  jollity,  and  that  old  Frawley  now  lay  in  that 
1  so  did  Simon  Fairfield ;  and  no  doubt  both  sleep 
'ern's  roar  was  always  sweet  lullaby  in  their  ears. 
y  under  the  great  window  of  the  room.  On  the  even- 
lI,  Count  Bolieski,  a  Polander,  and  a  number  of  the 
is,  assembled  at  that  window,  and  poured  libations 
They  did  not,  however,  treat  his  gentle  and  jolly 
tthen  ghost.  They  poured  forth  no  blood  ;  the  Cap- 
rsion  to  it  even  in  tbe  way  of  his  profession,  unless 
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when  it  appeared  at  mess  in  the  interior  of  black  puddings  ;  nor  ao 
milk, — for  Simon  could  never  abide  it  in  its  purity,  and  required  al- 
ways to  have  it  liberally  mixed  with  ram.  No !  They  thrice  evokfti 
his  manes,  and  then  solemnly  emptied  upon  bis  last  resting-place  pod 
of  porter,  quarts  of  ale,  and  double-goes  of  brandy,  hoUands.  mm, 
whiskey,  and  gin,  all  of  which  in  his  lifetime  Captam  Fairfield  loved 
with  a  love  passing  the  love  of  M'omen.  I  was  out  of  town  when 
the  country  was  deprived  of  the  services  of  that  great  man  Frawlejr, 
so  I  know  not  what  ceremonies  followed  his  interment ;  but  I  lesni* 
ed  that  he  died  in  the  good  cause  for  which  he  had  lived.  He  caught 
cold  by  running  out  bareheaded  on  an  inclement  night  to  select  i 
brace  of  birds  for  the  supper  of  a  pet  customer,  and  placing  himtflf 
on  his  return,  before  a  huge  fire  to  cook  them,  —  he  died  in  a  (n 
days  after.  But  his  fame  will  live  as  long  as  mutton-chops  continue 
to  be  objcts  de  cotwominalion.  Every  time  any  of  his  old  friends  ife 
served  with  a  cold  or  tough  chop,  and  have  consequently  to  recon* 
mend  the  cook  to  the  attention  of  the  infernal  powers,  they  think  of 
poor  old  Frawley,  and  breathe  a  wish  that  he  uad  been  still  alive  to 
cook  and  cater  for  them.  Now  this  I  call  fame.  If  I  may  judge  from 
ray  own  experience,  he  must  be  invoked  daily,  in  the  language  of 
the  Irish  mourner,  "  Oh  !  Frawley,  why  did  you  die  ?  "  for  1  find  in; 
own  memory  of  him  refreshed  upon  multitudinous  occasions.  In 
fact,  Bellamy's  is  the  only  place  now  where  you  can  get  a  good, 
hot,  plain  English  mutton-chop.  The  female  cook  is  nearly  as  gnti 
an  artist  as  Frawley  ;  but  there  is  a  difference,  so  to  speak,  in  theft- 
bric  of  the  chop.  The  House  of  Commons'  chop  is  small  and  thin- 
I  have  seen  honourable  members  eat  a  dozen  of  them  at  a  sitting- 
Frawley "s,  on  the  contrary,  was  thick  and  substantial,  and  thrrf- 
fore,  when  dressed  with  his  consummate  skill,  better  than  the  fof- 
mer.  A  couple  of  them  furnished  a  moderate  man  with  a  dinner. 
But  it  is  curious  to  remark  that  it  was  at  Bellamy's  Offley  rec«riv«l 
hia  artistical  education.  He  was  originally  a  waiter  there,  aud  •* 
such  was  privileged  to  watch,  and  occasionally  admitted  to  assist,  the 
presiding  priestess  of  the  gridiron  at  the  exercise  of  her  roysterici. 

Frawley's  extreme  ugliness  (if  Victor  Hugo  had  seen  him,  hf 
would  have  given  him  a  heritage,  of  immortality),  his  vigorous  "ex- 
asperation "  of  the  vowels,  his  sharpness,  his  invincible  good  humnur 
and  politeness, — equal  to  Talleyrand's,  of  whom  it  was  said,  ihrt  »t 
the  moment  he  was  receiving  a  kick  in  the  "  catastrophe,"  his  coiiB' 
tenance  might  be  observed  radiant  with  smiles,  —  all  conduced  to 
make  him  a  general  favourite.  And  this  he  must  have  turned  to 
good  account,  and  put  money  in  his  purse,  as  be  was  enabled  tt  do 
very  advanced  period  of  life  to  start  in  business  as  a  tavern-keeper 
on  his  own  account.  Certainly  Frawley  was  one  of  the  ugliest  of 
human  beings;  yet  it  was  not  a  repulsive  ugliness.  He  wuluKi 
his  hands  were  like  the  claws  of  a  bear  ;  he  squinted  awfully:  f^ 
the  features  were  irregular.  The  face  M-as  entirely,  as  artists  mj,  •*' 
of  drawing  ;  the  head  was  on  one  side,  like  thiit  of  a  magpie  pefliitt 
into  a  marrow-bone  ;  yet  there  was  an  air  of  bouhotnie  and  gooa-W^ 
lowship  about  the  expression  of  the  countenance,  that  courted  vouf 
laugh,  rather  than  gave  rise  to  any  averse  or  unpleasant  feeling' 
Fruwley  had  been  used  to  be  laughed  at  all  his  life,  and  from  long 
habit  came  to  like  it.  Decidedly  he  was  most  attached  to  the  voung 
riikes,  who  took  the  loving  labour  of  quizzing  him  to  the  top  of  bi* 
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B  or  four  o'clock  in  the  moming  he  could  learn  that 
bright  and  buoyant  spirits  Iiatt  arrived,  hf  would, 
rise  and  came  down  stairs  to  join  heart,  and  soul,  in 
»  going  forward.  Sometimes,  too,  if  he  were  lazy,  a 
1  proceed  to  his  chamber,  and  fetch  him  down  in 
It  was  as  impossible  to  play  out  tli«  play  without 
!nn,  as  it  would  have  been  without  Jack  Falstafi'at 
Itcheap.  His  songs  were  sure  to  excite  peals  of 
n  joyous  or  sentimental,  "  Jolly  Dick  the  Lamp- 
le  Lass  of  Richmond  Hill,"  the  social  effusions  of 
■-songs  of  Dibdin.  His  reminiscences  of  the  great 
he  had  waited  when  at  Bellamy's,  were  also  shrewd 
Nor  had  he  lived  in  the  presence  of  orators — the 
•enown — in  vain.  No!  he  was  a  powerful  speaker 
ce  and  volubiUty,  and  the  use  of  what  the  Germans 
rds.  His  eloquence  showed  to  peculiar  advantage 
St.  Patrick's  night  whereunto  he  invited  all  the  choice 
lented  bis  establishment.  Grand  were  the  strains 
ed  forth  his  acknowledgments  when  his  health  was 
•  most  vociferous  applause. 

IS  persons  used  to  affect  to  think  there  was  too 
Bse  reunions  ;  but  they  were  sure  to  make  their  ap- 
sext  anniversary  of  the  saint, 

the  frogs  inio  the  tegs,  and  baiiish'd  all  the  vermin  ! " 

a  pair  of  these  ovemice  gentlemen  were  signally 
tr  afiectation.  Wearied,  as  they  declared,  with  the 
louting  and  chorussing,  which  were  as  regular  as 
I  night,  the  intervening  seasons  of  twilight  being 
;jng,  solo-singing,  and  spouting,  they  announced 
U'ture  for  their  quiet  beds;  but  having  "got  the 
lem,"  they  contrived  to  quarrel  with  the  authorities 
terdse  in  Covent  Garden  market  a  natural  prero- 
to  police  law  ;  the  consequence  was,  they  were 
Itch-house,  which  looks  into  the  churchyard  oppo- 
reat  room.  Having  been  the  reverse  of  polite  tn 
!8  who  "  violatetl  the  dignity  of  man  "  in  their  ptT- 
jf  their  fate  could  they  get  conveyed  to  their  jo- 
;hey  consequently  had  to  pass  the  remainder  of  the 
rough  the  bars  of  their  prison  window,  which  com- 
;w  of  the  window  of  the  room  they  had  abandon- 
they  could  see  the  light  streaming,  and  hear  the 
lent  as  they  careered  over  the  graves  of  the  sad 

About  eight  A.  M.  the  police  relented.  Word  of 
ght  was  sent  to  Offley's.     They  were  speedily  rc- 

the  party,  on  their  arrival,  engaged  in  discussing  a 
;,  half  modern,  partaking  of  the  nature  of  a  rere- 
eaklast-  There  were  grilled  fowl,  broiled  bones, 
leys,  with  bottled  stout  and  champagne,  on  the  one 
r  tea,  co6fee,  and  the  etceteras.    The  rescued  pri- 

to  undergo  a  world  of  quizzing,  on  condition  of 

comfort  their  chilled  and  exhausted  bodies  with 
efore  them.  We  sung  in  what  the  Welsh  call  penii- 
tllen  cherubim  to  the  tune  of 
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"  There  were  ihree  maids  of  Spain  a-dhukiug  of  xheif  wine," 
old  Offley  leading  off  At  ith 

"There  unu  two  slow-coQch  gents  a-drinking  hofmy  wine. 
And  all  their  kiiiversation  was  w«  think  hourstlva  mighty  fine!  " 

I  here  close  my  reminiscences  of  the  last  of  "  the  old  hosts  "  of  Uif 
metropolis.  Never  again  will  London  see  so  pleasant,  so  good,  md 
so  safe  a  tavern  and  night-house  as  old  Frawley's  used  to  be — ocrtr 
in  one  room  so  witty,  so  well-informed,  and  so  right  joyotjsly  confi. 
vial  a  circle  as  were  wont  to  surround  old  Frawley- 

Captain  Simon  Fairfield  was  the  reverse  of  Mr.  Offley  in  every  n- 
8i>ect.  Fortune  smiled  on  Simon  at  his  entrance  into  life.  Shegiw 
him  the  best  passports  into  society  —  a  handsome  person,  an  elcfu* 
address,  an  honourable  name,  and  a  voice  of  exquisite  gweetne*. 
But  much  has  been  written  by  Mr.  Benson  Hill,  and  others,  abovt 
the  most  firosperous  portion  of  his  career  when  he  was  a  favourite 
guest  of  all  the  general  officers,  and  of  the  Duke  himself;  when,  i» 
convivial  party  during  our  campaigns  could  be  complete  without 
the  best  singer  in  the  British  army.  It  was  only  when  poor  old  Sin 
was  reduced  to  moral  and  physical  degradation  that  I  knew  hia. 
He  was  a  sad  wreck.  Still  it  was  impossible  not  to  perceive  that  kf 
had  once  been  eminently  handsome,  and  liis  manners  exquisitt- 
They  still  bore  undeniable  traces  of  polish  and  refinement.  Th«rt 
were,  moreover,  such  occasional  glimpses  of  self-assertion  in  hii 
bearing  towards  the  snolihertf,  that  I  could  easily  believe  those  »1» 
described  him  as  a  haughty  exclusive  when  he  played  a  part  in  the 
fashionable  world.  He  was  well-proportioned,  and  might  ban 
served  in  his  youth  as  a  model  for  a  light-infantry  officer.  His  ft»' 
tures  were  regular :  the  eye  of  deep  clear  blue,  the  nose  aquiliw. 
the  moutli  delicate,  the  play  of  the  lips  singularly  expressive,  ^ 
brow  noble  —  in  fact,  grandly  chiseUeu.  The  hands  and  feet  i»*» 
most  aristocratically  small  and  well-formed.  In  short,  Nat«n 
stamped  gentleman  upon  him,  and  it  was  out  of  the  question  art 
to  recognize  him  as  such  even  when  drunk  and  dirty,  uiikcmptaiM 
unshaven,  shirtless,  and  with  an  old  frock  evidently  not  made  f<* 
him,  and  fa.stened  up  to  the  throat,  to  conceal  the  want  of  linen  bf 
the  aid  more  of  pins  than  buttons. 

Sim's  life  might  be  divided  into  three  periods.  During  the  fi»* 
he  served  throughout  the  Peninsular  war.  Envy,  however,  preteni- 
ed  that  Sim  had  a  predilection  for  the  sick-list  on  the  eve  of « !► 
neral  engagement,  and  that  he  was  much  indulged  in  his  taste,  a* 
neither  the  surgeon  nor  the  commanding-officer  were  over-anxiom 
to  imperil  the  life  of  their  famous  tenor.  So  he  escaped  wit"" 
out  a  scratch.  Upon  the  peace,  he  sold  out ;  and  here  bogiM  t^ 
second  period.  He  was  then  a  fashionable  man  upon  town,-^lk* 
of  the  drawing-rooms  and  of  the  principal  taverns,  such  as  Loa^ 
Steeven's,  the  Clarendon.  He  was  a  lady-killer  too,  and  might  lu«r 
made  many  a  good  match.  But  he  was  too  fastidious  or  too  carelci^ 
and  let  every  opportunity  slip.  Gradually  his  two  darling  vieettw 
against  him  —  love  of  drink,  and  of  play.  He  had  a  curious  o^^ 
ture  at  this  period  of  his  history.  He  got  very  drunk  at  a  contir* 
party,  and  having  left  it,  turned  into  a  hell,  where  he  threw  w 
seven  or  eight  mains,  and  won  a  considerable  sura,  which  he  •»'• 
ceeiled,  moreover,  in  bringing  safe  to  the  hotel  at  which  he  Ut*"* 
But,  being  in  his  bed-roam^  with  that  strange  cunning  wliicb  "** 
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itself  in  madmen,  and  men  temporarily  mad  from 
little  slit  with  his  penknife  in  the  mattress,  and 
the  bank-notes,  crumpled  into  a  small  ball.  Sim 
i,  fell  into  a  deep  undreaminf^  sleep,  and  forgot  all 
i.  When  he  rose  next  day  he  perceived  from  the 
le  that  be  had  been  playing — and  with  success.  He 
1  encountered  an  acquaintance,  who  con|Efratulatcd 
ge  sum  he  had  won.  Sim  denied  lustily  that  he  had 
wo  or  three  and  thirty-pounds.  His  friend  rejoined, 
nd  if  you  won  one  shilling  you  won  eight  or  nine 

t  he  "was  hoaxing  him,  and  departed  in  a  huff*.  But 
idler  acquaintance  bade  Sim  joy  of  his  winnings, 
;  last  forced  into  the  conviction  that  he  had  won  the 
he  had,  he  had  lost  it  again.  His  pocket  had  been 
the  hell,  or  in  the  street. 

"Thus  was  CortDth  lost  and  won !" 

■d  passed  away,  and  Simon  still  continued  to  occupy 
amber  in  the  Northumberland  coffeehouse,  which 
i  Strand,  nearly  opposite  the  mansion  of  the  Percies. 

was  to  pass.  Sim's  room  was  borrowed  for  the  oc- 
rittings  at  the  window  might  be  let,  and  the  bed  was 
removing  the  mattress  a  housemaid  discovered  Sim's 
seven  hundred  pounds),  and  the  captain  being  a  fa- 
e  restored  it  to  him  entire. 

■  seasonable.  Unfortunately,  however,  the  greater 
went  as  it  had  come,  and  no  second  miracle  restored 
A  drunken  gambler  may  win  once ;  but  he  is  sure 
the  long  run.  So  was  it  with  our  hero.  His  love 
potations  pottle-deep  increased,  and  his  ill-success 

in  proportion.  He  drank  to  drive  away  care.  At 
went — money,  credit,  standing  in  society,  even  hope 

Then  commenced  the  third  phasis  of  his  lil'e.  For 
ed  the  gaming-tables  where  he  had  lost  iiis  means  of 
unk  to  the  rank  and  society  of  the  hellites,  sang  when 
jrwards  acted  as  a  /tomiet,  and  thus  existed :  but  at 
d  even  from  hell.  He  now  got  drunk  whenever  he 
enever  he  did,  was  quarrelsome  and  abusive,  and 
from  especially  assailing  his  friends  and  patrons,  the 
igth  the  nuisance  became  so  great,  that  they  were 
ive  him  forth  "  to  prey  at  fortune." 
lined  save  his  exquisite  voice ;  but  even  this  to  an- 
il have  been  a  fortune.  Had  he  gone  on  the  stage,  he 
ye«l  comfort  and  independence.  But,  strange  as  it 
■ride  revolted  at  the  notion.  Yet  he  had  been  whilst 
constaiit  amateur  performer ;  and  there  can  be  no 
have  succeedetl.  No!  he  preferred  sinking  into  a 
t  at  the  night-taverns.  From  the  proprietors  of  these 
(but  he  rarely  cared  to  dine)  or  supper,  and  a  couple 
hi.skey.  No  liquor  came  amiss  to  him  ;  but  he  was 
id  sufficiently  patriotic  to  prefer  the  Irish  manufac- 
ideration  of  the  entertainment  affortled  by  ''  mine 
}  sing  when  called  upon.     It  was  the  custom,  more- 
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over,  for  anybody  who  wished  to  hear  n  particular  aon^.  aiich  bh 
"  The  Tinker,"  "  The  Chairman,"  "  Love's  young  dream,"  or  the 
like,  to  treat  the  captain  with  a  "  go."  And  thus  he  generally  en-  ^i 
joyed  an  many  tumblers  of  punch  as  he  could  swallow  betwixt  even-  ^H 
injf  and  some  six  o'clock  next  morning.  lie  was,  likewise,  continu-  ^i 
ally  receiving  crowns,  halfcrowns,  and  shillings,  from  those  who 
,  knew  him  in  former  days.  He  made  it,  however,  a  rule  to  spend 
whatever  money  he  chanced  to  receive  before  he  retired  to  what  he 
was  pleased  to  style  his  chaste  and  virtuous  bed.  His  fancy  was, 
whenever  he  had  anything  beyond  a  few  pence  —  Ut  treat  otliera 
with  the  proceeds  of  the  bounty  conferred  upon  himself.  He  would 
go  to  the  kitchen  of  the  Constitution,  and  treat  the  hackney-coach- 
men to  the  full  extent  of  his  means,  presiding;  with  great  dignity, 
and  graciously  condescending  to  entertain  his  guests  by  singing 
after  his  best  manner,  and  by  bis  capital  performances  upon  a  violin 
borrowed  for  the  occasion.  At  another  time  he  would  betake  him- 
self to  the  Harp  —  a  house  of  call  for  the  actors,  supernumeraries 
of  the  theatres,  scene-shifters,  and  so  forth,  and  play  "Le  veritable 
Amphytrijon  "  for  the  benefit  of  these  cattle. 

A  Iriend  of  mine  one  morning  put  this  propensity  to  the  test.  A 
party  of  us  adjourned  from  OfBey's  to  an  early  breakfast-house  in 
the  neighbouring  market,  to  see  a  queer  chapter  in  human  life,  eat 
fresh  eggs,  and  drink  a  decoction  of  roasted  com  under  the  name  of 
coffee.  We  had  Sim  with  us.  He  was  in  high  feather.  He  asto- 
nished the  weak  minds  of  the  market-gardeners  by  singing  "  The 
Tinker,"  with  the  whole  of  the  trombone  accompaniments,  and 
slanged  a  Jew  clothesman  to  admiration.  Even  the  defeated  Israelite 
was  obliged,  as  he  gave  in,  to  admit,  "  S'help  me  God  !  but  you  're 
a  clever  man  !  "  We  were  all  delighted  with  Simon,  and  one  of  our 
body  presented  hira  with  a  sovereign.  We  determined  to  watch 
what  he  did  with  it.  We  were  not  Iqng  in  doubt :  he  made  straight 
for  Belshaw's  gin-palace,  at  the  comer  of  James  Street ;  and  as  we 
peeped  in  we  saw  the  captain  taking  a  "cropper"  himself,  and  pre- 
siding over  the  distribution  of  "  croppers"  round  to  a  host  of  nu- 
ket-womcn. 

Sim's  steadiest  support  was  from  a  set  of  Irish  students-at-Iaw, 
some  of  whom  are,  now  "  that  wild  youth  's  past,"  distinguished 
scholars  and  advocates  learned  in  the  law.  and  some  are  numbered 
with  the  dead.  These  young  men  were  contemporaries,  or  nearly 
so,  at  the  Irish  University,  and  they  were,  in  good  sooth,  friends. 
There  was  but  one  heart  and  one  purse  among  them.  They  were 
wild  dogs,  and  as  frolicsome  and  mischievous  as  monkeys.  But 
they  were  great  of  heart,  hated  humbug  and  sycophancy,  and  loved 
each  other's  society  passing  welL 

It  may  be  well  imagined  that  men  of  this  sort  took  especial  plea- 
sure in  t^e  convivial  powers  of  the  captain,  and  never  lef\  him  with- 
out a  drop  to  "  wet  his  whistle."  But  he  was  an  individual  whom 
beyond  that  it  was  impossible  to  serve.  There  was  no  use  in  gi  ving 
\i\vc\  money  ;  it  was  equally  useless  to  give  him  clothes.  Dress  the 
tild  man  from  head  to  foot  to-day,  and  you  were  charmed  to  see 
how  thoroughly  he  resumed  the  air  aii<l  appearincc  of  a  gentleman. 
Before  two  days,  however,  were  over,  e\ery  article,  down  to  the 
boot",  was  under  avuncular  protection,  and  Sim  in  the  old  attire — 
the  broken-down,  indestructible  iniUlary  frock,  and  ragged  trowsers 
open  to  Kwry  wind  from  heaven. 
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ten  years  of  his  life  Simon's  mode  of  life  was 
mgh  far  from  rej^ular.       He    shunned    utterly   the 
lay,  which  suited  neither  his  appearance  nor  his  avo- 
ise  by  evening  twilight,  discarded  breakfast  as  an  idle 
mizzled  down  to  the  Constitution,  where  he  perhaps 
'.  dinner,  but  rarely,  from  want  of  appetite,  partook 
let  to  at  the  whiskey-and-water,  sad  and  silent  for 
hedgehog,  he  never  opened  until  he  was  wet :    but 
nswered  for   his  buoyant  spirit.      The  two  "  goes  " 
ble  him  s'oriciUcr :  and  then  he  blazed  out  for  the 
le  Figaro  of  Beaumarchais.     He  transferred  himself 
ititution  to  OfBey's  —  thence  to  the  Cider-cellars  — 
IB,  to  the  Finish,  until  six  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
ted  in  a  court  off  Oreat  Russell  Street,  with  a  slater. 
lit   for   his  share  of  occupancy   until  the  slater  rose 
Then  Simon  turned  in ;  and  used  to  expatiate  upon 
of  being  preceded   by  an   animated   warming>pan. 
man  they  paid  for  their  usufruct  of  this  harbour  of 
hreepence  per  diem  constituted  the  whole  of  Sim's 
nses.     The  generous  public  of  the  night-taverns  pro- 
It  everything  else.    And  right  good  value  he  gave : 
ious  singer  alike  of  the  Melodies,  and  of  outrageously 
B.     No  man  who  ever  heard  the  flowing  melody 
boarding-school  misses,  who  sfiend  all  youi  lives," 
et  his  powers.     Stmon„  whilst  I  knew  him,  was  not 
rtist,  but  he  carried  with  him 

"The  moouiiieoial  pomp  of  age," 
be  was,  all  who  knew  him  could  not  refrain  from  rc- 
oor  monomaniac  with  the  feelings  "  tender  and  true." 
as  expelled  from  Offley's :  and  most  unfairly,  I  must 
tain  was  supping  with  some  old  Peninsulars.     OfBey 
tunity  of  dunning  him  for  an  old  debt.    Sim  consigned 
i  usual  keeping,  and,  strong  in  the  countenance  of  hig 
Is,  offered  to  box  Offley  for  the  money.     The  old  fel- 
parts  screwed  and  the  fourth  sulky  ;  the  challenge 
and  the  fight  came  oSi.     The  publican  had  all  the 
did  terrible  execution  on  Sim's  visage.     The  captain 
very  point  of  "  being  knocked  into  immortal  smash," 
night  him  of  butting  tike  a  ram :  be  ran  right  into 
ch,  and  completely  disarranged  its  internal  economy 
Offley  cast  up  his  accounts  in  general,  while  by  the 
brfeiled  all  claim  to  Sim's  in  particular,  for  he  was 
ty  to  come  to  time.     The  vanquished  had  to  be  re- 
own  waiters.    The  victor  triumphed,  and  great  was 
on  thereof.     But  in  the  morning  the  mandate  went 
ion  was  for  ever  excluded  from  the  OfHeian  mansion. 
,ed  with  his  last  illness  at  the  Cider -cellars.     It  was 
norning  :  he  was  conveyed  thence  to  the  parish  work- 
in  a  few  hours  he  died.    The  men  who  would  have 
ense  to  procure  him  the  best  medical  aid  knew  nothing 
ill  he  was  no  more.     By  those  who  knew  him,  one  and 

"We  better  could  have  spared  a  better  man." 
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So,  Iiere  we  ore  in  the  season  again.— Goodness  be  praised  I— TboM 
country  hoases  take  too  much  out  of  a  mau,  in  return  for  wbat  faees> 
tracts  irom  them.  It  is  well  enough  in  those  where  one  has  the  tit 
of  the  bouse,  as  well  as  the  run  of  the  house,  —  remaining  a  fizton^ 
while  successive  parties  of  guests  appear  and  disappear ;  for  the 
boH  moU  and  good  stories  serve  ti>  amuse  bis  Grace  on  FjtAmJi 
were  tried  upon  the  country-neighbour  part}-  with  sucoessi  the 
ing  Monday, — as  inoculation  was  attempted  upon  criminals,  before  the 
royal  family  were  submitted  to  the  prick  of  the  lancet.  Mure  '  ~ 
larly  when  the  whole  set  has  been  renovated.  It  is  a  bore  to 
some  single  gentleman,  or  stationary  souffrc  dottUur  cousin,  on 
watch  for  the  point  of  every  well-worn  anecdote,  —  like  peojde 
pantomime,  familiar  beforehand  with  the  tricks. 

Still,  even  when  one  makes  a  hit,  the  wear  and  tear  of  the  Uuflg  11 
prodigious.  One  goes  through  the  work  of  three  dinners  per  diem  ;— 
to  wit,  breakfast,  luncheon,  and  dinner, — and  all  without  refreslimentl 
In  town,  one  has  the  chance  of  the  clubs  and  morning  visits  to  brightefl 
one;  but  in  a  country  house,  where  one  can  only  rub  up  per  aid  of 
the  new  works  and  periodicals  lying  on  the  table,  or  visits  shared  in 
common  with  the  rest  of  the  party,  one  must  fall  back  on  one's  own  I*- 
sources,— and  the  effort  is  prodigious. 

This  is  the  third  Christmas  I  have  spent  at  K Park  ;  and  ith 

cidedly,  I  must  provide  for  myself  elsewhere  next  winter.  Lord  K^^— 
is  such  a  bore,  T^ith  his  everlasting  relations  ! — that  eternal  brother  and 
sister-in-law,  and  the  neighbours  Sir  John  and  Lady  Wiseacre,  seen 
as  completely  established  there,  as  the  family  plate ;  and  it  is  too  much 
to  expect  a  man  to  do  the  agreeable,  year  after  year,  to  the  same  pfo* 

tie.  I  saw  a  smile  exchanged  between  K and  Lady  Theresa,  when 
began  my  famous  story  about  Perceval  and  ilichnel  A ugelo  Taylor,  u 
much  as  to  say,  "  What,  aoain  ?  "• — And  the  Wiseacres,  who  are  M 
rude  as  all  the  rest  of  the  Shropsliire  squirearchy,  told  me  in  plain 
terms  one  morning  at  breakfast,  on  my  attempting  to  hitch  in  poor 
Copley's  capital  pun  about  Vale  Royal,  that  they  had  been  circulating 
it  all  over  the  country  ever  since  they  heard  it  from  my  lips,  lire  yeu* 
ago!— 

Rebuffs  of  that  description  are  like  a  blow  witli  a  pole-axe.  Next 
Christmas,  I  will  try  Yorkshire.  Yorkshire  is  unbroken  ground.  They 
are  liospitable  people,  with  a  good  hearty,  wholesome  laugh  at  one's 
service,  and  a  strung  capacity  for  being  amused.  There  is  something 
exhilarating  in  a  fresh  audience  of  that  description. 

I  am  sadly  afraid,  meanwhile,  that  K Park  was  a  failure !— I 

did  not  do  what  was  expected  of  me,  or  what  I  expect  of  myself.  Se- 
veral of  the  dinners  were  flat  as  the  turbot ;  and  the  DuKe  yawned 
fifty-four  times  during  the  two  short  days  he  was  there.     I  saw  Lord 

K look  at  trie  reproachfully,  as  much  as  tn  insinuate  that  it  waa 

m^f  fault ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  he  said  to  Lady  Theresa,  "  I  would  not 
have  invited  Prattles,  if  I  had  known  how  dull  he  was  grow-tng 
whereas  had  not  Lady  Theresa  and  her  husband  been  there,  I  sliuuid 


Crtof  a  dinino-oot  man. 


SSI 


Wilmot  K is  the  dullest  fellow  lirenthing; 

cold  stendfast  eye  chills  one  like  a  nif^htmare  !— 
»ood  story  of  Lady  Theresa's  English  nursery-maid, 
{htmare  "  the  "  coach-mare," — having  caught  the 
01  the  French  bonne,) 

—  Park. — It  would  be  the  deuce  and  all  if  a  rumour 
it  our  party  wasjiasco.     I  had  been  foolish  enough 

near,  that  I  was  going.  It  has  always  a  respectable 

Christmas  after  Christmas,  to  the  same  country 
»e  yawns  of  the  Duke's,  therefore,  get  into  circu- 
ay  cut  me  out  of  pleasant  dinner-parties  withont 

decidedly  to  cut  K Park  next  year,  I  Lave  a 

the  initiative,  and  proclaim  that  the  party  was  a 
be  laid  to  the  Kennedys,  who  were  there  for  the 
Bt  Christmas,  nothing  could  be  more  brilliant  than 
IS  80  universally  admitted  to  have  been  the  life  and 
lat  I  was  to  be  invited  to  all  Lady  Hunchback's 

solely  on  the  strength  of  K Park. 

dys  shall  answer  for  it.  They  are  vulgar,  pushing 
fthing  that  false  finery  will  do,  to  climb  into  good 
t  do.  There  is  nothing  in  either  of  them  conge- 
ess  haul  ton  of  the  great  world.     I  heard  Lady 

the  Duke  one  evening,  "  I  never  sniv  one  of  Lord 
jn  out  so  ill.  Too  much  quince  in  the  apple-pie 
ys  in  the  menagerie !  —  One  keeps  fancying  that 
le  people  were  invited  to  entertain,  had  sent  excuses, 
lorus  ;  but  the  soprano  and  prima  donna  are  absent 

•d  by  one  of  his  best-executed  yawns !  — And  after 
»d  one  to  be  agreeable ! — 

>r  !  Parliament  has  met,  and  the  dinners  are  bc- 
j  country-houNe  work  till  Easter,  except  for  fox- 
ouse  them,  heaven  be  thanked,  no  one  ever  dreams 
ition  men.  The  whipper-in  suflices. 
the  commencement  of  the  season  is  to  look  over  my 
sowing  cards  for  the  dinner-crop,  and  a  melancholy 
V  three  of  my  best  dowagers  are  prclty  sure  to  have 
terval,  as  is  the  case  this  verj'  year.  There  is 
ve,  in  Berkeley  Square,  who?e  cook  was  really  a  me- 
fl  fellow  who  will  one  day  rank  witli  the  Udes  and 
,lled  at  the  door  the  other  day,  to  inquire  what  was 
id  find  that  one  of  the  executors  has  bribed  him  off 
is  a  public  loss.  Besides  which,  the  man  himself  is 
:hat  description  requires  an  enlightened  audience. 
ely  up  to  more  than  roast  and  boiled.  It  is  throw- 
wine  to  give  them  such  a  man  as  Snrvilliers,  who 
J  inspirution. 

ooked  forward  to  many  more  pleasant  dinner  parties 
i'i.  There  was  no  more  occasion  for  that  woman  to 
snty-threi.',  she  was  strong  as  a  .seventy-four — (mew. 
might  have  lived  to  be  a  hundred.  It  was  entirely 
She  H'otdd  go  dining  out,  when,  with  such  a  cook 
as  her  ditty  to  dine  at  home.  And  then  she  called 
:ary,  instead  of  adhering  to  Sir  Thomas,  who  never 
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does  anytliinfTj  so  that  hit  patients  have  some  chance  of  getting  throuf 
I  don't  mean  to  be  ill-natured  ;  but  if  I  were  a  man  of  sufficient  con-^ 
K«quence  for  my  fuueral  to  figure  in  the  Morning  Post,  with  a  list  of 
the  mourners, — "  third  mourning  coach,  the  medicai  attendant  of  the 
tleceaaed  Earl,  John  Pillbox,  Esq." — I  would  not  employ  a  young  apo- 
thecary, who  knew  that  his  connection  in  business  might  be  established 
by  such  an  advertisement. 

Poor  Lady  Fi recourse  I — What  n  capital  set  one  used  to  meet  at  herJ 
house  !     It  was  one  of  the  places  where  I  most  enjoyed  myself.     Nu 
thing  but  quiet,  humdrum,  mediocre  people,  who  understood  nothing' 
but  eating,  and  for  whom  one's  oldest  stories  had  the  charm  of  ni>> 
relty.     I  remember  at  a  dinner  in  Berkeley  Square,  last  April,  aet^ 
ting  the  table  in  a  roar  with  an  anecdote,  which  originallr  set  me  up 
as  H  dining-out  man,  in  the  time  of  George  the  Fourth  !     It  was  a  storj 
of  Jekyll's;  but  he  never  did  it  justice,  his  imitation  of  the  broigne 
being  wretched.     It  improved  in  my  hands.     There  are  some  stone*, 
like  some  wines,  which  grow  mellow  with  travelling.     I  never  told  it 
better  than  that  day  at  Lady  Fivecourse's,  for  I  was  taking  pains. 
Lord  Grangehurst  was  there ;  and  I  was  wild  to  get  an  invitation  to  his 
new  house,  with  the  style  and  splendour  of  which  the  news[Mipers  had 
been  boring  one  for  the  last  year.     The  spec,  prospered.     I  dined  with 
him  three  times  after  Easter,  and  was  asked  to  Grangehurst  for  the 
battue.     But,  on   the  whole,  I  was  not  satisfied.     His  cellar  is  not 
what  it  ought  to  be.     No  man  ought  to  pretend  to  Hock  who  ia  sot  i 
certain  that  his  grandfather  saw  it  in  bottle. 

Good  lurd  1  what  a  sorry  life  should  1  have  led,  but  for  the  luckf  | 
chance  which  gave  me  a  cast  in  the  Marquis  of  Woodsbury's  {KKt-i 
chaise,  on  our  transit  from  Oxford  on  quitting  college  \ — B«ith  were  in] 
high  spirits,  bursting  forth  like  a  fresh-opened  bottle  of  champagne;  I 
and  my  companion  fortunately  mistook  spirits  for  wit.     The  mist»kes 
of  u  young  nobleman  in  the  enjoyment  of  thirty  thousand  a-year  are 
sure  to  find  iaiitators.     The  women  who  wanted  Woodsbury,  whether 
fur   themselves  or  their  daughters,   protested  that  I  was  a  charming 
creature ;  and  after  Woodsbury  married,  they  did  not  think  it  decent 
to  swallow  their  words,  as  they  had  swallowed  mine. 

During  the  scene  of  his  bachelorhood  I  was  invited  everywhere.  It 
disarmed  suspicion, — that  is,  the  pretty  creatures  fancied  it  disarmed 
suspicion  to  sny,  "  Mr.  Prattles,  arc  you  disengaged  on  Friday  r — We 
shuli  be  delighted  to  see  you  at  half-past  seven.  Lord  Woodsburj, 
will  you  do  me  the  favour  to  meet  Mr.  Prattles  ?  " — though  if,  after  my 
acceptance,  it  turned  out  that  \VoodBbury  had  a  prior  engagement, 
they  took  care  to  make  my  venison,  mutton,  and  my  claret,  ordinaire. 
They  were  practising  on  my  inexperience,  and  I  upon  their  cunning ; 
for  it  was  at  the  expense  of  these  manceuvres  I  ieamt  almo«t  all  1 
know  of  the  ways  of  the  world. 

I  waa  such  a  boy,  that  they  talked  freely  before  me ;  making  it  tole- 
rably clear  that,  according  to  the  code  of  fashionable  hospitality,  no- 
body must  expect  to  be  entertained  who  cannot  entertain  in  their  turn, 
either  by  their  invitations,  or  their  power  of  shedding  grace  upon  the 
ipritationa  of  others. 

This  was  a  cruel  lesson.     Chambers,  I  knew,  were  my  destiny.     I ' 
waa  as  likely  to  hare  a  mitre  to  give  away,  as  a  dinner.     J  had  no  al- 
ternative, therefore,  but  to  abjure  the  lordly  haunch  tind  luscious  pine, 
and  stick  to  loins  of  mutton  carvud  haunch  wise,  and  uieally  apples  by 
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Itudy  to  become  amusing.     I  am  convinced  that  any 
lerate  abilities  may  become  any  tiling  he  chooses,  per- 
s  of  purpose, —  a  stay-maker,  or  a  Chancellor,  or  on 
conjuror,  or  a  quarterly  reviewer, — no  matter  what ! 
vation  uf  indolence  that  causes  one  to  lag  in  the  van. 
ibury  spec,  was  over,  I  had  run  over  my  part,  an<l 
St.     I  watched  the  conversation  men  of  the  day ;  I 
'Studied  mode  of  being  unstudied  in  their  wit. — I 
t  natural  mode  of  lu^^ring  in  impromptus  made  at 
iselle  Mars  at  sixty-iive  enacts  the  part  of  the  in- 
oung  girl,  better  than  all  the  little  misses  of  sixteen 
ige.     Ho  the  skilful  professional  wit  throws  out  bait 
Bs  Anthony  sent  divers  into  the  river  to  attach  fishes 
ungling  in  presence  of  Cleopatra, 
nts  on  the  earth  in  those  days.     There  were  some 
men  on  the  pave.   From  punning  Caleb  Whiteford  to 
•11,  —  from   polished  William  Spencer  to  unrivulled 
•Iman  to  Canning, — from  Brummell  to  Alvanley, — 
'ard,  —  there  was  talking  going  on  in  London  every 
and  nine,  which  it  did  one's  heart  harm  to  hear  ;  so 
ke  one  of  their  coilot|uia]  tactics, 
eminence  as  a  diner-out,  something  more  is  required 
wer  of  conducing  to  the  amusement  of  the  company, 
ng  fellow,  who  was  nothing  but  an  entertaining  fel- 
to  be  in  want  of  a  dinner,  might  be  asked  once  or 
[ion,  but  would  never  be  tolerated  as  n  regular  dinner 
houses.     In  the  Arst  place,  the  diner-out  must  eat 
utd  nut  like  a  glutton.     A  hungry  man  is  not  suffi- 
his  body,  to  be  at  ease  in  his  mind.     To  be  able  to 
I  faculties,  he  must  be  in  ciruimstances  to  appreciate 
e  I'tUiee  he  is  tusting,  while  the  party  is  tasting  his 
tt  to  be  engrossed  by  their  excellence.     His  responsi- 
aust  preponderate  over  the  exquisitenesa  of  his  palate. 
Jke  to  throw  away  a  first-rate  menu  upon  a  man  who 
cnelks  de.  veau  from  sweetbreads,  any  more  than  on  a 
his  plate  half  a  dozen  times  to  the  joint  on  the  8id&> 

I   had  nothing  to  fear.     I  possessed  what  is  called 
endence,"  I  was  certain  of  my  roast  and  boiled,  tish 

own  expense,  all  the  three  hundred  and  sixty-five 
But  what  a  prospect !     Roast  and  boiled  from  tlie 

the  31st  of  December,  when  so  many  stew-pana  were 

aristocratic  kitchens  of  Great  Britain  !  I  felt  that  I 
;  to  deserve  such  a  sentence  at  the  hand  of  destiny.  I 
stined  to  the  saimi  and  the  capilutade  ;  and,  by  dint 
my  vocation,  can  safely  say,  that  for  the  last  six  sea- 
n  this  gastronomical  metropolis  has  enjoyed  a  more 
ittince  with  the  sauce-boats  of  the  great  world, 
led  mitn,  inca|mble  uf  seizing  the  lights  and  shadows 
iks  it  enough  to  jmsh  on  straight  to  the  mark  ;  and, 
linatiun  tn  be  entertaiiiiag,  begins  to  open  his  budget 
is  off  the  table.  Wherejis  there  is  scarcely  more  art 
ing  the  dinner,  thim  in  addressing  those  who  are  in- 
There  are  certain  appointed  epochs  of  u  dinner,  ditfer- 
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mg  in  different  gets  and  countries,  appointed  for  the  specific  introdne- 
tion  of  certain  wines, — as  slierry  or  madeira  after  soup,  or  hock  between 
the  courses.  So  also  there  are  especiaJ  moments  for  the  introduction 
of  diverH  orders  of  anecdotes.  Tlie  man  who  attempts  a  bit  of  scandal 
while  the  pates  or  cutlets  are  goinp  their  rounds,  will  find  his  risk  re- 
warded by  reproving  silence.  People  look  as  if  they  did  not  under- 
stand a  word  he  was  saying ;  whereas  if  he  wait  till  after  the  seo>nd 
round  of  champagne,  he  will  set  the  table  in  a  roar.  Even  the  first 
will  so  far  thaw  the  faculties  or  decorum  of  the  party,  that  a  significant 
smile  may  possibly  repay  his  pains. 

Soup  admits  of  notiiing  of  more  stirring  interest  than  the  weather. 
People  are  not  yet  at  their  ease-  They  have  not  recovered  the  fuss  of 
taking  their  places ;  they  have  not  got  accustomed  to  their  neighbours, 
or  to  the  brightness  of  the  dinner-room.  They  look  blinky  and  per- 
plexed. The  edge  of  appetite,  too,  must  be  appeased.  A  few  mouih- 
fuls  of  hot,  clear,  spring  soup,  or  bisque  d'ecrevistes,  cheers  up  the 
spirits,  and  disposes  to  sociability.  A  sip  of  sherry  perfects  the  charm. 
By  the  time  turbot  and  its  lobster  sauce,  or  Severn  salmon  and  its 
cucumber,  fignre  on  your  plate,  you  may  venture  upon  politics  and  the 
news  of  the  day.  If  a  clever  man  be  near  you,  and  you  have  important 
intelligence  in  petto,  inquire  of  him  whether  he  have  anything  new  ; 
then,  with  easy  negligence,  let  fall  the  startling  news  that  is  to  fix 
every  eye  at  table  upon  yourself.  Choose  that  moment  to  take  wioe, 
or  to  whisper  confidentially  to  the  servant  behind  your  chair  a  request 
for  a  second  investigation  of  the  fish-sauces.  You  should  appear  to  be 
anxioualy  interested  in  the  coaxing  of  yonr  own  appetite,  when  you 
announce  the  aMication  of  the  Emperor  of  China,  or  that  herilajesty'a 
favourite  parrot  is  sitting.  All  this,  as  stage  effect,  tends  pow«rfullj 
to  the  success  of  the  piece. 

Anything  superlative  in  the  way  of  wit  should  be  reserved,  like  the 
hock,  for  the  Jinale  of  the  first  course.  Even  in  the  best  regulated 
household,  there  occurs  a  momentary  pause  most  propitious  to  the  ex- 
plosion of  a  bon  mot.  The  host  is  grateful  to  you  ;  the  maitre  eTh/Uei 
is  grateful  to  you  ;  everybody  is  grateful  to  you.  A  minute  later,  and 
the  bustle  of  placing  the  second  course  on  the  table  would  be  fatal  to 
the  success  of  your  attempt.  That  most  disagreeable  interruption  at  an 
end,  the  real  business  of  dinner  conversation  begins.  The  tide  is  Bet- 
ting in.  Till  the  rubicon  of  the  second  course  is  passed,  your  careful 
talker  feels  that  all  is  preamble.  It  is  not  worth  while  to  hazard  any- 
thing of  real  excellence.  It  is  waste  of  powder  and  shot  to  Uriab 
pearlB  before  the  rapacious  animals  who  think  more  of  what  mcbm 
them  through  their  lipe,  than  through  their  ears. 

But  afler  the  pheasant,  green-jpiose,  or  turkey  ponlt, -^  after  the 
foitdu,  cabinet-pudding,  and  Chamhcrlin,  comes  the  tug  of  war  J  Not 
only  are  the  ears  of  the  party  opened,  but  its  beans.  People  are 
ready  to  laugh  at  anything ;  yet  not  too  merry  to  distinguish  between 
wit  and  humour,  an  old  story  and  a  new  anecdote.  With  the  orange 
jelly,  you  may  whisper  to  a  fair  neighbour  ;  with  the  wertHgues  glaa^s, 
you  may  acquaint  a  dark  one  with  some  fact  of  foreign  policy  ur  (inc- 
art  fiddle-faddle,  of  which  he  was  wholly  ignoruit.  He  will  not  turn  . 
sulky  at  finding  you  better  informed  than  himself. 

During  a  diner-out's  first  season  or  so,  he  takes  almost  a«  much 
pleasure  in  nil  that  he  cuuxcs  others  to  swidlow,  as  in  nil  that  ho  is 
swallowing.     He  enjoys  his  own  stories  and  his  own  success.     But 
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sif  a  name,  after  being  cited  here,  there,  and  erery- 
>eable  Mr.  Prattles,  the  new  Sheridan,  the  future 
u  to  grow  nervous.    He  feels  it  necessary  to  talk  up 
;  and  a  duty  is  alwayn  irksome-     One  dull  dinner 
!     A  party  where  the  buuud  of  knives  and  forks  is 
}i  in  the  conrereation,  reflects  eternal  disgrace  un  its 
should  it  cotne  to  be  known  that  a  regular  diner-out 
inders.   He  is  a  lost  mutton, — that  is,  a  lost  buck.— > 
begins  to  cram,  as  if  reading  for  a  degree,  —  saps 
s  up  his  small  talk  as  for  the  Seatonian  prize.    When 
nts  the  publicity  of  society,  he  is  unable  to  distin- 
lid  gradations.    Like  a  child  contemplating  the  starry- 
holds  millions  of  stars,  and  rates  them  alike,  inca- 
shing  their  gradations  of  magnitude.     To  make  une- 
ihe  dinner-table  in  certain  circles,  it  suffices  to  read 
Is  as  they  appear,  to  skim  the  daily  papers,  and  be 
qu«te  the  jokes  of  the  last  nunilier  of  the  Quarterly 
rs,  it  is  necessary  to  have  written  one  uf  these  showy 
in  the  ear  of  the  company  ;  and  to  huzord  any  direct 
ubiive  all  to  cito  their  witticisms,  or  any  other  guod 
ippeared  in  print,  would  be  destruction.     In  such  a 
e  would  be  thought  as  oifensive  as  a  stale  John  Dory, 
ated   must   have   their  bloom  upon   them,  like   tlid 
ry  anecdote  boast  its  virgin  bouquet,  like  every  bottle 
a  moderately  witty  thing,  wholly  new  and  ineJited, 
ralue  than  the  best  mul  of  Alvanley  filtered  through 

'  was  saying  yesterday  at  White's,"  observed  a  man  at 

of  the  late  Lord  S ,  and  was  about  to  relate  some 

when  Lord interrupted  him  with,  "  If  I  wanted 

ly  one  ttaid  at  White's,  I  would  go  there  and  hear  it. 
ng  which  you  both  think  and  say  yourself,  or,  at  oU 
B  new  and  original." 

II  too  disagreeable  to  be  wantonly  provoked.  For  the 
thing  so  stupid  as  to  cram  from  such  books  as  Wal. 
r  Crequy's  Memoirs,  or  any  other,  not  old  enough  to 
Tews  should  be  of  Charles  the  Second's  time  or  Queen 
nothing  in  the  way  of  crib  can  be  safely  hazarded  later 
f  George  the  First. 

t  ten  pounds'  worth  of  French,  from  the  usher  of  some 
•ol,  was  worth  a  whole  season's  entertainments  ;  and  in 
r  the  present  century,  more  than  one  diner-out  traded 
I  popular  books  of  I*  rench  memoirs,^  still  unfamiliar  to 
don  world. 

lieir  gastronomy  out  of  Orimod  de  la  Reyniere  and 
;  their  wit  out  of  Grimm,  Diderot  and  Mesdames  du 
slpinay ;  their  philosophy  from  L'Hermite  de  la  Chauft- 
nd  their  sentiment  from  Madame  de  Souza.  Even 
fere  then  "  taken  from  the  French,"  without  fear  of 
now  that  every  lawyer's  clerk  visits  Paris  at  leatit  once 
X  the  Burtingtun  Arcade  and  its  libraries  supply  wit 
I  at  three-and-sixpcnce  per  month,  to  all  classes  of  the 
lan  attempting  to  dine  out  upon  the  Ilevue  de  Paris, 
I  Alondes,  La  Mode,  and  La  Preaae,  would  be  coughed 
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(hiivn.  It  is  only  some  solemn  review  that  dnre«  put  on  it*  consi- 
dering C3ip,  and  inflict  these  stale  scraps  up4>n  the  public.  Fur  my 
part,  having  a  reputation  to  sustain,  I  would  not  venture  on  anything, 
even  wet  from  the  press  of  Dumont  or  Lavocat.  Several  of  the  yoan|; 
memhers  have  over  early  sheets  to  brighten  their  speeches. 

I  had  once  a  severe  lesson  on  that  score.  Everybody  knows  the^tory 
of  Conversation  B.  strolling  to  the  toilet-table  of  Conversation  S.  one 
afternoon,  where  his  card  of  niems.  for  the  night  was  laid  out  with  his 
pumps  and  white  waistcoat ;  conning  by  rote  the  topics  to  be  dragged 
in,  and  preceding  him  in  the  various  opera-l>oxes  to  which  they  were 
assigned  ;  so  that  every  time  the  professed  wit  opened  his  lips,  it  was 
to  recount  some  anecdote  or  bon.mot  which  had  been  reciteu  ten  mi- 
nutes before,  by  his  rival.  Exactly  such  was  my  disaster  I — I  had  re- 
ceived one  morning  a  batch  of  pamphlets  from  Paris ;  and  as  usual, 
extracted  the  pith  for  my  private  use.  The  gems  thus  strung  toge- 
ther, I  intended  to  powder  over  my  conversation  that  day  at  one  of 
Lady  C-ork's  choice  dinner-parties  ;  and  had  consequentfy  provided 
myself  with  nothing  else.  I  entered  her  famous  old  china-caller)',  on 
tlie  divans  and  slender  porcupine-chairs  of  which  I  found  scattered 
the  best  and  brightest  of  the  season.  "  All  was  prepared,  the  judgea 
were  met,  a  terrible  show."  Unluckily  I  came  late,  having  been  de- 
tained running  my  eye  over  my  notes  ;  so  that  when  I  made  uiy  m- 
trer,  that  pushing  fellow,  L,  had  already  the  ear  of  the  company. 
Judge  of  my  horror  when  I  found  him  giving  tongue  to  one  of  my 
most  striking  novelties !  —  I  longed  to  fly  at  him,  and  snatch  it  from 
his  mouth, — as  one  sees  a  shar])  terrier  when  another  dog  has  pil- 
fered a  bone  from  him  ! — llxit  it  was  all  in  vain  ! — He  had  taken  the 
first  move.  Bon  mot  after  boa  mol  did  he  let  fly  from  his  pigeon-trap, 
and  every  shot  told.  1  had  nothing  left.  The  fellow  subscribed  to  the 
same  library  ns  myself ;  had  obtained  a  view  of  the  books  four-and- 
twenty  hours  before  me, — and  reduced  me  to  bankruptcy.  Cut  up  as 
I  was,  not  even  an  incipient  influenza  which  I  pleaded,  sufliicea  as 
my  excuse  with  the  old  lady  ;  and  though  I  had  the  precaution  to 
keep  my  chambers  for  a  week,  to  give  colouring  to  the  pretext,  she 
never  invited  me  again  the  whole  season,  except  to  one  of  those  hor- 
rible olla  jHxlrida*  which  she  sometimes  gave  at  the  end  of  her  dinner 
weeks,  to  dispose  of  the  fragments,  and  drink  the  bottling»-up  of 
wine.  It  may  be  supposed  that  I  did  not  idlow  mysdf  to  be  con- 
verted into  quick-lime. 

Ill-natnred  people  fancy  that  the  life  of  a  dining-ont  nuin  is  a  life 
of  com,  wine,  and  oil ;  that  all  he  has  to  do  is  to  eat,  drink,  and  be 
merry.  I  only  know  that,  had  I  been  awure  in  the  onset  of  life  of  nil 
I  should  have  to  go  through  in  my  vocation,  I  would  have  chosen  some 
easier  calling.  I  would  have  studied  law,  physic,  or  divinity ;  I  would 
have  gone  the  circuit;  I  ^vould  have  even  gone  the  whole  h«)g,  and 
become  a  parson,  rather  than  enjoyed  the  Barmecides  feast  of  a  pro- 
fessor of  wit.  Eat  and  drink  he  may,  but  to  be  really  merry  I  defy 
kirn — Viands  and  generous  wines  pass  through  his  lips,  without  makinc 
the  least  impression  on  his  palate.  His  attention  is  pre-engroasea> 
By  venturing  to  dwell  upon  some  dainty-dish,  he  is  sure  to  lose  the  q|i- 

Enrtunity  of  introducing  some  striking  remark,  or  hazarding  some  neat 
ttle  pun.  His  appetite  is  continually  on  thornii.  His  slice  of  veni- 
son is,  perhaps,  brought  him  just  as  he  has  Liuuchcd  into  some  capital 
story  ;  and  he  has  only  the  alternative  of  6|>otling  it,  or  finding  the  fat 
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pucity  when  enabled  to  pay  himself  proper  attention, 
time  and  tide,  waits  for  no  mun  ;  and  the  Ktupideat 
tusin  may  swallow  it  when  the  said  fat  is  clear  as 
iner-out  finds  it  gradually  freezing  upoa  bis  hapless 

one's  iced  pudding  begins  to  melt  while  one  tinishes 
»  with  some  sharp  opposite  neighbour.  I  remem- 
ing  an  avalanche  before  me,  tluit  wouJd  have  cooled 
tu  look  at ;  and  before  I  could  command  the  use  of 

inundation  at  Brentford  was  not  more  fluent  than 

by  the  way,  of  quadrille  dancers  to  be  very  scru- 
'  u  tiit-il-vis.  Young  ladies  pretend  that  it  is  of  as 
to  them  to  be  mated  with  an  eligible  opposite  neij{h- 
jgible  partner.  It  is  of  fifty  times  asmucli  import- 
it  man  1 — What  he  says  to  his  two  next  neighlwurs, 
f,  does  him  little  or  no  credit  with  the  party.  But 
site,  \s  as  invaluable  an  adjunct  as  the  clown  attend- 
»hip  at  Astley's.  The  whole  audience  is  convulsed 
addressed  to  him.  The  whule  table  is  in  a  roar 
sit  facing  Horace  or  Sydney.  In  such  a  partner- 
hing  by  a  division  of  profits. 

nd,  it  is  a  horrible  trial  of  patience  to  bowl  to  an 
throw  the  bail  which  there  is  no  one  to  cutch.  I 
e  bewildering  than  fur  u  man  who  kuou's  himself  U) 
for  the  entertainment  of  the  company,  to  get  placed, 
ose  blunders  which  so  often  occur  in  mixed  dinner- 
ne  duimy  dowager — dunny  in  mind  ns  well  as  body  ; 
ivy  of  misses  in  muslin  frocks,  to  whom  it  is  not 
ad  guilty  of  an  idea.  Conversation  is  out  of  the 
:e  singing  with  your  face  to  a  stotie-wall.  Every 
Tcliness  is  rewarded  with  a  stare  of  stupid  wonder ; 
n  you  make  yourself  comprehensible  to  the  meanest 
g  the  weiUher,  or  canting  about  the  state  uf  the 
■  rewarded  with  mure  than  munosvLlables  in  reply. 
ife  and  fret.  You  have,  perhaps,  half  a  dozen  capital 
;  in  your  brains.  Take  my  advice.  Postpone  your 
I  your  total  ecL'pse  in  solemn  silence.  It  is  useless 
:e  bricks  without  straw. 

louses  is  the  iMarcjuis  of  Bexfield's.  What  a  chef/ — 
el! — what  an  establishment! — what  a  master  thereof! 
t,  too ! — fine  people,  who  are  not  too  fine,  and  coarse 
«t  too  coarse.  From  the  moment  of  crossing  the 
Misciousof  a  certain  bien-Hre  pervading  one's  animal 
iTm-bath,  or  the  sortie  from  a  long  sermon  at  Christ- 
-days.  There  are  certain  capital  diiung- houses,  such 
Lord  S.  where  gastronomy  is  made  of  too  engrossing 
tats  too  critically,  and  grows  nervous  lest  one  should 
iDJoying  something  which  the  knowing  ones  decide 
ghest  quality.  In  such  a  set,  the  conversation-man 
portance.  People  are  invited  exclusively  to  eat  and 
r  is  there  only  to  fill  up  the  pauses  between  the  nu- 
Kt  Lord  Bexheld's,  this  is  not  the  case.  One  stands 
the  bastions  de  volaillc  and  chateau  margout. 
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cruel  nature.     We  cannot  Kufliciently  iipologize  to  our  tubacribcrs  for 
uur  insertion  of  so  ill-advised  a  fabrication." 

I  foresee  from  hence  the  compunctious  visitings  brightening  up  Uie 
damped  affections  of  my  friends  and  acquaintance,  on  perusing  such  aa 
announcement !  "  Poor  Prattles !  "  they  w  ill  exclaim,  "  I  don't  know 
how  it  was,  —  I  had  not  seen  so  much  of  him  lately, —  yet  he  i^  onv 
whose  company  is  always  an  acquisition, — a  mot^t  amusing  little  fidlitw, 
• —  a  man  who  knows  everythin}?,  —  a  man  whom  everybody  know*.  — 
Heartily  glad  to  iind  he  is  still  extant! — By  Jove!  I'll  call  on  Lim 
to-morrow  and  ask  him  to  dinner." 

Kven  those  less-affectionatel y  disposed  towards  me,  even  those  who 
perhaps  think  me  a  bore,  will  be  moved  to  ejaculate,  "  Poor  littl* 
Prattles ! — after  all,  there  was  more  twaddling  than  mischief  in  hi* 
gossip.  His  tittle-tattle  was  only  the  labour  of  his  vocatiou.  He 
never  did  any  harm, —  that  is,  he  never  meant  to  do  any  barm. — If  he 
sometimes  administered  arsenic  instead  of  magnesia,  it  was  onlj 
through  a  mistake  of  the  labels.  He  never  poisoned  people  with  ma- 
lice prepense-  And  he  was  really  very  good  fun  in  rainy  weather  in 
the  country,  or  when  trying  to  sit  his  horse  in  the  Park. — I  fancy  we 
could  better  spare  a  l>etter  man  than  Prattles." 

And  then  one's  works  ! — The  moment  a  literary  man  dies,  and  the 
newspapers  take  to  getting  up  his  memoirs,  every  little  anonymous 
thing  of  merit  that  has  been  floating  about  for  the  last  ten   year*,  is  ( 
laid  to  his  charge.     The  real  author  has  always  the  power  of  establish- 
ing his  right  to  his  unclaimed  dividends  j — a  letter  to  the  editor  from 
the  "  constant  reader  of  his  invaluable  journal,"  informing  him   in 
roundabout  phrase  that  his  facts  are  tiction.'i,  and  his  fictions  rubbish, 
only  serves  to  increase  the  interest  of  the  paper.     On  the  strength  oS  , 
my  decease,  I  shall  probably  be  charged  with  "  ^'iolet  the  Danseuse  , 
or  the  "Adventures  of  a  Coxcomb."     I  have  a  great  mind  to  charfre  j 
myself  with  "  Fashionable  Friends,"  and  "  The  Nun  of  Arrouca."     It] 
might  be  a  considerable  relief  to  the  shoulders  of  the  administration, — 
and  at  all  events  produce  a  newspaper  controversy,  certain  to  bring  all 
parties  into  notice.     'Pon  honour!  the  idea  may  be  worth  M-orking 
out ! — What  neat  little  articles  in  the  Examiner,  Spectator,  Atbe- 
noium.  Atlas,  and  Literary  Gazette,  will  endeavour  to  tix  the  cip  upon 
the  rightful  head! — What  fudgerations  in  the  magazines,  —  wlint  ito- 
lemn  sneers  in  the  Quarterlies. — I  foresee  a  vista  of  dinners  prolonged 
from  the  Easter  feast  to  the  July  banquets  of  Lovegroves  (when  the 
white-bait,  like  hobbledehoys,  have  outgrown  their  melted  butter,)  , 
issuing  from  this  lucky  suggestion. 

How  I  hale  all  those  weekly  papers, — with  their  "  Library  Tables,** 
and  "Weekly  Gossip,"  and  "  Foreign  Correspondence,"  taking  the 
very  roll  out  of  one's  mouth ! — The  digestive  doctors  swear  that  the 
human  constitution  hos  never  got  on  half  so  well  since  the  elaburute 
processes  of  n)odern  gastronomy  in  the  form  of  soups,  gravies,  and  jellies, 
look  half  its  labours  out  of  its  hands.  They  protest  that  the  epigastric 
functions,  not  having  enough  to  do,  prey  upon  themselves,  and  conse- 
quently do  mischief.  The  processes  of  the  human  mind  are  vaitlv 
analogous  to  those  of  the  human  stomach.  When  people  used  to  work 
hard  in  the  pursuit  of  knowledge,  a  healthy  appetite  was  engendered; 
and  it  is  only  since  the  hashes  of  literature  came  to  be  constantlr 
served  at  our  tables, — scraps  of  poetry,  romance,  or  history,  enhaocea 
by  the  peppery  sauce  of  the  reviewers, —  that  we  lost  all  taste  for  the 
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Ig,  the  solid  sirloin  of  the  historian,  the  homelr  bat- 
rs.  Trimmer  and  Sirs.  Chapone.     Above  nil,  the  im- 

which  these  placarJers  of  literuture  send  Hying  all 
e  hhth  of  every  chef-d'oeuvre,  and  the  suicides  ofnish 
ugh  to  distract  one. — Five-and-twenty  years  af»o,  peo- 

of  months  to  decide  whether  it  were  worth  while  to 
'b  for  the  new-novel ;  and  six  weeks  after  the  publi- 
r's  last  epic,  used  to  be  asking  each  other  whether 
1,  who  wrote  Espriellu's  Letters,  had  not  been  at- 
Og  new  ? — Now,  white  Bulwer's  youngest  is  still  damp 
ot  a  linendraper's  apprentice  in  Regent's  Street  but 
ifurm  the  errand-boy  that  "  it  ben't  by  no  manner  of 
3uge  and  Harem." — Tiie  march  of  intellect  mokes  its 
)]e  and  corner,  in  more  than  double-quick  time, 
rceived  that  my  little  tripa  of  discovery  to  Paris,  for 
f  "novelties  of  the  season,"  are  of  no  more  use  than 
Highgate  Tlill  and  down  again.     Nothing  nearer  than 

in  the  slightest  degree  available.  Between  stenm- 
Mjhting,  the  IMediterranean  is  grown  as  vul^iar  as  the 
e  phost  of  Cajjtuin  Cook  arise  to  inquire  why  it  has 
n  Westminster  Abbey,  how  immensely  astonished  it 
people  steaming  it  over  the  Red  Sea,  as  easily  as  they 
Is  time,  over  Chelsea  Reach  ;  and  the  name  of  Poly- 
in  their  mouths  as  that  of  Polty  Peachuni ! — For  my 
ng  of  a  totir  for  next  autumn  (if  the  untimely  decease 
Uctify  as  I  anticipate,)  and  cannot  fur  the  soul  of  me 
ig  sufficiently  exclusive  to  give  a  fillip  to  public 
Snd  to  being  written  up  l»ythe  Quarterly. 
of  earth  concerning  which  St.  James's  Street  and  Bel- 
ow nothing,  is  the  City  of  Lundon.     I  have  a  vast 

lAVELS  TO  THE  EasT  ;    WITH  SKETCHKS   OF    SillTH- 

Babbican  ;  by  one  of  the  opera-tive  class,"  or  some 
One  might  furbish  up  famous  anttquarianisms  out  of 
Alagazinej  about  Crosby  Hall  and  Winchester  House, 
«t  of  savoury  tittle  compliments  to  the  various  compa- 
t  aldermen,  certain  to  bring  down  coveys  of  dinners  ! 
ind  venisfHJ  in  the  very  promise  ! — The  Albion — Blea- 
gust  names! — Cornhill,  protiiiseth  corn  in  Egypt;  — 
iw  and  fatness  ; — Warwick  Lane,  manna. — The  city 
abound  in  byres  and  cellars, — fat  beeves,  and  strong 
t  nt'vt'r  to  be  eaten  westward  of  Temple  Bar  ;  and  al- 
id  Stock-Exchange  make  their  turtle  suup,  like  their 

out  of  calves'  heads,  there  are  capital  littleynVor* 
Poultry. — Yes, — decidedly,  if  a  supposititious  demise 
fare,  I  will  try  the  Eastern  circuit. — 
ler  anybody  will  start  anything  netv  this  season  ? — The 
ly  in  want  of  a  startle — to  make  it  open  its  eves.  So- 
'  drowsy.  The  great  deficiency  of  the  English  mind 
e  country  is  full  uf  originals  ;  yet  collectively,  we  are 
nation  in  Europe.  /  must  not  quarrel  with  the  fault, 
,e  vocation  of  diner-out  would  be  extinguished.  The 
the  French  was  a  fellow  who  arrived  with  couplets  in 
lliven  the  dessert,  and  administer  to  their   love  of 
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gaiety.    The  diner-out  of  tbe  English,  is  a  man  who  brings  news  to 
stir  up  the  stagnancy  of  the  unimaginative  natives  of  Great  Britain. 

To-morrow,  being  Sunday,  I  will  drop  in  at  the  Marquis's,  and  asoer' 
tain  what  "novelties  he  has  in  preparation,"  as  the  theatres  nj. 
Everything  that  is  cleverest,  throws  off  at  Bexfield  House,  and  should 
there  be  anything  worth  talking  of  in  rehearsal,  it  were  fatal  not  to  be 
behind  the  curtain. 

Where  will  the  next  volcano  start  up  ? — Canada  is  burnt  oyt,  and 
Syria  subsiding, — nobody  cares  about  Circassia,  except  the  perfumers. 
I  wish  they  would  push  the  thing  a  little  in  China.  When  that  hare 
was  started,  I  pumped  a  monstrous  deal  out  of  Henry  Ellis ;  and  have 
got  notes  embellished  with  names,  polysyllabic  enough  to  stretch  from 
the  first  course  to  the  second,  which  I  could  make  deliciously  available. 
— Souchong  and  pekoe  exhale  from  every  syllable  ! — Besioes,  I  once 
received  a  note  from  Lord  Jocelyn,  (declining  a  dinner  invitation,) 
which  entitles  me  to  hint,  in  a  careless  manner,  that  I  am  in  i 
pondence  with  his  lordship.    iVoiw  verrms. 


A  CLASSICAL  ODE  WITH  A  "  FREE  TRANSLATION." 


AD  PCETAM. 

Qu£  te  sub  tenerft  rapuerunt,  Pceta,  juventft, 
O  !  utinam  me  crudelia  fata  voceDt ! 

Ut  linquam  terras,  invisaque  lamina  solis, 
Utque  tuus  rursiim,  corpore,  sim  posito ! 

Te  sequar :  obscurum  per  iter  dux  ibit  eunti 
Fidus  Amor,  tenebras  lampade  discutiens ; 

Tu  cave  Lethaeo  contingens  oia  liqaore ; 
Et  cito  venturi,  sis  memor,  oro,  viri ! 

TO  PADDY. 

Ah !  Paddy,  my  darlin'  I  thin  what  has  become  o'  ye  ? 

What  spalpeen  has  darr'd  to  deprive  ye  of  life  T 
Sure  the  thief  o'  the  world  miglit  have  lef^  jest  a  crumb  o'  ye. 

To  comfort  the  heart  o'  yer  sorrowful  wife  I 

Ochone  1  now  ye  're  gone,  see  how  dreadful  my  fote  is. 
Indeed,  I  can't  bear  it;  I  '11  soon  "  cut  my  sticks :" — 

I  '11  lave  the  bright  sun,  and  the  sweet  land  o'  praties. 
And  be  off  to  look  afUier  my  Paddy  "  like  bricks  I " 

Yes,  1  'II  follow  ye,  Pat,  though  ye  have  got  the  start  o*  me, 
For  my  love  is  so  faithful,  'twill  soon  find  ye  out : 

With  a  lamp,  or  a  rushlight,  I  'II  seek  t'other  part  o'  me. 
And  as  soon  as  I  sec  ye,  "  Mavourneen  !  "  1  '11  shout. 

But  don't  drink  of  Lethe,  or  any  sich  stuff,  my  boy. 
If  ye  do,  ye  '11  forget  yer  poor  wife,  mebbe  hate  her ; 

But  if  ye  feel  thirsty — Uie  thought 's  ouite  enough,  my  boy. 
By  the  pow'rs  but  I  'II  bring  yiz  a  uhrop  o'  the  cratur  1 

Gut. 
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ce,  home,  you  idle  creature*,  get  you  home ! 
lii  a  holiday  ?     What !  know  ynii  not, 
ig  mechanical,  yuu  ought  not  walk 
n  a  labouring  day  without  the  «ign 
four  prof«i»ion  ? 

JhKu*  Ctnar. 

7s  Mabby  lived  rather  high  up,  in  a  house  leading  out 
\tj  sigzaguiial  (if  I  may  use  »uch  an  expression)  wind- 
sex  Street  and  Arundel  Street, — two  streets  notorious 
lance  of  cool-merchiints,  lawyers,  and  lodging-house 
;he  exceptions,  I  believe,  of  one  baker,  one  plumber, 
lOps,  and  one  law-stationer,  there  is  hardly  a  variety 

or  professions  which  I  have  set  down.  In  a  court — 
lins  mystery) — in  a  court,  in  fact,  and  up  four  pair  of 
•  Alabby.  He  was  head  clerk  in  the  firm  of  Messrs. 
and  Slugs,  eminent  Chancery  lawyers,  in  some  blind 

itself  out  of  the  Strand.  He  was  much  occupied ; 
mfessed  that  it  was  his  pleasure  to  wear  the  collar  of 
itory  is  never  so  agreeable  and  becoming  as  when  it 
biography ;  and  as  I  happen  to  know  (having  been 
r.  fliabby  divulged  liimseif  on  the  evening  of  the  day 
elmas  term,  to  two  of  the  junior  old  gentlemen  in 
id  Co.'s  employment,  over  or  after  a  hot  heel  supper, 
b.e  olBce,  say  about  eleven  o'clock, — I  sliaU,  after  de- 
•y  yet  comfortable  locality  of  Mr.  Mubby,  commit  to 

of  him  and  liis  two  co-labourers  the  dcvelupement  of 
jrse.  . 

four  pair  of  stairs  lived  Mr.  Mabby.  The  house  was 
receiving-house  for  what  may  be  denominated  penny- 
i'athers,  mothers,  and  children  dropped  into  a  one-pair 
pair  front,  as  casually  m  letters ;  and  at  tlie  door,  the 

all  the  harmonious  appearance  of  organ  stops,  "each 
uneable  "  as  the  Sliakspearian  bounds,  and  each  vied 
)  requesting  you  would  have  the  pleasure  to  ring  it. 
i  be  owned,  had  to  go  up  four  flights  of  stairs,  and 
S  to  the  airy  spirit,  wliieh  rose  like  the  eagle  from  the 
r  to  its  own  nest, — u  Utile,  however,  it  must  bo  udmit- 
.     He  had  (besides  a  closet  fur  the  children)  one  room, 

but  Mr.  Mabby, — and  this  he  protested,  in  his  airy 
fld  fur  many  reasons,  one  or  two  of  which  he  conde- 
merate,  —  namely ^  that  he  preferred  clear  air,  which 
through  the  chimney-tops  from  the  Thames  (this  he 
Ig  the  bleakness),  for  the  sake  of  his  five  children ;  he 
the  sake  of  his  own  exercise  in  going  home  ;  and  above 
[h  estimate  on  it,  because  his  wife,  Mrs.  iMabby,  was 
e  things  dried  better  (and  she  spent  her  life  in  vvash- 
dlabby,  her  dear  Mabby,  looked  whiter  in  the  eyes  of 
from  the  atmosphere  in  which  his  collars  were  dried. 
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The  room  was  one  which  Crabbe  would  have  deb'ghted  to  paint;  ik 
mantelpiece  was  out  of  the  reach  of  every  human,  being  of  the  familv, 
except  by  means  of  a  stool  ;  and  yet  on  this  mantelpiece,  by  a  wrtof 
indescribable  compromise  between  use  and  ornament,  the  pepper-bia 
shone  as  someihinj;  almost  German-silvery  and  attractive  ;  the  nutni«|- 
grater  seemed  to  discard  its  roughness,  and  put  on  a  sort  of  pohtksi 
character ;  in  short,  the  common  tin  needments  of  the  kitchen,  like 
tlie  lower  human  orders  in  life,  flared  up  into  a  sort  of  tin  Cbanisa, 
and  asserted  rif^hts  which  neither  their  nsual  position  in  society  w 
their  metal  entitled  them  to  maintain.  The  fender  was  low,  and  wak 
in  the  back,  and  with  ditiiculty  supported  the  weight  of  a  shovel  witli 
a  net-work  scoop,  a  pair  of  tongs  with  a  diseased  joint,  and  a  pobr 
vriih  a  starvation  tongue.  There  ^vas  one  easy-chair  without  a  button, 
and  the  flock  coming  out  at  intervals  at  the  back ;  two  or  ihrt-e  tttkfl' 
seats,  which  mipht  be  con.iidered  as  regulars,  if  their  heinf' broken  a 
would  qualify  them,  furnished  the  room  ;  and  moreover  the  eve  fifB 
upon  one  table,  with  an  anti-Spanish  mahoguny  top,  and  a  spavintd 
leg;  one  Otrce-post  bedstead^  with  a  wooden  box  doing  the  duty  oftfc* 
fourth  leg  and  a  clothes-press  at  the  same  time,  very  solidly  ;  non- 
lance,  no  curtains,  but  a  decided  iron  bar  going  round  a  portion  of  tiif 
top,  asserting  the  right  to  them  at  pleu.sure.  I  do  not  wish  to  be  piftj- 
cular  in  my  description,  and  shall  therefore  not  hunt  the  dear  '^^r  nfi 
Jlrs.  Blabbv  into  their  cupboards  uud  coal-cellar,  though  as  t 
ter,  I  will  io  her  the  justice  to  say,  that  no  one  more  availed  i. 
the  variations  of  the  market  than  she  did  ;  as  the  eldest  child,  to 
a  cumbrous  stock  being  laid  in  at  a  bad  price,  invariably  fetched 
article  fresh  and  fresh  in  a  hat-box. 

I  have  been  perhaps  a  little  too  particular  in  my  description 
domicile;  but  when  can  a  reader  so  well  realise  to  himself  or 
the  interest  of  the  characters  described,  as  when  the  scene  of 
faithfully  brought  before  them. 

A  word  or  two  as  to  Mrs.  Mabby,  and  I  will  proceed  with  mr 
ration.     Were  it  not  that  in  all  that  concerned  her  husband  she  wp™ 
interfere  with  her  attenuated  observations,  I  should  certainly  paw  '*' 
by  as  something  that  ought  to  be  spared  to  the  retider.     But  she  *«•< 
characterless  character.     She  would  be  doing  when  she  had  oothiagto 
do ;  she  would  be  saying  whin  she  had  nothing  to  say  ;  she  ne«t  lif 
the  remotest  chance  spoke  of  anything  but  her  own  family  ;  >- 
wiser  than  the  youngest  child  in  it.     Being  near-sighted, 
well  as  mind,  she  declared  she  saw  everything  that  was  go: 
that  family.     She  saw  Alabby  looking  ill,  Avlien  she  could  ii< ' 
at  all ;  she  zealously  washea,  when  she  could  not  tell  a  (]> 
from  a  clean  one  ;  she  broiled  a  steak  for  what  she  culled  h* ' 
when  she  didn't  know  whether  the  fire  was  in  or  out.     Her  : 
life  of  suds  and  solitude,  and  utter  near-sightedness  of  eye  :u 

I  now  am  enabled  to  return  to  the  diiy  afker  term, — a  day 
my  respected  Chancery-clerk,  Mr.  Mubby,  not  only  obtained 
leave  at  ten,  but  in  the  plenitude  of  his  pleasure  prevailed  upou  tuv 
young  old  gentlemen,  with  peaked  pointed  noses,  and  small  shiny  no" 
to  their  hats,  appetites  set  razor-fashion,  narrow  shoulders,  and  iDOt* 
fatigahle  application,  to  enjoy  a  supper  upon  the  heels  ofort** 
washed  ana  cooked  witii  admirable  uidastry  by  Airs.  Alubby,  and  W* 
uended  by  the  dipping  of  five  pair  of  hungry  little  fore-finein- 
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nb«r  of  insatiable  jorenile  eyes,  iato  the  saucepan  in 
dressed. 

e  concluded  that  the  office  of  INIessrs.  Leach  and  Co. 
the  common-law  clerk  bos  packed  up  all  bis  rasor- 
ae  facetiously  termed)  ;  that  the  pike  of  a  master  has 
}ut  from  the  weeds  of  his  office ;  that  the  three  dull 
bt  of  the  cummon  office-lire  ;  that  the  poor  cashier  bus 
e  embezzlement-book  ;  that  the  solicitor  himself  has 
I  legacy  and  his  residue  case ;  and  that  Mr.  Alabby 
lir  of  stairs  to  the  bosom  of  his  family.  On  this  night 
that  he  has  asked  two  of  his  fellow  clerks  to  sup  with 
it  supper,  as  illustrative  of  character,  I  now  beg  to  in- 
er. 

>p,  four  from  the  bottom,  had  been  drawn  out  and  let 

snap  from  the  released  fure-finger  and  thumb  of  Mr. 

Dod  on  the  door-step  attended  by  his  two  meagre  and 

I,  and  the  rush  of  one  tu  the  pit  from  the  upper  regions 

eard  from  landing  to  landing.     The  door  was  opened 

RUghter,  who  with  a  recently  washed  face  (distinctly 

»dy  rim  which  went  high  up  round  the  forehead,  and 

he  ears  to  the  nape  of  the  neck),  and  a  frock  in  very 

MJon  of  white,  received  her  parent  with  a  newly-lit 

eculiar  shiny  chuckle  which  marks  the  face  of  a  child 

a  hope  or  a  promise  of  "  setting  up  to  supper."   Mabby 

a  mode  of  civility  peculiar  to  a  lodger.    A  housekeeper 

,  and  usher  in  his  friends  to  his  home,  following  them 

Mrause,  once  over  the  threshold,  all  is  "  home,  sweet 

B  lodger  in  the  house   has  to  pick  his  home  out  of  a 

W  the  way  to  his  little  honeyed  cellular  department  in 

And  therefore  I^ilabby   stepped   in,  and  begged  his 

r.     Up  went  the  white  frock  and  the  dip  first,  a  little 

the   uninitiated   travellers  of  the   irregular  staircase. 

ipeued  as  leader,"  with  all  the  pomposity,  near-siglited- 

jngs  of  a  Chancery  silk  gown,  su])ported  by  his  two 

followed  on  the  same  side," — that  is,  unwound  the  self- 

ourse,  and  trod  in  the  same  steps  as  their  leader.   After 

ilties,  the  party  got  into  what  Mrs.  Mabby  in  her  plea- 

( called  "  The  jiaster's  Office  ;"  that  is  the  one  room  we 

Bcribed  ;  and  the  heels  on  the  fire,  the  candle  on  the 

rs.  Mabby  dressed  as  if  it  was  Sunday,  and  her  little 

!  reports  in  the  way  of  children,  filed  regularly,  seemed 

lost  cozy  evening.     iVIabby  confirmed  all  his  said  little 

act  pats  on  the  head  ;  and  then,  probably  with  reference 

ed  space  in  his  own,  and  tlie  room's  interior,  opened 

tion  with  which  Lady  Macbeth  concludes,  by  uttering, 

it,  *'  To  bed — to  bed — to  bed — to  bed !  "     There  were 

•iable  five  supplicatory  looks  at  the  mother, — the  five 

ttle  skinny  naked  shoulders, — the  five  audible  snuffles 

jppointment, — then  the  crawling,  dangling  submission, 

tonous  distribution  of  kisses  to  all  (not  even  letting  the 

ape),  —  and  then,  "  last  stage  of  all,"  the  accomplish- 

ttle  conjuror's  trick,  the  introduction  of  the  whole  of  this 

ily  into  a  closet,  which  it  would  have  puzzled  even  the 
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invention  of  a  George  Robins  to  have  ng^avated  into  a  bed-chaml)«T, 
The  iron  boot  in  which  the  leg  of  poor  Macbriar  was  lodged  in  Ur 
days  of  Old  Mortality  could  hardly  have  titled  closer  than  must  tiii> 
pinching  dormitory  have  enfolded  these  live  little  tortured  innowaUu 
They  were  allowed  no  light,  as  there  was  no  room  for  it,  and  it  wu 
satisfactory  to  know  that  the  little  dears,  once  in,  were  sure  to  be  atf*. 
*'  There !  —  good  night !  "  said  the  mother,  as  she  saw  her  little  Imnbi 
folded ;  and  you  heard  the  stiiled  bleatings  of  live  "  Good  nights  ! "  u 
the  door  closed  upon  the  sutTocating  rest  of  the  Jfve  Bab«s  in  tU 
Wood. 

"  Aly  dear !  "  said  Mabby,  as  his  wife  returned  to  the  room,  "  bw 
for  supper !  We  are  all  famished.  Junes  and  Bibby  hare  tuted  vt- 
thing  to-day,  on  purpose  to  be  ready  for  supper ;  and  I  have  only 
munched  one  biscuit,  within,  as  I  may  say,  the  jurisdiction  of  ta> 
court,  and  to  which  twice,  as  it  snapped  crisp,  the  u&her  fiied  fxct^ 
tious.     Come,  come ! " 

"  Well,  Mr.  IM."  (she  used  initials  when  she  wanted  to  cUar^ani 
her  husband  in  the  eyes  of  his  friends) — "  Well,  Sir.  AI.,  all  is  mij, 
and  done  to  a  bubble.  You  lay  the  cloth,  and  I  will  be  ready  withtM 
supper  as  quick  as  a  suit." 

Now  here  the  good  woman  was  a  little  out,  even  with  the  befl  tl 
meanings.  She  knew  a  legal  allusion  was  always  the  most  agreeibk 
to  her  better  half;  but  she  was  scarcely  ever  lucky  in  her  seixut 
of  one.  Alabby  winked  to  Jones  and  Bibby,  and  received  two  d»- 
cided  winks  of  acknowledgment  in  return,  "  an  overpayment  of  d^ 
light !  " 

"  Quick  as  a  suit,  eh,  my  dear?  Quicker,  I  hope,  or  it  won't ««' 
us  I" 

"He,  he!"  from   Bibby,  and  "Ha,  ha!"  from  Jones,  rewuW 
Mabby,  who  proceeded  at  once  to  stretch  an  odd  nort  of  undervai 
table-cloth — a  towel  that  hud  rather  ovi-rgrown  itself — upon  tlie  inu* 
mahogany  table  aforesaid.    With  a  little  careful  twitching  and  slll«'l^ 
ing,  it  contrived  scantily  to  hide  the  surface  wood-work,  but  all***^ 
no  drapery  to  approach  the  knees,  or  Ite  ready  for  the  nay'  ■  •  ""^ 
during  the  meal,  or  to  give  a  final  polish  to  the  interior  oft), 
accomplishment  invariably  caught  by  hasty  diners  at  eatiDL-. 
Porter,  and  a  more  refined  beverage,  were  had  in  for  the  conun:  i    ■' 
and  Jlrs.  Mabby  soon  deposited  in  a  capacious  deep  dish  the  saviiwv 
reeking  viands.    The  onslaught  was  rapid,  the  destruction  severe;  a* 
a  vestige  of  the  devourable  part  of  the  one  dish  remained  in  lea*  tin* 
than  we  choose  to  record.     But 

"  Pa»  we  the  long  unvarying  eminel" 

and  come  we  to  the  after-supper  converse.  At  the  conclusion  of  tlw^ 
past,  however,  Maliby,  who  had  reserved  a  pleasantry  he  had  trw**'* 
up  for  the  occasion,  asked  Bibby  if  he  was  a  goo<i  bund  at  a***" 
drum  f 

"  A  what  ?  "  inqtiired  Bibby. 

"  A  humdrum — a  riddle — a  bus  or  a  humdrum,"  replied  Mabbf- 

"  Not  a  bit,"  foggily  replied  the  satisfied  one. 

"  Come,  Jones,  then,"  said  the  inquirer,  turning  to  the  other  coiBl*' 
Jon,  "  come,  why  are  we  like  a  party  of  the  swell-mob?  " 
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dear  I\I,  what  language  !  "  exclaimed  tie  wife,  dipping  a 
itively  into  the  heart  of  Barclay  and  Perkins's  mj-steri,"- 
8ST.  if  I  was  to  lose  my  situation  to-morrow/'  replied  Jones, 
fler  a  pretence  at  a  guess  not  worth  noticing. 
"  Why !  "  6aid  Alabby, — and  he  sat  bolt  upright  as  be  was  about  to 
klittr  himself  of  a  dictum.     "  Because,  you  see,  when  we  're  put  to  it, 
rf  take  to  our  heels  like  good  uns  !  " 

Mabby  laughed  first  and  smartest,  Jones  was  loudest,  and  Bibby 
ma  clear  quick  tenor.  Mrs.  Mabby  said,  "  La  !  dear  M.  what  lan- 
ipiap!"  The  host  declared  that  he  never  tried  this  humdrum  with 
pwtet  effect ;  and,  if  the  truth  must  be  known,  the  nature  of  the 
wnper  was  often  reguLited  by  this  very  joke,  because  our  red-tape  Joe 
Kliller  knew  there  was  only  one  dish  it  would  lit. 

Th«  cloth,  at  a  word  from  the  husband,  was  soon  cleared  ;  that  is, 
tbeictnty  white  covering  was  peeled  from  tlie  table,  and  three  "  gob- 
ktiqarkled  on  the  board  !  "  with  plenty  of  hot  water,  three  pipes,  a 
lattic  of  best  refined  white,  and  four  satisfied  insides !  When  Mrs. 
f  saw  that  all  was  ready,  like  Nelson  when  he  found  everything 
before  Trafalgar's  battle,  —  she  sat  down  in  her  cabin,  and — 


"  Now  is  the  hour  that  wakens  fond  desire 
Id  men  of  law,  and  melts  their  thotightrul  hearts." 

any  action  more  indiciktive  of  peace,  of  harmless  meditation, 

:  dying  day's  decline,"  than  the  mode  in  which  a  man  in  this 

g-day  world,  who  then  thinks  himself  somebody,  however  mild 

lettimntion  of  others  be  may  be  in  the  day,  takes  up  a  pipe,  tries 

I  it, — tallowi  it,  or  porters  it, — loads,  rams — no  presses — down, 

t,  and,  lifting  it  to  his  happy  lips,  lets  thought  go  forth  on  the 

i  cloud, 

"  And  gives  to  airy  nothing 
A  lo^  habitatioD." 

won  suited.     Jones,  finding  some  little  obstruction  in  the 
through  it  like  a  grampus  in  trouble;  but  Bibby  was 
5  iu  a  li^ht  silvery  cluud,  very  much  in  the  style  of  Madame 
one  of  the  Olympic  revels.     Mabby  was  eliilwrute  in  his 
ions;  bnt  at  length,  having  placed  a  little  wooden  box  before 
like  the  senis,  he  "  took  his  scat."     JMrs-  31.  had  all  the  l>ene- 
'f  the  uir,  which  she  always  said  was  very  wholesome. 
A  long  pause,  which,  ho^vever,  was  clearly  intended  for  breathing 

"  Phe-e-«-nw  !  "  sighed  Jones,  after  the  fashion  of  a  steam-engine 
'^Jiwing  ita  overfraught  breast.     "  Much  doing  last  term  ?  eh,  Mr. 
'    f" 

inqniry  was  enough  ;  pant — pant — pant  went  the  agitated  red 
Bterior  of  Mabby 's  bowl  ;  his  eye  gathered  all  its  solemnity  to- 
*w.    He   drew  out  the  pipe  from  his  lips,  stared  and  uttered — 
' "  Unciimnion  !  " 

Bibby  nodded  asspjit,  and  sent  forth   an  attenuated  line  of  thin 
'  "        il(e,  and  siiid  be  "didn't  doubt  it." 

inon  !  "  repented  JIabby,  in  a  way  that  left  "no  peg  to  hung 
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Hra.  Mabbj  IHted  up  ber  eyes,  and  looked  as  Lady  Burleigh  migk 
Iiare  looked,  oa  seeing  Lord  Burleigh  perfect  in  the  shake  of  hi*  iirni 
and  shaking  it. 

"  What  a  time  toq  most  have  had  of  it !  Sir.  Slug  is  so  quick  ui 
restless,"  ejaculated  Jones. 

"  I  '11  tell  rou  what  it  is,  Jones ;  Slog  is  too  quick  for  Chanoerjl* 

"  I  're  heerd  so,"  responded  Jones. 

"  He  wants  something  to  move  every  term.  He  won't  let  ptpn 
get  dostf ,  which  is  the  soul,  if  I  may  say  so,  of  a  chancery  suit.  He' 
a  sort  of  creature,  aovr,  as  would  be  for  looking  to  the  end  of  tbiap 
lie  'd  be  for  winding  np  an  eight-day  clock  every  night.  N( 
Slag  is  too  quick  !  " 

"  Why  don't  you  reason  with  him,  eh  ?  Why  don't  you  espld 
what  the  natural  coarse  is  ?  "  remonstrated  Jones. 

"  Why,  I  do — I  do.     I  put  the  papers  aside.     I  do  nothing  wImti 
possibly  can,  to  keep  suits  in  their  natural  state  ;  bat  then  be 
and  pokes,  and  gets  fidgety,  and  if  any  one  comes  in  he  will  hsTe 
papers  out,  and  will  disturb  things." 

"  It 's  like  waking  a  child  out  of  its  first  sleep  1 "  exclaimed  3In 
Mabby,  her  maternal  feelings  being  touched  by  this  descriyiiion 

"  Battre  's  a  good  man,"  continued  IVIabby.     "  He  wouldn't  care  if 
suit  never  got  out  of  the  J^Iaster's  oflice  in  his  born  days.     He  slsijl 
asks  in  so  proper  a  tone  how  such  a  matter  goes  on  ?  and  you  know 
once  by  his  manner  that  he  means,  how  don't  it  go  on." 

"  Ah  !  that  's  something  like  a  solicitor !  "  sighed  Bibby*  "Bf 
never  looks  much  over  my  petty  cash  !  " 

"  No— no  !  "  continued  Mabby.  "  He '»  one  o'  the  old  school— bt 
If  I  teU  him  sometimes, '  Chappel  and  Soundly,  sir, — «-arrant  to  pr» 
ceed.'  — '  Indeed,  Alabby,'  says  he,  '  what  have  you  got  on  to  that 
ready.'  As  much  as  to  say,  '  Softly,  my  rapid  ! '  Or  8ometimes  I  binl, 
'  In  the  Humbubble  charity,  sir ;  may  I  bespeak  draught  report?'— 
'  No,'  says  he,  '  take  out  another  warrant.'  As  much  as  to  say, '  You'll 
burst  your  b'iler,  Mr.  Engineer,  with  thai  speed!'  Battje's  a  ■>*■>« 
now,  as  Lord  Eldon  m  ould  have  doted  on  !  " 

Ail  this  office-criticism  was  carried  on  in  the  way  that  chdaff 
business  is  generally  conducted  in  the  Alaster's  office,  —  in  t  dead 
self-created  fog. 

After  a  short  pause,  and  a  replenishing  of  the  gla.sses,  the  triirairt^ 
ate  got  more  earnestly  into  conversation,  and  Mr.  Mabby's  criticiflHj 
dotting  its  domestic  character,  went  up  Chancery  Lane,  lo<iked  inlullie 
Six-Clerks'  Office  and  the  Courts,  and  got,  like  Othello,  "  frre  »^ 
merry." 

"  Chancery,"  ejaculated  the  oracle  of  the  fourth  story,  "  Cb«K«T 
is  one  of  the  uinlh  wonders  of  the  world  !  " 

"  It  is — it  is,"  responded  Bibby,  "and  more  than  that,  taking  is  dM 
Six-Clerks'  Office,  and  all." 

"  Av>  the  Six-Clerks'  Office ;  Ihat  I  call  a  paradiae  to  a  real  ¥^ 
mind.'' 

"  Not  a  shadow  of  a  doubt  about  it ! "  said  Jones.     "  Tbougb 
never  struck  me  before." 

"The  Six-Clerk's  Office,  when  I  've  served  my  warrants,  and  atBt 
a  Lurry,  is  a  sort  of  a  church  like,  all  is  so  still  and  pew-like  !  " 

"  So  it  is,"  said  Bibby,  deeply  struck  with  the  picture. 
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is  there  a  pulpit,  then,  dear  M.  ?  "  said  the  lady, 
td,  \nthout  heeding  this  interference,  "  Everybody 
ing,  and  one  feels  awe-struck  uhen  one  knows  that 
lerty  on  earth  is  asleep,  as  one  may  say,  in  this  quiet 
the  lesson  o'  the  day  to  a  mind  as  thinks." 
tretended  to  think  at  this  sublime  reflection  of  Mah- 
lought  it  was  high  time  "  to  take  his  head  out  of  his 
d  the  established  pause  of  mingled  meditation  and 
}  bar  as  strong  now  as  ever  you  remember  itj  Mr. 

bing  the  mighty  master's  key-bugle  ;  he  at  once  laid 
rithout  a  care  whether  it  "  lived  or  died,"  gathered 
own  hands  across  his  own  kneepan,  elevated  his  eye- 
1  little  higher  than  the  other  ;  motioned  to  his  frienda 
hey  silently  assented  ;  emptied  the  whole  of  his  own 
Ip,  as  if  to  remove  every  obstacle  from  before  him  ; 
a  foot  further  iram  him ;  leant  bis  bead  a  little  on 
unenced, 

leans  —  by  no  manner  of  means  !  The  (Chancery  bar 
e  great  Smithtield  of  intellect.  Minds  come  there 
eed  —  if  I  may  say  so — to  market ;  and,  Lord  !  what 
pand  ! " 

lighed  I\Irs.  INIabby. 

ich  shows  as  won't  easily  be  seen  again.  I  've  seen 
►milly,  and  Hart,  and  Heald,  and  Bell, — great  prize 
creatures — great  prize  creatures.  Hart  was  slow  as 
L  Romilly  was  good,  but  snn[)pishto  managing  clerks 
Plumer  worked  heavy,  and  became  Master  of  the 
Id  didn't  speak  clear,  and  married.  Bell  —  now  Bell 
lanner,  and  was  as  intelligihle  as  most  of  'em.  I  re- 
»o  ;  a  sweet  arguer  ;  but  Hose  rose,  and  has  gone  out 
Court  of  Review.  P'r'aps  he  may  come  down  again 
Jay  —  somewhere  I  Talent's  great  now;  but  talent 
ig  us  it  was :  and  it  never  seems  Chancery  like  to  me 
gotvns.  I  remember  Fonblunque's  gown  !  I  remem- 
'hen  noliody  moved ;  and  in  Lord  Eldon's  time  I  no 
'a  new  Chancellor  than  of  a  new  mother." 
lot,"  said  Jones, 
111 !  "  sighed  Mrs.  M. 

I  the  same  officers  for  years ;  the  same  nosegny,  I  'm 
same  tnll  black  woman  in  weeds  as  used  to  sit,  mad, 
;cree-  Ifynu  left  the  Chancellor  rubbing  the  calf  of 
nday,  you  were  as  sure  as  Gospel  tu  tiud  him  a-rubbing 
)f  a  Thursday.     No  hurry  then — no  surprize — no — no 

0  back  to  office, —  go  home,  and  lay  your  head  on  your 

1  your  cause  wasn't  a  bit  nearer  a  hearing  than  ever! 
rs  !     Lincoln's  Inn  Hall  then  seemed  filled  with  statu- 

■d  !— calcined  days,  I  call  'em,"  ejaculated  Bibby, — who 

it  is  to  be  presumed,  but  tJie  word  got  entangled  and 

undo  it.     "  But  of  the  presient  leaders  now,  eh,  Mr. 

ied  jMabby,  "  there  are  very  commanding  gentlemen 
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now,  it  can't  be  denioil ;  but,  then,  ther  ba'n't  the  quiet  o'  the  others 
as  are  gathered.  Knight  Bruce  —  now  Kuight  Bruce  is  very  like  a 
speaker,  and  distinct,  and  never  misses  not  a  syllable ;  and  then,  which 
is  a  great  tiling  in  Chancery,  he  won't  take  '  No '  for  an  answer.  He 's 
sad  savage  at  us,  as  prepares  all  for  Lis  fury —  which  ain't  right  —  but 
I  daresay  he  knows  no  better.  But  I  'd  rather  go  in  to  Mr.  Van 
What  's-his-name's  lion  afore  shinbone  tiuie,  than  venture  in  to  him  at 
chambers.  It 's  a  no  use  a-hitting  him  over  the  nose,  I  can  tell  yoQ ; 
it  may  do  very  well  with  that  wild  beast,  but  it  won't  do  with  the 
oilier.  Jacob,  too — Mr.  Jacob  's  a  gentleman,  and  'as  climbed  up  well 
to  the  top.  If  I  wished  to  clioib,  I  Avouldn't  wish  to  do  better  tlian 
use  Jacob's  liidder." 

Bibby  did  not  know  he  had  a  ladder,  and  Alabby  said  he  only  spoke 
"  figatively." 

"  He  '6  quite  as  good  as  Bruce,  only  he  ain't  so  loud.  Pemberton  's 
as  mild  as  one's  sister,  but  aa  persevering  as  a  bull-dog  :  you  'd  hardly 
think  he  could  hold  on  so,  to  look  him  in  the  face.  Kinderley  —  now 
Kinderley " 

Here  Bibby,  a  little  faint  and  overcome,  silently  dropped  his  gloss, 
and  spoiled  the  set.  This  accident  broke  in  upon  JNlr.  Alabby's  court 
of  review,  "  ivith  most  admired  disorder."  Jones  had  so  saturated 
himself 'with  the  spirit  during  this  chancery  harangue  that  his  mind 
was  as  clouded  as  his  outward  head  ;  and  Mrs.  Alabby  was  Hurried  out 
of  a  light  broken  sleep  by  the  clattering  of  one  out  of  her  complete  set 
of  three  tumblers. 

"  Bless  me  !  Mr.  Bibby,  was  that  you  ?  "  was  all  that  pacific  creo- 
ture  said  on  seeing  her  glass  shivered,  as  Lord  Byron  called  it,  "  at  her 
feet,"  but  without  "feeling  her  reflections  multiplied." 

"  Grciit  indeed ! — great — deed  !  "  exclaimed  Jones. 

"  Home ! — time — home !  Nine  in  the  morning.  Happy —  h^ppj 
night ! " 

Up  rose  Jones,  with  rather  a  heel  on  one  side,  it  mast  be  owned, 
suggested  perhaps  by  the  quality  of  his  supper.  Up,  too,  loofed  him- 
self, Bibby ;  and  the  two  little  weak  elevations,  like  tivo  menlern 
erections  by  a  speculating  builder,  immediately  leant  against,  and  de- 
pended upon  each  other  for  support.  Mabby  was  as  sober  as  a  judge  ; 
and,  taking  the  candle,  marshalled  the  imbecile  pair  "the  way  that 
they  were  going."  The  stairs  were  not  difficult  of  descent,  as  wm 
proved  by  two  or  three  being  taken  now  and  then  at  once ;  and  at 
every  landiug-])lace  the  party  evidently  received  stifled  blessings  from 
the  interior :  the  twistings  around  the  banisters  were,  however,  in- 
tricate in  the  extreme,  and  Bibby  occasionally  swarmed  down  very  steep 
bits.  Arrived  at  the  door,  there  was  a  profuse  display  of  open-eyed, 
staring,  meaningless  gratitude,  and  gin-and-water  happiness.  "  Never 
such  a  night !  "  and  •'  What  a  blessing  in  Mrs.  Clubby  !  "  and  "  Heaven 
bless  yous!  "  were  as  thick  as  rain-drops  in  a  thunder-shower.  INIabhj 
allowed  the  two  to  go  out  like  a  couple  of  flickering  rush-lights,  call- 
ing after  them  to  be  regular  in  the  morning,  as  there  was  a  warrant  to 
proceed  in  the  "  Humbubble  charity." 

flabby  retired  to  his  repose,  as  quietly  as  the  most  aged  and  fami- 
liar chancery  suit  under  Lis  care.  Mis.  Mabby  "  followed  on  the 
same  side,"  and  only  regretted  it  was  so  late,  as  she  had  to  be  up  t<^ 
morrow  "to  wash." 


(ODEaN  ENGLISH  DRAMATISTS. 


SOI 


e  that  these  hard-worked,  ill-paid,  Iiaraased,  Itunibled 
olour  of  their  pleasures  from  the  hues  of  their  occupa- 
i  that  as  the  soldier  and  duilor  iind  delight  in  fighting 
orer  again,  and  in  thrice  slaying  the  sluin  ;  so  the 
18  up  a  phantom  enjoyment  from  dwelling  al  hit  ease 
i  drudgeries  and  safferings  he  actually  encounters  and 
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prite  topics  of  diacussion  with  the  periodical  writers  of  the  day, 
i  dramatic  art  in  England,  which,  we  are  gravely  awtured,  is 
IT  the  gradual  presrare  of  a  hopeless  atrophy.  There  ia  gome 
ion,  hut  it  is  not  tme  to  thv  full  extent  of  its  meaning-,  liut  must 
qualified  sense.  The  taste  for  the  acted  drama  is  certainly  on 
I  been  so  for  years  ;  but  dramatic  genius  is  so  far  from  being  in 
a,  that  we  have  more  of  it  at  this  moment  among  ux,  than  we 
I  mighty  masters  of  the  art  passed  from  the  stage  of  life.  For 
lad  a  half  we  huve  had  no  such  writers  as  we  now  possess  in 
Iddoes,  Knowles,  Talfuurd,  Hunt,  Home,  Browning,  and  others 
at  at  present  occur  to  us  ;  for  the  Addisons,  Youngs,  Johnsons, 
s  of  the  eighteenth  contury, — eminent  as  some  of  these  were  in 
of  literature, — were  assuredly  not  dramatist*  i  utile  strict  accepta- 
,  for  they  knew  not  how  to  touch  the  passions  ikilfiilly,  or  give 
nee  to  action,  but  relied  for  eifect  on  pompons,  ornate  diction, 
delineation  of  character.  Home  is  the  best  of  tbis  frigid  and 
he  dues  occasionally  sound  the  true  chord  of  feeling  ;  nevertheless, 
at  best  but  a  languid  performance,  putiing  us  oif  with  dedama- 
>lc  fur  passion,  and  substituting  florid  description  for  spirited  and 

red  that  we  here  speak  only  of  the  tragic  drama  ;  for  we  bave  no 

-among  tu.    That  is  a  branch  of  the  art,  which  dealing  witli  more 

and  being  dependent  for  its  existence  on  the  manners,  fashions, 

f  peculiarities  of  the  day,  necessarily  "  languishes,  grows  dim,  and 

Jiese,  by  reason  of  their  general  sameness  and  want  of  originality, 

t  present,  —  cease  to  supply  the  comic  muse  with  nutriment.     As 

c  drama,  then,  we  repeat  that  it  is  just  now  in  a  more  thriving 

has  been  since  the  Ultimus  Koiuanorum  —  the  last  of  our  great 

red  in  the  penwn  of  Shirley  ;  and  that  it  can  only  be  said  to  be 

,lar  estimation,  with  reference  to  its  representation  on  the  stage. 

this  decUae  is  obvious,  and  may  be  jiiinmed  up  in  a  sentence.    It 

lieatre  has  a  monopoly,  and  another  lias  none  ;  that  one  manager 

iree  shows,  and  another  for  operas  :  no,  the  cause  is,  that  we  hare 

ic  actors.     Intelligent  ones  we  have,  whose  judgment,  disciplined 

a  sufficient  guarantee  that  they  will  acquit  themselves  creditably 

they  may  undertake ;  but  we  have  none  in  whose  conception  and 

haracter  we  can  recognise  that  commandi  tig  jHiwer  of  genius  which 

ir  imagination,  and  probes  our  roused  sensibilities  to  the  quick, 

ing  him  a  hirst  in  themselves,  our  motlern  tragedians  are  too  often 

a  for  support  exclusively  on  the  dramalisL.  and  when  his  genius 

—^Uii{unniio  bonus  dormitat  Homenui — they  cannot,  as  Siddons, 

eaii  could  do,  even  with  such  indifferent  plays  as  The  Gamester, 

im,  excite  and  maintain  an  interest  for  themselves. 

le  case,  wo  think  it  far  from  unlikely  that  we  may  live  to  see  the 

ted  drama  shall  bo  known  only  as  a  thing  tlut  was,  —  unless,  in- 
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(levtl,  tome  new  Siddon*  or  Kean  should  ariie  to  *tay  iu  downfall.  But  we  hare 
no  spprfht^DsioD  that  the  closet  drama,  if  we  may  so  iipesk,  will  erer  experience  • 
similar  fate.  As  soon  should  we  expect  to  see  literature  itself  shuffled  aside  as  an 
obsolete  fashion,  and  the  age  relapse  into  harharism  ;  for  the  dramatic  is  the 
noblest,  the  must  exciting,  most  tritunpliant,  and  nttrmrtive  form  whirh  geniit*  t»n 
assume.  How  much  patient  study, — how  much  practical  acquaintance  with  lbs 
«treng;th  and  weakness  of  humanity,  —  how  much  concentrated  feeling  and  ferrid 
power  of  imagination.^hnw  much  silent  communing  with  his  own  heart, —  aliore 
all,  how  entire  a  Catholicism  of  nature,  are  neressary  to  constitute  the  sterling 
dramatist !  To  succeed  in  this  difficult  de|inrtment  of  intellect  implies  the  possra. 
sion  of  abilities  of  the  highest  order  ;  and  we  regard  it  as  an  omen  of  auspicious 
import,  that  some  of  the  most  admired  poems  of  niudem  date  arc  those  which  hare 
been  cast  in  a  dramatic  mould, — such  as  The  Uride's  Tragedy,  Phillip  Van  Arie- 
veldte,  Thomas  a  Beckett,  Gregory  the  Seventh,  Nina  Sfor/A,  and  Fentus. 

Foremost  among  those  who  have  distingui^hl•d  themselves  in  this  important 
branch  of  literature  is  Air.  Stirjeant  Talfourd,  whose  tragedies,  effective  in  repre* 
scntation,  lose  none  of  their  interest  when  iierused  in  the  calm  seclusion  of  one\ 
study.  Of  but  few  ooutempomrjr  dnimatists  can  thin  be  said  ;  and  we  well  rerallevt 
how  surprised  we  were,  after  witnesning  the  success  of  the  "  Provost,"  "  Rinio," 
and  some  other  ploys  on  the  boards,  to  find,  on  an  attentive  examination,  how 
much  more  there  was  of  show  than  stthaiaiice  iu  them.  Amid  the  excitement  of  a 
crowded  theatre,  with  the  tunes  of  some  skilful  tragedian  ringing  in  our  ears,  and 
every  picturesque  resource  tliul  the  stage  can  supply,  brought  to  bear  on  our  ima- 
gination, we  are  apt  to  overli'Hik  all  but  the  most  obvious  and  glaring  defects  ;  brut 
in  the  still  retirement  of  the  closet,  with  no  external  influeocea  at  work  to  disturb 
our  self-possession,  or  throw  our  judgment  off  its  balance,  we  come  to  the  task  of 
critical  iuvestigntiun  in  an  unbiassed  spirit ;  and  he  whose  pluys  anx  stand  this  de- 
liberate scrutiny  may  lie  pronounced  a  dramatist  iu  the  most  legiiimiite  s«nsa  uf 
the  term.  To  this  praise  Mr.  Tiilfourd  is  fully  entitled.  The  presence  of  a  refined, 
matured,  and  elevated  taste,  directing  the  course  of  emotion  so  as  not  to  '•  overstep 
the  modesty  of  nature,"  is  visible  in  all  his  tnigeiliea  ;  and  accordingly,  in  calling 
them  to  mind,  we  reraemlier,  not  so  much  the  excellence  uf  one  particular  scene,  as 
the  impression  that  each  made  on  us  lu  a  whole.  He  seems  evi-r  t<i  have  kept  in 
his  eye  those  lofty  models  uf  antiquity  who,  after  the  lapse  uf  three  thousand  yotrs, 
"still  rule  our  npiriis  from  theii  urns,"  This  is  ]mrticularly  remarkable  in  ht» 
eorhest  dramatic  elforts,  "  Ion,"  and  the  "^  Atheuian  Captive,"  whose  forcible  l>ut 
unesaggerated  developemcn}  of  character,  which  has  all  the  di»tincinesa  and  dig- 
nity of  sculpture  —  artfully  conslnicted  fable,  wherein  the  cataatrophe  is  brought 
atiout  by  a  succession  of  causes  all  dependent  upon  one  another  —  and  classic  ele- 
gance and  propriety  of  language  —  show  with  what  zeal  and  care  the  licamed  Ser- 
jeant baa  studied  the  master-pieces  of  Sophocles  and  Kuripldes.  To  this  careful 
Mudy  must  lie  attributed  his  innate  distaste  fur  anything  like  stage- trick  or  meln. 
dramatic  effect.  Indeed,  in  one  or  two  instances  he  has,  we  think,  shown  himself 
unnecessarily  fastidious,  and  rejected  opportunities  of  eliciting  impas.\ioned  effects, 
from  an  apprehension  of  violating  what  Philosopher  Sijuure  would  coll  ^'  the  filncM 
of  things." 

It  was  obserred  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  by  one  uf  his  niost  discriminating  critic*, 
that  in  his  historical  tales  he  not  only  showed  an  extensive  knowledge  ot  the  age 
whose  manners  he  professed  to  pitrirny,  but  so  fully  and  closely  identified  himMtIf 
with  it,  that  he  seemed  to  revive  its  charnrteristic  peciilinrities  le**  by  an  effort  of 
the  imagiimtion  ili.-iii  of  the  memory,  just  as  thou^ili  he  were  deUiirntiiig  incidents, 
habits,  and  personnges  of  wliivJi  he  liad  himself  had  p<'rsouul  cngnizance,  Aluch  of 
this  mre  faculty  may  be  traced  iu  the  classic  dramas  of  Mr.  Talfourd.  lie,  toi, 
Exhibits  not  merely  an  extensive,  hut  a  familiar,  heart-felt  acquHititaure  with  kll 
that  wo  have  on  record  of  the  traditions,  and  religious  and  domestic  usages  of  the 
heroic  times  of  Gr6<>a%.  He  brings  before  us  the  Corinthian  augurs  watching  the 
flijjht  of  birds ;  timkes  us  breathless  sjiectaiors  of  the  well  known  chariot-tacc,  in- 
troduci"*  us  III  stern  Jlinerva's  iiiuni»t  »hriiir,  where  stands  the  "giaiu  slnliie  "  of 
tlie  giMlilest ;  gives  us  un  insight  into  the  solemn  sucritidal  riles  of  Argos  ;  and 
•preods  out  licneatli  our  gxLe  the  ulirc-crowned  hills  and  columned  temples  of 
Athens.  N'or  mii«l  we  omit  to  notice  the  apt  felicity  of  his  passing  allusions  to  the 
'*  sad  ghost "  wandering  to  that  "  thronged  and  silent  shore,"  of  which  we  get  audi 
imjireosive  glimpses  in  the  Odyssey;  to  the  "  great  race  of  Theseus";  to  the 
'•  luigganl  I'liry"  wailing  t<t  "cm  the  knot  of  lustrous  life;"  to  the  "  rumrJi 
thronged   by  the  phantoms  of  revenge,"  which  was  frnggesled,  we  suspect,  hy  i 
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t  Oreatea  of  Euripidei  ;*  and  to  ilie  "  i/ttiJry  wall  of  shields," 
lety  of  n-hicb  epidiel  no  resder  of  Homer  but  muat  admire, 
cteristic  toudies — which  are  all  let  dmp  soddentaily,  as  it  were 
)  only  hare  been  su|iplii.'d  liy  onp  who  conihined  a  Khoiar's 
Uiwic  time*,  with  a  poet's  imaginatiuu  to  colour,  shape,  and 
S  life  into  that  knowledge. 

fte  the  contrast  that  exists  hettveeii  Oie  genius  of  5Ir.  Talfoiird 
tinguished  contemporary,  Mr.  ^he^idaIt  Knowlcs.  Successful 
ire,  the  one  possesses  scurceiy  a  single  attriliute  in  common  with 
finer  represents  the  cImsic  school  of  art,  with  all  its  serene,  em- 
fixed  unity  of  purpose,  by  which  the  same  coherence  and  con- 
It  the  difTereut  pares  of  a  story,  as  to  the  different  limbs  of  a 
is  a  revival  of  the  Elizabethan  dntmutists,  with  all  tbdr  fervid, 
im  crowd  of  emotions,  and  all  their  wilful  diaregurd  of  keepintf, 
In  Mr.  Talfoiird's  plays  we  see  that  everything  has  Iteen  slu. 
^rehand  ;  nothing  is  left  to  the  caprice  of  the  moment — 14>  the 
I.  The  plot  is  uniformly  simple  and  gradual  in  its  develope- 
;  fairly  a-going,  it  never  halu  or  retrogrades,  but  moves  steadily 
catastrophe.  Vet  simple,  even  to  severity,  as  it  is,  it  is  never 
tps  alive  curiosity  at  every  stage  of  its  progress.  Mr.  Knowlea, 
is  faulty  to  a  degree  in  the  constructidu  of  bis  plots,  and  raises 
let,  only  to  disappoint  it  in  the  next.  Like  some  generous,  high- 
Itft  out  on  his  course  with  uncommon  vigour  ;  but,  being  unuhls 
^es,  lie  nins  himself  out  of  breath  before  he  has  gut  half-way 
m,  if  ever,  do  bis  incidents  follow  in  natural  sequence  ;  and  in 
be  is  apt  to  adopt  a  principle  of  favouritism  with  thum — that  is 
tt\l  his  great  powers  on  one,  to  the  manifest  detriment  of  the 
kb  he  ha*  many  noble,  impassioned  scenes,  full  of  life,  and  stud- 
BtS  of  the  purest  water,  he  has  not  yet  produced  one  higlily- 
.s  re^r(l>  diitiiin,  Mr.  Tulfoiird  is  elegant,  haniinnious,  and  oc- 
it  florid  ;  Mr.  Knowles,  rough,  epigrammatic,  abrupt,  and  in  his 
gues  fond  ofafFectiiig  a  republican  homeliness  of  manner.     To 

0  objection  ;  hut  we  do  roost  earnestly  protest  n^ainst  his  fre- 
he  quaint,  olwolete  pbniscmlogr  of  the  Elizabethan  age,  which  is 
r  tnste  as  would  be  the  revival  of  a  ghost,  or  a  fairy,  or  a  Imnia. 

1  poem  or  romance.  The  main  object  of  a  dramatist  should  be. 
re  to  the  satisfaction  of  living  judges,  but  this  be  ciiu  onlv  parti- 
he  is  constantly  having  recourse  to  a  colloquial  style  iii  wbidi 
je  ceased  to  express  themselves.  VV^e  do  not  lind  that  Sbakspesre 
if  Chaucer.  In  the  conception  of  character  Mr.  Talfuurd  exhi. 
of  thought  and  sentiment  ;  Mr.  Knnwles  rarely  soars  above  the 

umanity,  but  when  he  sets  out  with  the  heroic,  as  in  the  in- 
f  Procida,"  he  seems  to  feel  that  he  has  essayed  a  flight  above  his 
dy  subsides  into  the  domestic,  where  be  is  at  home,  if  ever  drs- 

ergy  and  impassioned  character  of  Sir.  Knowles's  genius  have  been 
ediy  so — commended,  but  we  know  not  that  even  in  his  happiest 
wn  more  unaffected  vigipur  thnn  Serjeant  Tulfuurd  ;  who,  when 
lire  it,  ran  be  concise  and  energetic  enough,  knowing  well  tliat  it 
int  to  fritter  itself  away  in  prolix  declaniiition.  In  jiistitication 
e  shall  take  leave  to  quote  one  or  two  passages  from  the  "  Atbe- 
lere  is  a  startling  delineation  of  a  murderer's  state  of  mind  in 


e  reclining  on  hia  couch,  imagines  himself  hnuuted  by  the  furies, 
of  liis  niurdereil  mother,  and  gives  vent  to  his  mental  agonies  in 
ibie  lines,  which  the  Learned  iierjeant  no  doubt  had  in  his  eye 
tome  of  the  horrors  that  beset  the  brain  of  the  remorse-stricken 

,M  f^nnf,  laiTtMi  rt,  mi  Virtn  /dsi 

•HTM,  y»f,  aarmi  rAnriir  ^^urmvrj  fuv. 

•ytfyimi,  itiftn  Jif<u,  iutm  dun. 
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"  Again  I  stand  within  this  awful  ball ! 
I  found  the  entrance  here,  without  the  tmue 
Of  virion  ;  for  a  foul  mul  clinging  nii«t, 
Like  the  dump  viipoiir  of  ii  loiig'cKwed  vnult, 
I)  rottnd  me.     Now,  its  objects  •tiirt  to  tight 
With  terrible  distinctness  '.     Crimson  sbiint 
Break  fudden  on  the  wulU  !     Thf  fretted  roof 
Grows  living  ! — Let  me  hear  a  human  voice, 
Or  I  shall  ptay  the  madman  !  " 

In  the  above  passage  the  reader  will  not  fall  to  admire  tli<-  < 
of  the  epithet  "  sudden,"  and  the  );hiuit]y  imiif^e  of  the  hall  »>'  ■\\»t 

silent  lilL-!     The  sanic  deep  chord  of  emotion  is  stnick  in  ti.c  ,.,„■... ...f,  brii 

Idgiie,  which  concludes  with  one  of  the  moat  strikin)^  thoujfhtt  in  the  wholt 
of  modem  dnunatic  literature  : — 

"  TU0A8. 

I  have  dnink  fiercely  at  a  mountain  spring, 
And  left  the  stain  of  blood  in  its  pure  waters; 
It  quenched  my  mortal  thir«t,  and  I  rejoiced. 
For  1  seemed  grown  to  daemon,  till  the  niretun 
Cooled  my  hot  throat,  and  then  /  laui/he<l  ali 
Tojind  that  I  had  aumslhing  human  utitt  t 

PENTIIEtlS. 

Fret  not  thy  noble  heart  with  what  is  put. 
TuoAS. 
•  No !  'tis  not  past  ! — The  murderer  hat  tw  Past; 

But  one  eternal  Pretent !  " 


How  beautiful,  in  a  gentler  and  healthier  spirit,  is  Mr.  Talfourd'*  desorpt 
Athens  !  The  versilication  is  ax  omonth  and  poli&hcd  as  Parian  muhle:  U 
closing  sentiment,  where  the  vi&ioD  of  the  glorious  city  is  represented  u  IM 
ing  the  s]>cctntor,  chiefly  by  reason  of  its  reminding  him  of  home,  gives  •  llH 
nnd  mellowing  human  interest  to  the  pasaage : — 

"Athens ; 
Her  groves,  her  bolls,  her  temples,  nuy,  her  street*. 
Have  been  my  teachers  ! — I''ntlierle»,  I  made 
The  city  and  her  skies  my  homo ;  have  wulcb'd 
Her  various  aspects  with  a  child's  fond  love  : 
Hung  in  chill  morning  o'er  the  mountain's  brow. 
And,  as  the  dawn  broke  slowly,  seen  her  grow 
Aliijestic  from  the  darknesK.  'till  she  filJ'd 
The  Hif^ht  and  soul  alike  ;  enjuy'd  the  storm 
Which  wru|it  her  in  the  mantle  of  its  cloud. 
While  every  ilash  that  shiver'd  it  reveal'd 
Some  cx^uiitite  pro|>ortiuii,  pictured  once 
And  ever  to  the  gazer  ; — stood  entranced 
III  rainy  moonshine,  as,  one  side,  uprose 
A  column'd  shadow,  ponderous  as  the  rn<4( 
Which  held  the  Titan  groauiug  with  the  fcase 
Of  Jove's  injuiitice  ;   on  the  other,  shapes 
Of  dreamlike  softness  drew  the  fancy  far 
Into  the  listening  air — but  most  I  felt 
tier  lovelinets  irfieii  summer  evening  linln 
Gave  to  my  lonely  childhood  $etut  ojf  home." 

We  might  adduce  many  other  passages  uf  equal  excellence  witli  ihu 
have  just  quoted  ;  but  onongh,  we  think,  have  been  given  to  ju»lify  t 
which  we  have  spoken  of  Air.  Talfourd  as  a  dramsiist.     IJe  it  reineoilierwd, 
his  lasting  credit,  that  in  aU  hit  tr<ige<li('s  he  has  steailily  krpl  one  gr^ 
view  —  namely,  to  raise  our  etiinate  of  humanity  by  bringing  int4>  pla' 
noble  and  redeeming  in  mau's  luiturc,  and  vindicatiug  his  high  destta' 
ing  and  responsible  being.  "^ 
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Paiiikk  than  rice,  more  graceful  than  the  bamboo,  was  So-Sli. 
the  diugliter  of  Poo-Poo.  Her  foot  was  no  longer  than  her  finger, 
»  th,it  when  she  walked  she  tottered  elegantly,  and  required  the 
lunpnrt  of  a  reed  or  of  a  hand-maiden  ;  so  light  was  her  form,  and 
to  lovely  was  her  face,  and  so  helpless  was  her  air,  that  wlien  she 
uppfared  abroad  she  attracted  the  notice  of  all,  as  a  straw  which  a 
juggler  of  Shanghi  balances  on  the  tip  of  his  nose.  Her  brows  were 
wdied  like  the  feathers  in  the  tail  of  the  domestic  bird  of  the  river  ; 
berejes  were  smaller  than  the  kernels  of  the  almond,  and  were  free 
from  the  disfigurement  of  lashes  ;  her  hair  was  like  a  cobweb  of  the 
tUck  spiders  of  Chen-si  ;  her  nose  was  small,  and  beautifully  flat  ; 
w  lips  were  as  two  large  pink  caterpillars  which  the  cooks  of 
P«dieli  have  prepared  for  the  banquet  of  the  Son  of  Heaven.  The 
tuwof  her  loveliness  had  spread  throughout  the  province  KiangSi, 
•nd  many  a  manly  spirit  yearned  towards  her,  even  on  the  report  of 
her  beauty. 

Sl»ny  were  the  solicitations  made  to  her  father  for  the  hand  of 
the  lovely  So-Sli,  and  he  might  have  married  her  to  mandarins  both 
Ciiil  and  military  aa  many  as  he  pleased  ;  but  old  Poo-Poo  was  a 
•tjre»nd  3  philanthropist,  and  had  devoted  himself  much  to  the  in- 
^^eslijfition  of  the  causes  of  human  happiness  and  misery,  and  had 
netfrniined  that  marriage  might  be  highly  conducive  to  one  or 
*o  the  other,  according  as  it  should  be,  or  should  not  be  condttcted 
•ipon  scientific  principles.  Of  the  scientific  principles  upon  which 
hisma;?*  should  be  conducted  he  had  formed  a  theory  of  his  own  ; 
"d  it  had  been  a  source  of  the  deepest  regret  to  him  that  he  had 
**H devised  his  theory  until  after  his  own  niarriige.  However,  as 
^wife  was  now  dead,  that  had  become  a  matter  of  comparatively 
ittie  importance.  He  determined  that  his  daughter  should  have 
Itefull  benefit  to  be  derived  from  them  ;  and,  for  a  Chinese,  it  must 
•f  owned  that  his  principles  exhibited  much  liberality  of  feeling, 
•nil  was  particularly  evinced  in  one  of  his  crotchets,  which,  how- 
^T,  uppeared  in  the  eyes  of  his  countrymen  so  extraordinary,  that 
*  Would  probably  have  brought  down  upon  him  the  heavy  displea- 
tweof  the  government,  but  for  some  charitable  doubts  which  were 
"Uertaned  as  to  his  sanity.  To  us  his  fancy  docs  not  appear  so 
^tural ;  but  he  was  the  first  of  some  sixty  thousand  millions  of 

*  The  folloiring  pMsage  from  Davia  mi^gMted  the  suTiject  of  this  story: — 
"Tbaapenae  to  the  itate  of  a  varif;  (imperial  relative)  of  the  first  rank  ii  about 
naad  Vttl*,  or  30,000/.  annvuliy,  and  this  diminishe*  thrmigh  the  several 
wn  l"  tlie  nniple  inheritors  of  the  yelloiv  girdl*',  who  re*:eivc  only  three 
mouth,  and  ivro  i>acks  of  rice.  But  they  are  ulluwed  one  hundred  tiicU 
»»•.•'  marry,  and  one  hundred  and  twenty  for  a  funeral  ;  from  which,  says 
ikc  occasion  to  maltreat  their  wires,  because  when  they  hare  killed 
cwtf  the  allowance  for  her  interment,  as  well  as  the  dowry  of  the  new 
\jk0f  take  imm«<liai«ly." — Davis's  Chineie,  vol.  i.  p.  381. 
t*.  X 
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the  celestial  people  (reckoning  but  two  Iiundred  generations 
three  hundred  millions  each)  who  had  ever  questioned  or  doubted 
the  propriety  of  a  marriage  between  persons  who  had  had  no  pre- 
vious acquaintance  with  each  other.  He  was  rash  enough  to  start 
and  Tnaintain  this  opinion ;  and  furlhertnore  he  considered  that  a 
certain  somewhat  of  congeniality  should  subsist  between,  and  be 
discovered  by  the  parties,  before  they  should  proceed  to  bind  them- 
selves indissolubly  together.  He  determined,  therefore,  not  only 
that  his  daughter  should  see  her  future  lord  before  she  became  a 
wife,  but  such  was  the  peculiar  tenderness  of  his  paternal  affection, 
and  so  far  had  the  heresy  of  innovation  possessed  him,  that  she 
should  not  be  made  over  to  any  person  towards  whom  she  mani- 
fested a  decided  dislike  ;  and,  indeed,  that  she  should  be  allowed  a. 
certain  latitude  of  choice  among  the  many  suitors  who  were  compe- 
titors for  her  hand. 

Two  great  mandarins,  Hang  and  Swing,  and  a  certain  rich  mer- 
chant. Tin,  had  sent  costly  presents  to  her  father ;  and  the  eloquent 
Tung,  a  graduate  of  the  college  of  Hanlan,  had  composed  ten  vo- 
lumes of  moral  sentences  in  praise  of  the  beauty  of  So-Sli ;  but 
though  he  perused  the  books,  and  graciously  accepted  the  presents. 
Poo- Poo  rejected  these  applicants,  who  lived  too  far  off  to  make 
their  addresses  in  person.  It  fared  no  better  with  many  of  various 
rank, — manufacturers,  and  proprietors  of  rice-grounds,  silk-feeders, 
barge-owners,  and  officers  civil  and  military,  who,  dwelling  in  the 
neighbourhood,  had  opportunities  of  seeing  and  of  being  looked 
upon  by  the  lovely  eyes  of  So-Sli.  She  had  expressed  herself  by  no 
means  averse  to  iHang  or  Swing,  Tin  or  Tung ;  but  these  she  had 
never  seen  ;  and  her  father,  believing  that  if  she  engaged  herself 
under  such  circumstances,  she  might  repent  when  she  became  »e- 
quainted  with  the  parties,  had  withheld  his  consent.  Those  whom 
she  saw  found  no  favour  in  her  sight.  One  was  too  tall,  another  was 
too  short,  a  third  was  too  fat,  a  fourth  too  thin  ;  tliis  too  gay,  and 
that  too  serious  ;  Ting-a-ting's  voice  was  too  gentle,  Ding-DoDs's 
too  loud ;  one  waa  too  fond  of^  sweet  potato,  and  sweet  potato  she 
disliked  ;  another  not  sufficiently  partial  to  dog,  and  dog  was  her 
favourite  dish.     In  fact,  So-Sli  was  by  no  means  easy  to  please. 

Here  we  may  pause  to  remark,  that  the  multiplicity  of  present* 
which  for  a  long  time  poured  in  upon  Poo-Poo  were  well-nigh  pro- 
curing converts  to  his  system  among  old  gentlemen  who  had  mar- 
riageable daughters;  but  at  last  suitors  grew  chary  of  their  pre- 
sents, and  withheld  them  til)  an  interview  with  the  young  Udy 
should  have  sealed  their  fortune. 

In  the  town  in  which  dwelt  Poo-Poo  and  his  lovely  daughter,  So- 
Sli,  there  resided  a  young  man  w-ho  boasted  his  relationship  to  the 
imperial  family,  being  in  fact  a  descendant  from  an  Emperor  who 
had  occupied  the  throne  about  a  hundred  and  fif\y  years  before. 
The  Emperor  of  China  looks  with  commendable  affection  upon  all 
his  poor  relations,  of  whom  he  keeps  an  inventory  of  about  ten  thou- 
sand ;  and,  according  to  their  several  degrees  of  affinity,  he  allots  to 
all,  by  a  graduated  scale,  a  certain  annual  stipend,  and  permiu*  them 
to  wear  some  badge  by  which  they  may  be  distinguished  as  being 
of  his  kin.  This  batlge,  whether  cloak,  or  shawl,  or  belt,  or  cap,  is 
pf  the  imperial  colour,  yellow  ;  and  in  the  i>articular  instance  of  H*- 
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man  of  whom  we  speak,  was  a  silken  pirdle,  whence 
throughout  that  neighbourhood  as  Ho-Fi  of  the  Yel- 
;e  furthermore  enjoyed  an  allowance  of  three  dollars 
sf  rice  per  month. 

cousin,  though  a  distant  one,  of  the  Son  of  Heaven, 
conceived  it  rauch  beneath  his  dignity  to  have  fol- 
livelihood  any  profession  or  trade  ;  and  as  be  had 
bition  to  which  hib  means  were  quite  inadequate,  he 
curious  shifts  at  times,  in  the  vulgar  words  of  the 
re  salt  for  his  porridge,  or  indeed  porridge  for  hia 

i  all  the  tongues  in  the  neighbourhood  eloquent  in 
■uty  of  So-S!i  ;  but  he  heard  thera  likewise  no  less 
idemnation  of  her  whimsicality  and  waywardness, 
ere  every  day  told  of  her  rejection  of  some  meritori- 
d  as  none  .seemed  likely  to  please  her,  those  who 
en  glad  to  carry  off  such  a  prize  became  shy  of  ad- 
daims.  But  Ho-Fi,  with  less  intrinsic  worth  than 
of  a  character  to  be  daunted  by  the  fear  of  the  ncgo- 
un satisfactory,  and  he  resolved  to  enlist  himself  as 
Ktitors  for  the  hand  of  So-Sli. 

fh  quite  a  young  reian,  had  already  been  six  times 
n  every  occasion  had  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  his 
sw  weeks  after  their  union.  As  seven  i.s  accounted  a 
tunate  number,  it  ia  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  he 
)  adventure  once  more.  His  six  dear  wives  were  all 
logether,  and  he  wanted  one  other,  in  order  "  to  make 

ed  in  many  advantages,  which  had  already  stood  him 
II  many  circumstances  somewhat  similar  to  those  in 
ibout  to  exert  his  tactics.  He  was  possessed  of  what 
itrywomen  were  prone  to  consider  a  handsome  per- 
er-nails,  by  virtue  of  well-contrived  splints,  he  ma- 
tuin  an  inch  and  a  hulf  in  length  ;  he  was  quite  free 
or  beard  ;  and  his  head  was  always  kept  cleanly 
the  usual  tuft  at  the  crown,  which,  of  peculiar  black- 
fth,  and  neatly  tied  up  with  silk,  depended  down  his 
the  bend  of  his  knee.  He  was  particular,  moreover, 
nd  as  it  wns  well  known  that  his  funds  were  of  the 
;  was  a  matter  of  surprise  among  his  neighbours  how 
lessed  of  so  very  respectable  a  wardrobe.  And  if  this 
to  them,  what  wonder  though  I,  a  stranger  and  bar- 
;e  unable  to  explain  it?  I  leave  it  to  your  conjec- 
d  sure  that  there  are  some  among  my  countrymen  to 
m  will  be  intuitively  easy.  Person  and  dress,  it  will 
erve  as  two  powerful  tali.<;mans  in  such  adventures  as 
:h  he  was  going  to  set  forth ;  but  he  was  possessed  of 
es  incalculably  more  iniporUmt.  These  were,  a  limit- 
and  that  determined  perseverance  which,  disregard- 
etums  again  and  again  to  the  charge,  or  which,  in 
,  "  will  not  take  no  for  an  answer."  To  these  may  be 
ptibility  of  disposition,  which  could  fall  in  with  the 
il  parties,  and  a  readiness  in  discovering  the  weak 
lemy,  and  directing  the  attack  accordingly. 
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"'Tis  but  venturing,"  said  Ho-Fi ;  "and  if  I  fail,  I  will  not  han^ 
myself  up  by  my  pip;-tail  like  a  Ni-Ni,  nor  run  rny'»elf  tlirough  witii 
»  thumb-nail  like  a  Buo-Bee."     Ni-Ni  and  Boo-Bee  were  two  cele- 
brated Werters  of  China. 

His  design  thus  foruietl,  he  set  to  work  systematically  to  carrv  it 
into  effect,  and  begun  by  picking  acquaintance  with  the  philo«oplier 
Poo-Poo.  Observing  that  venerable  person  cheapening  the  bind 
quarter  of  a  prize  polecat  in  the  meat-market,  with  his  usual  et»e 
and  address  he  managed  to  fall  into  conversation  M-ith  him  ;  and  by 
a  little  banter,  from  time  to  time  agreeably  directed  to  the  butcher, 
soon  obtained  for  the  philosopher  that  abatement  in  the  price  of  the 
tempting  morsel,  for  which  Poo- Poo  himself  might  probably  in  vain 
have  striven.  Having  declared  his  own  predilection  for  polecat,  and 
particularly  for  the  liind-quarter.  he  led  the  discourse  by  easy  gra- 
ilations  from  polecats  to  weasels,  from  weasels  to  rat;:,  from  rats  to 
«logs,  from  dogs  to  pigs,  from  pigs  to  his  fair  countrywomen,  and  so 
to  the  celebrated  beauty  So-Sli,  the  daughter  of  the  sage  Poo-Poo. 
Of  the  philosopher  himself  he  expressed  great  admiration,  and  re- 
gretted that  he  was  not  so  fortunate  as  to  enjov  his  acquaintance, 
nay,  that  he  did  not  even  so  much  as  know  him  by  sight.  Poo-Poo 
was  a  lover  of  wisdom  —but  what  philosopher  was  ever  yet  proof 
against  flattery  ?  or  would  not  feel  gratified  at  overhearing  Ids  own 
praises  in  cases  like  the  present,  where  they  could  not  be  intended 
as  flattery  ?  Ho-Fi  had  already  secured  himself  a  high  place  in  the 
philosophical  estimation  of  Poo-Poo. 

It  will  readily  be  supposed  that  Poo-Poo  was  not  anxious  to  turn 
the  conversation  out  of  the  channel  into  which  it  had  thus  accident- 
ally flowed,  and  he  sounded  his  new  friend's  opinions  on  the  subject 
of  his  pet  matrimonial  theory.  This  Ho-Fi  of  course  applauded  "  to 
the  very  echo,"  —  by  which  expression  is  intended  that  his  words 
were  mere  mockery,  vox  el  prctlerea  nihiL 

"  Were  you  to  ask  me,"  said  he,  "  who  is  the  greatest  of  ancient 
or  modern  sages,  I  should  answer,  Poo-Poo.  Were  you  to  ask  me 
M'ho,  of  all,  has  advanced  a  theory  most  likely  to  be  extensively  bene- 
ficial to  the  human  race,  I  should  answer  Poo-Poo.  Were  you  to 
ask  me  for  a  word  synonymous  with  philosophy,  I  should  answer 
Poo-Poo.  I  doubt  not  tliat  the  days  will  come  when  the  wisdom 
of  Poo-Poo  will  be  universally  admitted,  and  his  name  be  adduced 
as  a  conclusive  settlement  of  all  disputed  questions ;  when  if  any  one 
sliall  be  asked  his  reason,  he  will  answer  Poo-Poo ;  if  he  be  asked 
his  authority,  he  will  answer  Poo-Poo ;  when  criticism  will  be  con- 
densed in  those  two  syllables  Poo-Poo  ;  and  when  those  same  two 
syllables  Poo-Poo  will  suffice  to  upset  criticism  ;  in  short,  when  he 
that  speaks  Poo- Poo  the  loudest  will  be  the  best  logician,  and  when 
all  discussion  will  be  but  a  matter  of  Poo-Poo." 

That  day  Ho-Fi  dined  with  Poo-Poo  on  the  liind  quarter  of  tlie 
prize  polecat. 

The  morsel  was  small,  but  it  was  choice.  Having  so  soon  and  ao 
easily  insinuated  himself  into  the  good  graces  of  the  father,  he  next 
»ought  an  opportunity  of  winning  his  way  into  those  of  the  daughter. 
He  boldly  expressed  his  desire  to  Poo-Poo,  and  a  day  was  settled 
upon  which  he  should  be  formally  introduced  to  her,  a  ceremony 
not  to  be  conducted  with  too  great  precipitation.     In  the  interval  he 
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was  car«ful  to  collect  all  information  regarding  the  whima  and  pre- 
judices of  the  lovely  So-Sli. 

He  came,  he  saw,  he  conquered  ;  or  we  should  rather  write,  he 
came,  she  saw,  he  conquered.  Hi«  attire  was  studiously  elegant, 
itidhe  had  selected  such  colours  as  he  had  found,  from  the  report  of 
«>me  of  her  acquaintance,  were  most  agreeable  to  her  ;  his  beauti- 
fully embroidered  petticoat  of  crimson  silk  "  was  such  as  well  might 
•ttit  a  lady's  taste  ;"  his  shawl  might  have  won  the  heart  even  of  an 
English  lady ;  his  cap  he  had  procured  from  one  of  the  most  emi- 
im\viodirte*o(  Pekin  ;  and  the  tippet,  which  formed  part  of  his  out- 
door dress  was  of  the  most  costly  fur.  His  long  black  hair  was 
CMtfully  plaited,  and  hung  far  down  his  back  ;  he  wore  a  necklace 
of  pearls,  much  coveted  by  his  young  competitors  in  fashion  ;  his 
•ctnt-bottle  was  full  of  the  choicest  essence ;  and  he  carried  a  va- 
Imblefan,  which  he  fluttered  with  peculiar  grace. 

Thia  attention  to  externals  produced  at  once  a  favourable  impres- 
»wn  upon  So-Sli,  who  was  herself  particular  in  her  attire.  She 
wii»ily  wore  a  long  frock-coat  of  blue  or  green  cloth  over  a  pink 
Waistcoat,  and  her  trowsers  were  always  of  the  newest  cut.  She 
■mi  to  considerable  expense  to  procure  the  most  elegant  pipes,  and 
piqiied  herself  upon  her  nice  judgment  in  her  choice  of  tobacco. 

The  town,  like  some  other  Chinese  towns,  was  upon  the  point  of 
wnendering  to  the  formidable  "  demonstration  "  made  by  the  cne- 
■V;  bat  when  he  opened  upon  it  simultaneously,  the  light  artillery 
*iflattery  and  the  heavy  artillery  of  gifts  (the  latter  consisting  of 
two  (freat  guns,  the  one  a  gold  snuff-box,  and  the  other  a  Chinese 
poodle),  the  gates  flew  open,  and  he  marched  in  triumph  into  the 
ciUdel,  his  lady's  heart.  The  vanquished  So-Sli  kept  the  snuff-box, 
«tf  the  poodle,  and  accepted  the  heart  and  the  hand  of  Ho-Fi. 

They  were  married,  and  a  fortnight  flew  by  in  two  days  ;  or  ]>er- 
■Mpf  the  young  pair  made  some  miscalculation,  as  the  almanacks  hatl 
nolpredicted  this. 

The  cranium,  we  would  observe,  is  the  dwelling-house  of  the 
*"ul ;  the  organ  of  time  is  its  time-piece ;  but  when  the  soul  sit« 
»U  day  in  its  back-rooms,  it  sometimes  forgets  to  wind  up  its 
tlock. 

Each  was  constantly  devising  means  to  gratify  the  other  ;  and  the 
only  occasions  of  strife  that  arose  between  them  were  when  each  cn- 
deivoared  to  force  upon  the  other  the  choicest  morsels  of  fox,  or 
Ttrrtt,  or  froir,  or  whatever  constituted  their  delicate  little  meal  for 

Ine  morning,  Ho-Fi  for  a  while  absented  himself  from  his  beloved 
^Wi,  and  went  into  the  city.  When  he  returned,  he  took  from 
"i»  pouch,  or  reticule,  a  small  packet  of  tea. 

"My  dearest  So-SH,"  he  said,  "I  have  a  friend  who  is  particular 
'0  the  cultivation  of  plants.  With  so  much  skill  antl  care  are  his 
''periments  conducted,  that  he  has  succeeded  in  obtaining  bananas 
™iii  his  orange-trees,  and  in  converting  a  pine-apple  into  a  goose- 
"♦rry.  He  has  lately  directed  his  attention  to  the  iroprovement  of 
•  Jfoung  tea-tree.  He  planted  it  with  a  silver  spade,  manured  it 
'with  silk-worms  and  doves'  marrow,  and  lie  waters  the  ground 
•found  if  daily  with  roe's  tears  and  ciniianuin  juice.  He  has  hitherto 
ut  two  ounces  of  the  leaves,  one  of  which  has  been  pre- 
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sented  to  the  Emperor,  and  the  other  he  has  transmitted  to  me, 
being  the  oldest  of  his  friends.  I  have  brought  it  here  for  my  dar- 
ling 8o-Sii.  Aa  you  love  me,  make  an  infusion  of  its  leaves,  and 
drink." 

"  Nay,"  said  So-Sli,  "  if  it  be  so  choice,  you  shall  drink  it,  not  I. 
What  exceedingly  curious  leaves  !  and,  what  is  most  remarkable  ii, 
that  they  are  exactly  like  others.  But  what  is  this  dust  upon 
them  ?  " 

"  That,"  answered  Ho-Fi,  "  is  a  substance  derived  from  the  silk- 
worms, and  is  what,  had  they  not  been  buried,  would  have  formed 
the  down  on  the  wings  when  they  became  moths.  But  you  must 
drink  this  most  dainty  infusion;  I  have  prepared  it  on  purpose  for 
you  ;  and  to  refuse  it  would  be  to  show  now  little  you  loved  your 
tender  Ho-Fi." 

Whilst  speaking,  Ho-Fi  had  poured  hot  water  on  the  leaves,  and 
he  offered  the  cup  containing  the  fragrant  infusion  to  his  beloved. 
tihe  insisted  that  he  should  drink  it ;  and  an  affectionate  contest 
took  place,  each  wishing  to  give  up  to  the  other  all  the  enjoyment 
of  so  exquisite  a  draught.  So-Sli  at  first  positively  refused  to  taste 
a  drop  j  then  she  would  consent  that  he  should  leave  one  sip  for 
her;  and  then,  that  if  he  would  take  half,  she  would  drink  the  re- 
mainder. Ho-Fi  was  obstinately  determined  that  she  should  have 
all,  or  at  least  should  take  ttie  first  draught.  At  last  their  affection- 
ate entreaties  began  to  change  to  ton«s  of  anger  and  impatience; 
but,  to  settle  the  matter  at  once,  So-Sli  took  the  cup,  and  proceed- 
ing to  the  open  window,  emptied  it  before  him,  declaring  that,  as  it 
had  become  a  cause  of  quarrel,  neither  should  drink  it. 

Their  anger  blew  over,  and  several  times  since  they  had  taken  tea 
together  in  perfect  amity.  One  evening  they  were  seated  to  that 
important  occupation,  and  Ho-Fi  had  just  finished  his  first  cup, 
when  So-Sli  observed  she  did  not  think  the  tea  so  good  as  usual. 
Ho-Fi  agreed  with  her  in  opinion,  and  using  a  common  Chinese  im- 
precation, wished  a  rotten  root  to  the  tree  that  bore  it. 

"  What !  "  said  So-Sli,  bursting  into  a  fit  of  uncontrollable  laugh- 
ter, "  al\erall  the  pains  your  poor  friend  has  taken  to  nourish  it  with 
silk-worms  and  spice  ?     That  is  too  cruel  a  desire  !" 

Ho-Fi  stared,  and  turned  somewhat  pale.  "  Why  do  you  revert 
to  that  subject  ?  "  he  said.  "  JUetbinks  it  were  better  to  let  such  m. 
matter  rest." 

"Nay,"  said  So-Sli,  still  laughing  violently,  "  I  said  you  should 
drink  the  tea  ;  and  when  I  pretended  to  pour  it  from  the  window,  I 
poured  it  only  into  an  earthen  pan  which  lay  outside.  I  have  had  it 
warmed  for  you  now,  but  am  sorry  you  like  it  so  little." 

Ho-Fi  turned  very  pale  indeed,  and  his  head,  which  was  carefully 
balanced  on  his  shoulders,  assumed  a  remarkable  resemblance  to  a 
globular  stew-pan  with  a  lid  ;  his  pig-tail,  "  with  the  effect  of  fear," 
stood  out  horizontally  and  stilEy  behind  as  its  handle  ;  and  the  drop, 
ped  and  protruding  lip  of  his  suddenly-opened  mouth  .<^emed  like  a 
spout ;  but  there  is  this  to  be  particularly  noted,  that  the  slew 
would  have  been  in  the  pan,  whereas  he  and  his  pan  were  both  in  a 
ftew. 

For  a  few  moments  he  was  struck  motionless,  but  anon  he  started 
up,  and  called  loudly  for  warm  water. 
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woman,"  he  shrieked,  "hast  thou  poisoned  thy  biis- 

"  said  So-Sli.    "  Was  the  tea  then  poisoned  ?     I  re- 
rhite  duat — But  can  moth's  feathers  be  poiistm  ?  " 

it  burns !  "  cried  Ho-Fi,  in  a  frantic  manner.  "  For 
ag  me  an  emetic,  a  stomach-pump — no,  no,  that  is  not 
-fbut  blisters,  cataplasms — anything ! " 
!  in  bed ;  physicians  were  sent  for ;  he  raved  till  he 
1,  and  then  lay  asleep  or  insensible  for  some  hours. 
le  returned,  he  became  aware  of  the  expressions  he  had 
ig  calmer,  he  endeavoured  to  explain  them  away.  He 
ea  was  of  such  wonderful  potency  as  to  have  deprived 
more  rapidly  than  the  strong-  spirit  distilled  from  rice 
ne.  He  had  fancied  in  his  delirium  that  his  wife  had 
bis  cup  ;  but  he  now  fully  appreciated  the  absurdity 
r.  He  should  write  to  his  friend  who  had  sent  the 
;  him  warning,  that  if  the  Emperor  should  drink  an 
le  ounce  sent  to  him,  he,  the  unfortunate  cultivator 
t  tea,  would  undoubtedly  be  put  to  death  by  alow 

a  strong  constitution  to  support  him  against  poisoned 
Chinese  physicians.     lie  slowly  recovered  from  their 

tored  once  roore  to  hia  fond  wife  ;  but,  fond  as  she  had 
1  herself,  So-Sli  could  not  prevent  the  intrusion  into 
»n  unpleasant  suspicion  that  her  affectionate  husband 
ir  poisoned  tea,  from  a  too  lively  solicitude  to  put  her 
each  of  those  ugly  customers,  care  and  sorrow.  Long 
arriage,  surmises  had  been  whispered  which  had  even 
ears,  that  at  least  a  few  of  liis  former  six  wives  "had 
iy  dealt  with  ;"  but  no  one,  wife  or  otherwise,  volun- 
ifidence  against  him ;  and  the  Chinese  had  not  arrived 
lements  in  chemical  science  which  enable  our  western 
jy  distilling  a  bone,  or  making  a  fricassee  of  a  muscle, 
millionth  part  of  the  shadow  of  nothing  at  aU  in  one 
■sed  to  have  died  by  poison. 

trdly  have  been  hinted  that  a  man  was  such  a  bluebeard 

Ig  reason  assigned  for  so  supposing.     Perhaps,  to  some 

ere  fact  of  his  having  been  married  six  times,  and  hav- 

instance  become  a  widower  within  two  months,  may 

afy  a  suspicion  :  but  if  a  mulive  should  be  sought  that 

such  heinous  villany  probable,  it  might  be  mentioned 

larriage  of  a  Yellow  Girdle  he  is  allowed  by  bis  cousin, 

,  a  sum  of  one  hundred  taels  (in  addition  to  his  usual  sti> 

ist  in  furnishing  his  house ;  and  on  the  death  of  his  wife, 

and  twenty  more,  to  assist  in  furnishing  her  sepulchre. 

was  by  no  means  the  first  of  whom  it  had  been  reported 

fbt  by  a  succession  of  such  profitable  marriages  and 

Be  his  very  inconsiderable  income  into  a  handsome  com- 

Id  not  avoid  a  suspicion  ;  but,  as  she  had  really  loved 
ried  to  repress  it,  and  not  to  entertain  such  evilthoughta 
Qnfirmed,  have  given  a  death-blow  to  her  affection.  Still 
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she  was  haunted  by  a  fear  that  he  might  endeavour  by  other  devjt 
to  lay  her  on  the  shelf  with  his  former  wives,  who»e  coffins,  like  the 
volumes  of  a  work,  were  ranged  side  by  side,  and  duly  numbered  ; 
each  also  was  inscribed  with  the  words,  "  Wife  of  Ho-Fi,"  and  bad 
besides  its  table  of  contents ;  which,  indeed  consisted  merely  of 
lady's  name. 

I  am  sorrj-  to  say,  that  had  So-Sli  been  more  suspicious  than 
was,  she  would  tisercin  have  done  her  husband  no  wrong.     Then 
was  nothing  he  so  earnestly  wished  as  to  have  his  new  volume  fir 
Iv  put  up  in  a  camphor-wood  binding,  and  neatly  lettered  to  ma 
the  others. 

Ho-Fi  remembered  an  incident  in  a  famous  Chine>se  tragefly, ' 
ingenious  device  for  disposing  of  an  obnoxious  person,  which 
thought  he  might  turn  to  account.     He  procured  a  sav»ge-dog, 
having  purchased  a  lady's  dress  of  peculiar  colours^  and  anc 

similar  appearance,  but  inferior  quality,  he  tilled  the    latter^ 

straw,  bones,  and  oSal,  and  on  this  encouraged  his  dog  to  roakei 
awful  attack.  The  dog  was  well  pleased  with  the  prize  he  dis 
ed  within,  and  Ho-Fi  repeated  this  experiment  on  several  sue 
days.  When  he  considered  the  animal  to  be  sufficiently  familia 
with  the  figure,  he  tied  him  up,  and  kept  him  some  time  will 
food.  He  then  made  a  present  to  his  lady  of  the  other  dress, 
expressed  a  desire  that  she  might  immediately  indue  it.  This,  luit,] 
however,  until  she  had  examined  it  widi  an  apprehensive  eje,  shei 
did ;  and  he  affected  to  be  much  delighted  at  beholding  her  in  hcl 
new  garment.  He,  however,  pretended  to  have  buhiness  wfaii:k| 
would  call  him  from  home  for  an  hour,  and  begged  that  she  voaklj 
wait  his  return  in  a  grotto  in  the  garden ;  he  particularly  reqB 
that  she  would  allow  no  one  to  open  a  che*t  which  he 
placed  in  a  court  of  the  house,  and  of  which  he  said  the 
had  been  accidentally  broken  :  he  would  not  at  that  time 
what  it  contained,  but  promised  to  do  so  by  and  by. 

When  So-Sli  was  left  alone,  she  communed  with  herself, 
knows,"  she  said,  "  what  man-trap  or  spring-gun  my 
band  may  have  prepared  for  me  in  the  grotto  ?  It  u 
be  wise  to  venture  thither.  And,  what  does  this  chest  ccm; 
he  has  brought  hither,  and  which  he  wishes  to  keep  secret  ; 
Now  I  would  wager  six  pots  of  pickled  earthworms  that  lit 
cealed  in  that  the  grave-clothes  which  he  intends  for  hi*  fi 
So-Sli.     If  I  detect  him  in  such  a  purpose  I  will  \to><  ."^ 

my  father  to  reason  with  him  on  tlie  very  great  imjii    ,  i  >^ 

such  modes  of  proceeding." 

Forming  this  vigorous  determination,  So-Sli  likewise  rctuikcil  ^ 
examine  the  cheat  fortliwith.  But  first  she  went  to  a  cage,  iu  wWA 
was  her  husband's  bird  of  good-luck,  a  white  necked  crow,  llc^^ 
valued  this  bird  beyond  all  his  earthly  possessions  ;  he  had  m»''' 
tame,  and  had  attached  it  to  him,  and  he  considered  that  whihi  ^'* ^ 
possessed  it,  no  material  ill-fortune  could  befal  him.  So-Sli 
quently  fed  it,  and  it  had  become  fond  of  her  also,  from  wbich 
was  to  be  believed  that  its  kindly  influence  would  extend  to  I 
She  took  it  now  from  its  cage^  and  placed  it  on  her  wriil,  and  ha 
'"H  tendered  it  a  kiss,  which  was  affectionately  receiveil  and  reripi 
'Wed,  she  went  into  the  yard  to  discover  the  content*  of  the  injrrti 
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riotis  chesL  She  unhesitatingly  raised  the  lid  ;  but  let  it  fall  again 
with  great  precipitation  as  with  a  loud  growl  a  savage  dog  attempt- 
ed ;  ,'  from  within. 

II,  and  the  cover  of  the  chest  having  fallen  on  the  back  of 
Bou.wou.  —  such  was  the  dog's  name, — she  was  able  to  gain  a  few 

Eace*  before  he  had  struggled  from  it.  lie  would,  however,  soon 
ave  made  rags  of  her  new  garment  in  his  customary  search,  had 
•he  not  with  great  presence  of  mind  seised  Ho-Fi'»  bird  of  good- 
lack  by  the  neck,  and  whisking  it  rapidly  three  times  round,  thrown 
ft  to  her  hungry  pursuer.  He  jumped  aside  to  snap  at  it,  and  So- 
Sli,  reaching  the  door,  closed  it  against  him,  and  secured  it  with 
several  bolt«. 

When  Ho-Fi  returned,  So-Sli  told  him  that  a  savage  dog  had  got 
loose  in  the  court,  and  that  his  bird  of  luck  had  vanished. 

"A*  I  looked  in  the  cage,"  she  said,  "  suddenly  I  beheld  him  wax 
p«Jer  and  paler,  till,  having  become  thinner  than  mist,  he  nast  be- 
tween the  bars,  and  what  became  of  him  after  I  cannot  at  all  tell." 
Naughty  little  So-Sli  told  a  story  in  this. 

Ho-Fi  was  inconsolable  for  the  loss  of  his  bird.  "  Better,"  said 
be,  "  to  lose  nine  wives  than  to  lose  a  bird  of  good-luck."  And  in- 
wardly he  feared  lest  the  bird  of  good-luck  having  thus  vanished  in 
the  presence  of  So-Sli  might  indicate  the  calamity  he  mo8t  dreaded, 
— that  he  should  lose  no  more  wives. 

In  a  few  days,  however,  his  wits  were  again  at  work.  Finding 
lb«t  So-Sli's  suspicions  were  awakened,  he  judged  it  best  to  send 
baa  dog  back  to  the  place  in  which  he  had  been  trained ;  and  he 
woflld  not  try  a  fresh  experiment  with  him. 

Another  week  had  passed  ;  it  was  evening,  and  the  shadows  of 
tlie  western  hills  were  gradually  extending  eastward  over  the  richly 
Culs>Tmted  fields.  This  last  fact  I  mention,  not  as  necessary  to  the 
elticidation  of  my  story,  but  merely  because  an  erroneous  opiuiun 
•eeois  to  have  possessed  the  minds  of  many,  that  shadows  are  un- 
known in  China,  The  artists  of  tJie  celestial  empire  exhibit  ttieir 
inpr^M/ character  by  omitting  the  dark  side  of  every  picture.  They 
wuuld  make  you  believe  that  Peter  Schlemil's  friend  had  walked 
through  the  land,  and  bought  sh.ndow  and  sha<le,  every  inch  of  the 
rofDOKMlity.  Foreigners,  however,  have  not  discovered  that  nature, 
in  this  particular,  has  framed  for  China  laws  different  from  those  in 
oprration  over  other  portions  of  the  globe :  but  the  Chinese  seem 
I  really  to  be  unaware  that  shadow  exists  among  them  ;  and  in  their 
writings  and  discourse,  as  in  their  pictures,  always  represent  their 
eountry  as  an  all-enlightened  land. 

It  was  evening ;  and  the  beautiful  So-Sli  was  sitting  in  a  veran- 
<lah.  very  dili(i;ently  engaged  in  embroidering  a  dress,  and  chewing 
betel,  when  Mo-Fi  approached,  and  assuming  an  appearance  of  sud- 
I  den  alarm  and  solicitude,  exclaimed, 

By  the  thumb-nails  of  Con-fut-tsee  you  cannot  be  well,  ray 
reelest  So-Sli.  I  charge  you  by  all  that  is  most  moral  tell  me 
^vhat  ails  you?  Your  complexion  is  like  silk,  and  you  must  needs 
be  under  tl»e  evil  influence  of  the  melancholic  Saturn;  thence  cold 
ham  gained  a  predominancy  over  heat  in  your  temperament,  an<l  dry- 
ness over  moisture.  Go,  therefore,  to  your  chamber  ;  avoid  all  yel- 
>w  objects,  and  also  those  of  gloomy  white ;  yuu  had  better  indeed 
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put  out  your  lantern,  and  close  your  window,  that  yon  may  sec  ni 
thing  but  a  lively  black  about  you.  I  will  go  hence,  lest  the  l>ue  of 
mv  girdle  exercise  a  mali^nnnt  effect  upon  you  ;  and  if  you  will  be- 
take yourself  to  bed  I  will  send  hither  a  physician  of  great  skill,  who 
will  feel  your  pulses,  and  determine  from  the  stars  what  medicine* 
you  should  use." 

The  Chinese  possess  many  secrets  of  physical  science  quite  un- 
known to  the  philosophers  of  Europe.  Among  others  is  the  myste- 
rious dependance  of  particular  colours  upon  particular  pUnets  ;  yel- 
low upon  Saturn,  for  example,  and  black  upon  Mercury.  White 
is  their  mourning  colour;  and  black,  as  its  opposite,  must  needs, 
therefore,  be  regarded  among  them  as  having  a  particularly  gay  and 
agreeable  character. 

A  Chinese  physician  is  not  content  with  feeling  one  pulse  of  hii 
patient ;  he  must  feel  many.  From  each  he  learns  somewhat  of  the 
disease,  and  he  needs  no  other  indications  to  guide  him.  It  is  a  sim- 
ple plan,  and  removes  most  of  the  difficulties  that  beset  the  Euro- 
pean doctor  in  the  formation  of  his  diagnosis;  pulse  with  him  is 
everything ;  like  the  Brahmin  he  lives  upon  pulse.  He  consults, 
indeed,  the  planets,  as  we  did  some  century  since  ;  but  in  one  tiling 
he  resembles  our  modern  phamiacopeists,  that  beyond  all  stars  he 
believes  in  the  healing  virtues  of  Mercury. 

So-Sli  wondered  what  the  solicitude  of  her  husband  might  por- 
tend. Was  Bou-wou  awaiting  her  in  her  chamber,  and  preparing  a 
dose  of  bark  ?  "  You  don't  bite  me  so  easily,"  thought  So-Sli ;  and 
she  entreated  Ho-Fi  that  if  she  should  immediately  betake  herself  to 
bed,  he  would  retire  to  rest  at  the  same  time  ?  He  excused  himself 
nn  the  ground  that  he  must  forthwith  call  a  physician,  and  though 
for  a  while  she  made  some  objections  to  this,  having  a  great  dis- 
like to  doctor's  stuff*  and  doctor's  learning,  which  she  classed  t»> 
gether  as  stulf  and  nonsense,  she  gave  in  at  last,  as  he  seemed  to 
wish  it  particularly  ;  and  she  told  hini  at  the  same  time  that  if 
there  was  anything  else  he  detiired  she  sincerely  wished  he  might 
get  it. 

Ho-Fi  went  to  seek  the  physician ;  and  So-Sli,  taking  a  lantern, 
and  having  glanced  in  a  mirror,  to  assure  herself  of  what  all  along 
she  had  strongly  suspected,  that  she  was  710/  so  yellow  as  silk,  went 
to  her  chamber,  and  very  cautiously  opened  the  door,  throwing  in  a 
bone  before  she  would  enter,  to  find  if  the  coast  were  clear.  A  bone, 
do  you  note,  is  no  such  poor  matter  but  that,  if  hungry,  a  dog  will 
"  snap  at  it." 

No  dog  snapped  at  the  bone,  and  So-Sli  ventured  into  tlie  cham- 
ber ;  she  moved  with  great  circumspection  about  it,  lest  some  hid- 
den wire  should  catch  her  sweet  little  hoof,  and  upset  her  ;  and  she 
examined  the  room  with  the  utmost  care,  to  discover  what  danger 
might  be  concealed  within  it ;  for  she  had  fully  made  up  her  mind 
that  there  was  some. 

She  examined  the  chimney  ;  she  pryed  in  every  comer  ;  she  turn- 
ed about  the  table  and  chairs ;  she  looked  in  the  oven  under  the 
bed.  The  oven  under  the  bed  ?  Yes,  truly  ;  the  oven  wa;s  under 
the  bed.  So  to  place  it  is  a  common  practice  in  the  Chinese  Empire, 
and  unquestionably  an  acute ;  in  one  side  of  a  chamber  is  an  arched 
recess,  in  which  is  placed  the  bed  on  a  raised  platform,  and  beneath 
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That  a  very  cosy  tblnp  upon  a  winter's  night !  The 
B  large  as  the  mattress.  You  put  your  bread  in  the 
I  a  hot  roll  in  beil.  Hut  perhaps  thix  practice  may 
lething  towards  making  the  Chinese  rather  a  crusty 

t  no  f^unpowder-plot  in  the  oven  ;  no  thell  to  put  her 
t  coffin.  The  Chinese  don't  understand  nuicfi  about 
>8  the  scientific  expedition  under  Admiral  Elliott  may 
ion  to  give  them  some  lessons  in  conchology. 
not  yet  satisfied.  "  What,"  said  she,  "  an'  if  I  fin<l 
bed?"  and  the  mere  idea  gave  her  a  stitch  in  her 
td  the  bcd-ctothes,  but  let  them  fall  again  much  more 
^as  frightened,  but  she  did  not  shriek.  She  gave  ut- 
ile gasping  cry,  such  as  might  proceed  from  a  terrified 
e ;"  and  she  did  not  run  away,  for  though  she  had  ar> 
nhood,  her  feet  were  as  those  of  an  infant.  However 
wck  a  few  paces,  and  then  paused  to  consider  what 

ad  she  seen  in  the  bed  }  Had  any  of  you  seen  it,  my 
le  apparition  of  the  old  gentleman's  tail,  to  which  it 
arked  resemblance,  could  scarcely  have  frightened  you 
a  huge  black  adder.  You  must  not,  however,  suppose 
tartled,  our  little  celestial  lady  was  scared  at  all  in  the 
riatyou  would  have  been  ;  by  reason  that  she  had  been 
ar  terms  with  many  of  his  km  in  the  kitchen  ;  he  soon 
mind's  eye,  to  assume  an  sppearance  by  no  means  un- 
;  ugly  black  cloak  was  lousenetl  from  about  his  throat, 
iff;  it  rustled  gradually  to  his  tail,  and  revealed  beneath 
te  skin.  He  grew  in  grace  as  he  lay  coile<i  up  in  a 
die,  that  seemed  made  on  purpose  for  him.  This 
aid  in  a  warm  place,  he  got  lively,  and  his  antics  and 
became  infinitely  diverting  ;  but  when  at  last  he  had 
itself  with  this  amusement,  he  fell   into  a  turpor,  and 

unged  into  a  warm  bath  of  milk  and  spices 

>led  quietly  out  of  the  room;  she  called  a  female  ser- 
t  her  into  the  court  to  bring  a  young  rat  from  the  coop  ; 
f  tied  a  small  stone,  and  put  in  a  large,  long  earthen 
all  neck;  and  just  peeping  under  the  clothes  of  the  bed 
bouts  the  adder  lay,  they  thrust  this  in  with  the  mouth 
They  listened,  and  after  a  time  fancied  that  they  heard 
3  it,  and  this  was  confirmed  by  a  little  squeak  from  the 
ously  lifting  the  clothes,  they  suddenly  raised  the  jar 
,  and  put  a  stopper  over  its  mouth.  The  adder  was  in 
shall  'go  to  pot,'"  thought  he;  but  it  was  no  use  tu 
bout  it. 

up  to  wait  the  return  of  her  loving  and  liege  lord :  "  I 
bim  a  little  yet,"  she  said  ;  "an  adder  shall  not  be  our 

ree  hours  elapsed  ere  his  return  :  he  had  forgotten  the 

red  he  seemed  startled  at  beholding  her.  "  My  dearest 
aid,  "  how  is  it  that  you  have  not  retired  to  bed,  as  I 
Believe  me  you  act  most  dangerously  in  neglecting  my 


CD  aj 
hov  eoald 


Hmris  h  due  he 

mm.  mmflta  an  die  b^withoitl 
to  go  to  bed 

w;  battbe«««ldi 
ofaaMpvldcih^i 

^  tefiag  dMK  k  veaU  I 
w  kai^  espowd  to  the  cUbp  di 
imamm pmrU^o  i 
■bb  it  Ban  one  beoi  i 
»to  tafce  xBT  part  of  it.    The  I 

!«■  on  ether  adcai 
L  die  ««•  was  hnwniht  in  in  si 
kifilfaKBe  aught  neip  hinuelf,! 
t  Aa  OMo;  vhen  Stv^i 
dyKrandthe  Ixgfat 
■r  m  grant  aima,  and  in  dohig  I 
rl  waa  dtrowti  into  ihf  lapj 
aa  it  fell.     I'nhiplj 
hv  dke  vmt.  and  made  bim  i 
iar  viper-soup,  but  I 


K  a  WiBe  Brick  (has  her  rountry.worai 
wm  4erkmi  mA  naatcr.    The  celebrate 
■e  mmkm  cat  off  his  pig-tail  w hilst  he i 
it  to  hHB  at  toBDcr  a  as  ewer,  asked  if  he  were  M 

Bat  80-SE  ifid  aat  c»^e  with  iaipaDity.  Ho-Fi  chased  a 
nNmd  the  roaai,  ^al  ihieiug  her  at  last  inta  a  comer,  belabnnn 
her  km  tamt  dnc  in  ai  aaaMrdlkl  maoDer,  till  the  pain  of  the  bi 
in  \im  wnat  made  hia  fidl  oo  the  floor,  and  beat  his  head  aftinitl 
Whikt  h*  ara  so  cmplojed  his  vife  stepped  upun  his  shouhier,  A 

iumpingover  him,  got  clear  oat  of  the  house.  The  fright  «he  « 
n  fTsve  her  power  to  ran  as  Derer  before  her  legs  bad  carried  bl 
ami  tliat,  \wi,  without  cnitcbei.  Fright  does  not  always  tbns  vi 
nj  in  ((ettiitg  out  ui  a  kvhblt. 

IVbcn  the  first  iiii|>ctui>  infused  by  fear  had  abatcil,  »be  aMUd 
icwbat  more  ol'  her  ordinary  walk,  which  wan  much  ^juch 
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n  CJilf  ini^ht  he,  if  a  calf  should  attempt  to  go  on  only  its 
Jtterd.  She  was  seversi  times  hailml  by  the  watchman  as  she 
through  the  streets,  but  they  a]lowe<l  her  to  procee<l ;  and  at 
*ly  spent  m  ith  the  fatigue  of  her  long  and  unsupported  tot- 
ibe  reached  her  father's  house. 

Poo  had  already  retired  to  rest.  He  waa  angry  at  being  thus 
,  but  his  indignation  was  beyond  all  bounds  when  he  heard 

Ebter's  story.  "  I  will  appeal,"  he  said,  "  to  Peking  in  this 
and  vre  will  hang  Ho-Fi  in  his  yellow  girdle." 
,  meanwhile,  when  the  first  paroxysms  of  pain  had  sub- 
lent  for  a  barber-surgeon,  and  had  his  wrist,  which  was  swol- 
he  sixe  of  the  calf  of  his  leg,  examined  and  dressed.  Alore- 
■nng  no  doubt  heard  of  that  ancient  practice  in  chirurgery 
eared  the  wound  by  anointing  the  weapon,  he  hail  the  viper 
I  also,  and  revenge  furnished  an  excellent  sauce,  and  greatly 
ed  hi*  supper. 

Poo,  according  to  pronii.se,  made  his  appeal  to  the  Emperor. 
■Fi  boasted  his  relationship  to  the  imperial  family,  this  was 
perest  course,  though  the  local  covirts  were  not  forbidden  to 
t  jurisdiction  in  similar  cases.  Commissioners  were  sent 
eking  to  investigate  the  affair. 

and  his  wife,  their  domestics,  Poo-Poo,  and  a  few  other 
ho  were  required  as  witnesses,  were  summoned  before  the 
Some  of  the  relatives  of  the  Yellow  Girdle's  former  waives 
care  to  be  present  in  the  court, 
was  fully  examined.  Minute  evidence  was  entered  into 
that  Ho-Fi  had  in  various  ways  attempted  the  life  of  his 
the  circumstances  connected  with  their  marriage  were  set 
Poo-Poo ;  So-Sli  gave  her  evidence  with  great  perspicuity, 
ttatements  respecting  the  poisoned  tea  and  the  fierce  Bou- 
teW  as  the  viper  in  the  bed,  were  corroborated  by  the  testi- 
the  servants.  Some  amateur  witnesses  made  it  pretty  np- 
at  Ho-Fi's  former  wives  had  all  of  them  been  Burked  and 
1.  and  the  judges  and  jury  were  fully  satisfied  of  his  guilt. 
ice  did  not  shake  their  confidence,  though  it  made  faults  of 
nitude  apparent  in  some  other  parties.  The  verdict  of  the 
ing  been  submitted  to  Peking,  the  following  proclamation 
few  day*  received  from  the  Emperor,  the  Son  of  Heaven, 
ler  of  the  Celestial  Empire.  It  was  addressed  to  all  his 
—  that  is  to  say,  to  his  three  hundred  and  sixty  millions  of 

;  the  sixth  month ;  the  fourteenth  day ;  the  fifty-eighth 
lie  Emperor  Ho-Ho. 

«  the  laws  be  exercised  even  on  the  imperial  kindred,  tliey 
be  obeyed. 
ta  the  mulberry  shall  degenerate  into  the  thorn,  it  is  true 

loald  be  rooted  out. 

I  doth  not  escape  the  penetrating  search  of  Ho-Ha    Ho-Ho 

Bears. 
fo  would  emulate  the  virtues  of  his  father,  Ha-Ha,  and 
bv  good  example  his  son.  He- He. 
ith  come  to  the  knowledge  of  Ho-Ho  that  a  certain  Yellow 
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Girdle,  named  Ho-Fi,  residing  in  the  city  of  Din-Din,  not  respect- 
ing the  imperial  pleasure,  so  oflen  proclaimed,  that  all  &h&U  live 
peaceably  togetlier  without  committing  offences  against  their  neigh- 
bours ;  hath  contumaciously  presumed  to  put  six  wives  to  death  by 
various  devices,  and  hath  in  like  manner  attempted  the  liPe  of  a 
seventh.  The  modes  of  their  deaths  have  been  these :  for  each  he 
accounted  falsely.  The  first  fell  from  a  rock  —  he  ascribed  it  to 
female  giddiness :  the  second  was  drowned — he  said  that  she  died  of 
drink:  the  third  was  hanged — he  spoke  of  her  tightness  of  breatli: 
the  fourth  was  poisoned  — he  declared  she  was  not  careful  in  diet: 
the  fit\h  was  starved — he  said  that  she  lived  too  low  :  the  sixth  wu 
choked  with  her  share  —  he  gave  out  that  she  could  not  say  herself 
how  she  died.  By  these  evasions  he  for  a  while  deluded  justice, 
but  the  truth  hath  become  manifest ;  the  chicken  liatli  pipped  the 
shell* ;  the  cat  can  no  longer  conceal  the  kittens;  the  parrot  bath 
moulted  ;  let  him  be  ashamed  of  his  tail. 

"But  it  is  agreeable  to  the  rules  of  justice  that  the  punishment 
should  bear  some  reference  to  the  particular  nature  of  the  crime. 
This  was  the  attempted  murder  of  his  seventh  wife,  which  he  hatli 
essayed  by  poison,  by  a  dog,  and  by  a  viper.  It  is  the  will,  then,  of 
IIo-Ho  that  Ho-F'i  be  punished  in  this  manner:  that  he  be  stung  to 
death  by  adders,  and  that  his  heart  be  filled  with  poison,  and  given 
to  the  dog  Bou-wou.  In  consideration  of  his  former  enormities  it  ta 
further  ordered,  that  his  body  be  cut  into  exceeding  small  pieces, 
one  of  which  shall  be  sent  to  every  square  mile  throughout  the  era* 
pire,  and  stuck  upon  a  thorn.  That  his  ten  nearest  relatives  be  put 
to  <leath  also ;  but  as  it  is  well  to  temper  justice  with  mercy,  they 
shall  be  merely  strangled.  His  wife  So-SH  shall  be  strangled  like- 
wise. His  servants  shall  submit  each  to  two  hundred  strokes  of  the 
bamboo ;  Poo-Poo,  the  father  of  So-Sli  shall  receive  five  hundred, 
shall  wear  the  wooden  collar  for  twelve  calendar  months,  a  proper 
reward  for  his  heretical  doctrines;  the  allowance  of  pay  and  rice  to 
all  Yellow  Girdles  shall  cease  for  three  years;  and  the  princif>«l 
mandarin  of  Hum  shall  be  hung  up  in  his  house," 

For  "hung  up  in  his  house,"  some  versions  of  the  proclamation 
read  "  suspended  in  his  office." 

The  wind-up  of  this  enunciation  of  the  celestial  will  is  too  long 
for  insertion  here  ;  it  exhibits  a  fine  struggle  between  a  proper  hu-  j 
mility  and  conscious  wisdom. 

The  story  of  Ho-Fi  is  told.  Chinese  and  poetical  justice  go  hand> 
in-hand,  llis  name  has  long  been  universally  execrated  throughout 
the  Celestial  Empire.  The  Greeks  borrowed  it,  and  among  them 
o^t  was  an  expression  equivalent  to  "  O  thou  serpent ! "  Even 
among  us  barbarous  inhabitants  of  the  isles  of  the  Western  Ocean  j 
•'  O  fye !  "  is  to  this  day  used  to  convey  a  reproach. 

The  critics  perchance  may  atldress  it  to  me,  and  consider  my  story 
as  poo-poo  nonsense !     They  may  do  as  they  please,  but  I  shall  sing 

"  FO'SikVE  THE  EUPEROR  !  " 


*  "  Bicgft  are  dote  things,  luit  chickeiii  will  out  at  ImI.' 
tigaifying  that  murder  will  out_DAvis, 
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^V  CHAPTRR  I. 

^^  Proliiguc. 

Grippfl  Still  lives,  is  in  good  health  and  spirits,  and  ia 
ppier  man  for  the  time  to  come  than  he  has  been 

ne  no  longer  lives  at  No.  15,  Street,  in  the 

I  no  question  but  that  by  this  time  even  he  can  ven- 
B  dramatic  passage  in  his  life,  with  which  I  cannot 
ire  of  acquainting  the  reader.  Like  Sliakspeare,  he 
hor  of  a  comedy ;  and,  like  the  immortal  bard,  play- 
Qsiderable  part  in  it.     But  it  may  be  as  well  if  I 

Ereparatory  notice  of  SIr.Gipps. 
ipps  was  a  bachelor,  about  three-and-forty  years  of 
Ig  "a  small  competence,"  a  phrase  which  means  just 
of  yearly  income  as  justifies  a  gentleman  in  lament- 
ices  of  butcher's  meat,  and  other  perishable  provi- 
ng about  house  rent,  and  in  being  guilty  of  the  petty 
rsing,  even  to  his  ominous  and  unanswerable  face,  the 
jf  the  collector  of  Queen's  taxes, 
lung  men  upon  town,  Gipps  in  his  time  had  been  fain 
elf  with  lodgings,  —  a  first  floor  furnished  with  con- 
eet-door  key,  and  a  tinder-box  and  grciisy  candlestick 
the  balustrade  side  of  the  first  stair.     He  had,  ac- 
ed  through  the  ordeal  of  unconfessed  dancing-masters 
'flight"  of  uiimentioned  music-teachers  in  the  par- 
ur  songsters  at  free-and-ea-sya  and  glee-clubs  in  the 
iber,  and  of  sleep-walkers  from  the  garrets,  who  never 
to  their  own  room,  and  always  discover  b^  penchant  for 
adgcrs. 

lis  mode  of  setf-stowoge,  and  its  vexatious  contingen- 
I  subsequently  suffl-red  Jiimself  to  be  taken  into  perma- 
undry  boarding-houses,  which,  the  gloss  of  novelty 
^formed  even  less  kindly  with  his  inclinations,  than  his 
adependent  arrangement.     He  complained  that  the  in- 
and  foreign,  to  be  found  in  these  establishments, — the 
dar  —  were  the  most  inexplicably  mysterious  rational 
ver  sat  down  in  common  to  one  table-cloth.     During 
■  ent  hither  and  thither,  but  whither  it  was  futile  to  con- 
punctually  to  their  meals,  and  at  night  were  perversely 
ly-point  whist,  and  whiskey  and  water.     He  could  not 
,  also,  tliat  whenever  a  friend  of  either  of  these  gentle- 
!  own,  chanced  to  call,  the  visiter  seemed  to  look  upon 
aa  a  junto  of  harmless  maniacs  humanely  leagued  toge- 
purpose  of  enriching  a  certain  eager-faced  person,  in 
d  cuffs  and  sj>ectacles,  whom  they  were  pleased  to  call 
The  female  branches  were,  in  (iipp'n  opinion,  rather 
id  samples  of  the  fair  sex,  chiefly  remarkable  for  sandy 
;ticules,  and  one  tooth  out  in  front.    In  short,  Gipps,  in 
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due  time  became  thoroughly  indifferent  to  the  agreeable  amenitici 
to  be  exchanged  at  boarding-houses, — tired  of  inscrutable  toup,— of 
fish  that  had  long  left  a  seafaring  life,  and  Atlantean  sbouUlen  of 
mutton.  He  had  given  boarding-houses  a  fair  chance,  and  he  laid 
(for  he  was  a  gentleman  of  a  mild  manner,  and  choice  of  speech,) 
they  were  "  no  good." 

"  I  have  tried  a.s  many  as  most  men,"  said  he  to  his  friend  Simp- 
son, one  day,  "and  I  ought  to  know.  Some  one  '  within  three  mi- 
nutes' walk  of  the  Royal  Exchange.'  Bless  you,  sir.  Captain  Btr- 
clay,  in  training,  couldn't  have  accomplished  the  distance  in  ten. 
And  as  for  those  that  'command  a  delightful  view  of  the  park,' all  I 
can  aay  is,  their  commands  are  never  obeyed.  The  outline  ofulrw 
or  two  might  be  seen  perhaps — with  Herschel's  telescope." 

"  Why  don't  you  take  a  house  of  your  own?  "  returned  Simpwi, 
"  vote  for  a  member,  attend  vestries,  and  get  on  the  Paving  Bo»rd^ 
Be  respectable — now,  tlo  be  respectable.  You  are  a  middle-tged 
man — act  as  such.     Sit  under  tlie  shadow  of  your  own  fig-tree." 

Therefore  Oipps  took  No.  15, ,  Strand,  liad  the  fixture*  at  i 

valuation,  made  repairs,  hung  fresh  bells,  planted  a  new  scraprr.wd 
placed  his  name  in  brass  on  tlie  door.  Handsome  furniture,  IwoltK 
pictures,  bronzes,  shells,  lamps — all  complete.  The  place  MM! 
nucleus  of  comfort  ami  respectability. 

All  would  not  do.  There  was  a  vacuum,  as  he  said,  a  desiden* 
turn  to  be  supplied.  The  house  was  too  much  for  him.  I  do  w" 
mean  in  the  common  acceptation  of  those  words, — that  is  to  iir, 
that  the  house  was  too  large,  or  had  too  many  rooms  in  it  (althmi|ii 
less,  to  say  the  truth,  might  have  sufficed);  but  he  could  not  k<rp 
the  concern  in  order  ;  he  couldn't  manage  it.  Gipps  had  not  tiiw 
A  house — the  house  had  got  him  ;  he  h-id  caught  a  tartar. 

Now  he  knew  very  well,  for  he  had  heard  his  mother  say  m>,  th* 
"  servants  required" — {his  mother  had  said  tranled,  but  this  is  Pf* 
tiling  but  the  truth)  —  "  that  servants  required  looking  after;"  I*' 
liow  was  he  all  tbe  livelong  day  to  be  tracking  the  footsteps  of  oW 
Betty  ?  In  the  first  instance,  he  had  thought  Betty  was  pretty  ^'^ 
considering;  but  when,  as  the  phrase  goes,  she  showed  herself  in  b*f 
true  colours,  they  were  rather  startling  than  splendid.  She  had  ap- 
parently no  conception  of  the  course  of  time,  as  commonly  indial*^ 
by  clockwork,  and  brought  up  breakfast  and  served  dinner  »t  di** 
cretion.  In  a  short  time  he  began  to  fear  th.it  her  morals  were  not 
in  a  high  state  of  preservation.  She  wanted  to  make  him  bclif' 
that  he  ate  four  half-cjuarterns  a-week.  Ridiculous  ,'  He  w«*  ^f 
no  means  partial  to  bread.  She  pleaded  that  the  rats  made  t'sf 
with  the  candles,  when,  "how  the  deuce,"  thought  Gipp*.  "a  rat 
any  animal  of  that  genus  can  run  up  a  kitchen  door,  and  a1 
moulds  and  long  sixes  out  of  the  round  lackered  box  at  the  back 
is  more  than  1  can  possibly  conceive."  It  was  true  th.it  about  t^^ 
months  since,  a  man  with  a  head  like  a  hedgehog,  and  a  face  like 
dolphin,  did  come  to  repair  the  cistern  ;  but  why  he  should  therefo; 
have  since  come  twice  a-week  to  take  supper  with  Betty  off  hit  qua! 
ters  of  lamb,  he  could  not  satisfactorily  divine. 

Nat  Salter,  an  uncouth  urchin  of  some  dozen  years,  who  cleaai 
his  boots,  and  knives  and  forks,  and  carried,  and  miscarried,  aa  tl 
case  might  happen,  his  letters  and  messages,  was  no  better  to 
liking.     Of  him,  too,  he  had  formed,  at  first,  a  favourable  opinii 
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ally  measured  him  for  pepper-and-fuilt  trowsers  with 
the  seams,  and  a  brown  coat  with  a  yellow  collar  and 
r-Ioaf  buttons. 

ng  rogue  was  always  playing  on  the  door-step  with 
Biles  of  his  own  age  and  physical  calibre:  unci  when 
{would  start  up  incontinently,  whip  off  his  shapeless 
fshout,  "  D  'ye  want  me,  Mr.  Gipps  ?  "  Once  he  had 
h  his  own  ears,"  heard  him  observe  to  a  companion. 
Id  master,  Gipps  — just  twig  him.  Isn't  he  a  article  ? 
he  just  is." 

—  a  article !     Insufferable  young  rascal  I 
bought  Gipps  at  last,  "  this  won't  do.     I  must  get  a 
l^othing  is  to  be  done  without  a  housekeeper." 

get  a  housekeeper .''  Gipps  had  no  more  notion  of  the 
jich  BO  desirable  an  acquisition  was  to  be  procured, 
Ithe  method  of  calculating  by  fluxions.  He  resolved 
upon  this  head  ;  and  who  is  so  capable  of  givin;^,  and 
ul  his  advice  as  his  oltl  friend  Mr,  Jackson,  a  gentle- 
seen  a  vast  deal  of  the  world,  and  under  whose  ken 
without  doubt,  must  frequently  have  come?  He  sought 
ut  accordingly,  and  made  known  his  wants  and  wishes 
md  his  difficulties. 

said  Mr.  Jackson,  a  gentleman,  by  the  by,  whose 

of  wisdom  was  eked  out  by  a  vast  selvage  of  important 

want  a  housekeeper.     Well,  sir,  you  want  a  respect- 

a  highly  respectable  woman  —  what  I  should  call  a 

dy." 

table  body,  certainly,"  said  Gipps;  "a  comfortable 

,  BIT,"  cried  Jackson.  "  Well,  sir,  and  have  yoa  made 
your  butcher?  " 

;r !  "  exclaimed  Gippa.  "  What  in  the  name  of  New- 
thought  he,  "  can  '  my  butcher,'  who  cuts  up  beeves 
1  in  detail,  have  to  do  wi^th  housekeepers  in  their  in- 

:her,"  resumed  Mr.  Jackson  ;  "  have  you,  I  repeat, 
ir  butcher, — to  your  baker  —  pshaw!  absurd!  I  was 
to  your  candlestick-maker?  Let  me  correct  myself. 
lied  to  your  butcher,  to  your  baker,  to  your  grocer,  to 
ocer  ?  What !  "  surveying  Gipps  with  surprise,  "  are 
I  that  gentlemen,  when  they  want  servants,  refer  them- 
purveyors,  as,  in  like  manner,  when  servants  want 
JO  refer  to  them  ?  " 

'as  not  aware.  I  am  ashamed  to  say,"  replied  Gipps. 
!g  your  pardon,  sir,"  remarked  Mr.  Jackson,  •*  but  you 
i  leave  to  tell  you,  you  know  very  little  of  the  world, 
nowledge  of  the  world  is,  in  these  days,  highly  im- 
mit  me  to  ask  whether  you  lay  in  your  spirits  from  the 
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"  I  do  sometimes  send  for  a  bottle  from  the  public-house,"  an- 
8were<l  Oipps,  "  when  my  spirit-merchant  is  remiss  in  sending  my 
two  gallons.     What  then  ?  " 

"  Why,  then,  sir,  I  would  by  no  means  take  a  housekeeper  upon 
a  publican's  recommendation.  Alark  me — for  this  is  deeply  im- 
portant." 

"  How  ?  '*  continued  Gipps. 

Mr.  Jackson  laid  the  forefinger  of  his  left  hand  to  the  side  of  hi» 
nose,  and  cocked  up  the  little  finger  of  his  right.  "  Drinking,"  said 
he  solemnly,  "  is  incompatible  with  a  due  attentioji  to  domestic  du- 
ties. They  who  go  into  a  public-house  to  inquire  for  a  place,  *re 
usually  in  want  of  one  because  they  have  been  there  l>efore." 

Gipps  did  not  much  relish  the  course  pointed  out  by  Mr.  Jackson. 
He  was  a  reserved,  shy  man,  and  could  not  think  of  bothering 
butchers  and  bakers,  or  of  soliciting  grocers  and  tallow-chandlers  to 
catch  housekeepers  for  him.  He  would  confer  with  his  friend 
Simpson  about  the  matter,  Simpson,  after  all,  knew  a  great  de.J 
more  of  the  world  than  Jackson,  who  was  of  the  old  school.  Hang 
him  and  his  purveyors  ! 

*'  What  d  'ye  think,  Simpson,"  said  he  to  that  gentleman  ;  "  I  find 
I  can't  do  without  a  housekeeper,  and  Jackson  tells  me  to  apply  to 
my  butcher,  my  baker,  my  grocer,  my  green-grocer." 

"Jackson's  an  ass!"  cried  Simpson  imperatively;  "he  knows 
nothing  about  it.  Didn't  I  always  say  you  must  have  a  housekeeper  ? 
You  must  advertise  for  one." 

"  Is  that  the  way  to  get  one  ?  "  asked  Gipps.  "  Mark  —  I  must 
have  a  rcsj>ectable  woman." 

"  Of  course  you  must.  A  middle-asjed  woman ;  for  you  're  not 
too  old,  Gipps,  eh  ?  Scandalunt  magnaliitn,  eh  ?  d'ye  see  ?  I  shotild 
say,  she  mast  be  a  widow." 

"A  widow,"  coincided  Gipps,  his  face  mantling  with  aatisfactioa. 

"  Yes,  a  widow,"  pursued  Simpson  ;  "  advertise,  ond  you  *re  sure 
to  succeed.  Everything  is  got  now-a-days  by  advertisement,  irora 
a  wife  to  a  walking-stick.  Why,  my  friond,  I  'd  engage  to  advertise 
for  a  mermaid,  and  to  get  one  within  four-and-twenty  hours,  comb 
and  looking-glass  included.  D'ye  remember  Frankenstein  —  tJie 
piece  we  saw  together  some  years  since.'  Cooke  was  the  fellow  with 
a  long  scratch  in  the  bills  instead  of  a  name  ;  and  he  looked  like  old 
Scratch ! "  ' 

"  I  do,"  said  Gipps.  "  Ha  !  ha .'  that  was  one  way  of  matins  an 
acquaintance.  But  do  be  serious,  my  dear  Simpson.  I  must  advtsr- 
tise,  you  say  ?  " 

"  I  tell  you,  yes.  Why,  Gipps,  I  'd  make  an  infinitely  saperior 
fellow  to  Frankenstein's  comparative  f:ulure  out  of  materials  indi- 
cated in  the  newspapers.  I  'd  fit  together  the  framework  of  a  good- 
looking  rascal  in  one  morning,  and  set  him  going  with  hydrogen. 
A  choice  of  pills  to  keep  him  in  rude  health,  and  Rowland's  IVfa- 
cassar  for  his  complexion.  Advertise.'' — to  be  sure;  and  the  firat 
dish  of  Hyson  poured  forth  by  the  delicate  hand  of  the  widow  shall 
be  mine." 

Nothing  better  was  to  be  done  than  to  advertise.  It  was  certaiii 
that  hundreds  did  daily  advertise ;  and  they  must  get  wiut  they 
•ought,  or  recourse  would  not  so  coustiuuly  be  Ivad  to  that  melhod 
of  proceeding.     He  (iecided  upon  advertising,  and   was   mightily 
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^Simpson  had  suggested  a  widow.  He  was  partial  to 
is  mother  had  been  a  widow  for  several  years  before 
lie  sighed.  Would  that  the  dear  old  lady  had  lived  to 
establishment ! 

,  Mrs.  Revell,  the  sister  of  Air,  Metcalfe,  his  opposite 
-she  also  was  a  widow,  and  a  charming  one.  He  sighed 
•ertise  !  "If,"  said  Gipps,  as  he  walked  home,  "Airs. 
1  but  consent  to  have  uie,  (oh  !  that  I  dare  •—  pop  the 
!  think  tliey  call  it !)  I  'd  see  all  the  advertising  at  the 
vouldn't ;  for  it  shouldn't  be  long  before  I  'd  advertise 
pers  a  certain  union  at  St.  George's,  Hanover  Square." 
evening  Gipps  paid  for  the  in.sertion  of  an  advcrtise- 

d  a  widow  ;  and  offered  a  comfortable  home,  and  a  very 
ipend,  to  any  lady  of  competent  qualiUcations  who  might 
to  accept  them. 


CHAPTER   III. 

The  result. 

illowing  day  Gipps  procured  a  copy  of  the  newspaper, 
jch  difficulty  succeeded  in  discovering  his  advertisement. 
i  phalanx  of  applicants  !  He  had  never  before  remarked 
>eople  there  M'cre  diiirnally  wanting  something  <ir  the 
gings  til  be  let  upon  which  the  army  of  Cyrus  might  have 
tably  billeted  —  light  porters  enough  to  carry  the  Hima- 
ins,  or  the  pyramids  of  Egypt — cooks  sufficient  to  dress 
mtents  of  jJoah's  Ark ! 

ess  mc ! "  said  he,  casting  the  newspaper  from  him ; 
ridow  will  ever  detect  that  narrow  slip  of  a  thing !  She 
Licularly  in  want  of  a  situation,  and  possess  a  rcmarkiibly 
if  she  do.     Well,  a  few  shillings  are  of  no  great  con- 

anding  this  natural  doubt,  Gipps  was  careful  to  inquire, 
limed  home  in  the  evening,  whether  any  lady  had  called 
d)sence  ;  not  that  he  had  any  fair  reason  to  siipjwse  a 
call,  seeing  tliat  his  advertisement  directed  that  applica- 
be  made  between  nine  and  ten  o'clock  on  the  morning 
ow  i  but  he  thought  that  had  it  met  the  eye  of  some 
de,  she  might  have  stirred  in  the  miitter  ere  the  specified 

distanced  any  precise  adherent  to  punctuality.  Nobody 
ut  the  washerwoman,  who  had  brought  home  the  things 
Lted  to  bring  on  the  Saturday  night,  and  who,  as  Betty 
r,  had  furnished  liiui  by  mistake  with  two  shirts  and  ft 
rked  "Gibbs." 

but  a  housekeeper,"  said  Gipps  to  himself,  "these  sad 
uld  not  occur." 
ne  he  had  risen  and  dressed  himself  on  the  following 

had  well  nigh  abandoned  all  hope  of  securing  hia  de- 
iiigh  the  channel  of  public  coinnnuiication  ;  and  he  swal- 
eakfast  with  considerable  dissatLsfaction. 
V,  by  Gipps's  watch,  (regulated  by  the  Horse  Guards',) 
le  o'clock.    The  usual  "  traflick  "  incident  to Street, 
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Strand,  is  by  no  means,  and  at  no  time,  iH'eat.  Was  there  not  nther 
more  bustle  than  ordinary  in  the  street  ?  Hark  !  There  wu  i 
buzz, — a  hum  beneath  his  window — a  mufRed  sound  of  foot<lrpi, 
succeeded  by  a  kind  of  semi-silence  • —  a  congregational  hush.  Whtt 
could  ix  be?  —  What  did  it  mean  ?  He  would  look  out  and  aitiiij 
himself  as  to  the  cause  of  this  unusual  stir. 

The  sight  that  met  his  eyes !     "  Ha !  ha  !  ha  !  " 

For,  as  he  shot  from  the  window,  his  first  impulse  was  to  indulge 
(and  he  did  so,  as  we  have  seen,)  in  a  burst  of  vociferous  laughter, 
which,  however,  after  a  prolonged  gratification  of  it,  partook  conn- 
derably  more  of  hysteria  than  of  merriment.  His  advertisement  ltd 
been  answered  by  the  myriad.  There  they  were — ^their  name  bang 
Legion  —  an  array  of  candidates  for  the  beneficial  advantages  jto- 
pounded  in  his  printed  proposition  —  all  eager  for  bed,  board,  and 
stipend  —  panting  for  the  place  —  agog  for  "  a  certainty,"  Neter 
was  such  a  posse  of  widows  seen  in  this  country  since  the  bailie  of 
Hastings.  There  they  stood  —  compact,  unflinching,  massive,  con- 
glomerated —  Westminster  widows  —  "  lone  women  "  from  liling^ 
ton — "comfortable  bodies"  from  the  city  —  RadcliS"  Higkvij 
relicts ! 

"  Now,  the  Lord  have  mercy  on  me !  "  cried  the  astouqJni 
Gipps.  "  What  human  being,  I  should  be  glad  to  ask,  could  iu« 
foreseen  this  }  " 

Mr.  Gipps,  I  have  before  said,  was  a  reserved,  shy  roan.  It  is  lUt 
to  be  wondered  at,  therefore,  that  this  portentous  .sjjectacle  strucii » 
panic  into  him  that  nearly  divested  him  of  tlie  power  of  motion  or 
of  tliought.  The  idea  of  selection  from  among  so  awful  a  multititiic 
was  preposterous  —  He  could  not  do  it.  They  must  be  got  awij— 
ordered  to  move  on — beseeched  to  disperse,  at  all  events.  And  now 
he  heard  Betty  in  the  passage  on  the  double-quick  move,  procccduif 
towards  the  door,  whilst  uprose  the  voice  of  Nat  Salter, — a  roict 
which  he  seemed  striving  to  overtake  as  he  blunderingly  scramblfll 
up-stairs:  "I  say,  Mr.  Gipps  —  master!  did  you  send  forilii«'o» 
blessed  lot  o'  women,  as  is  blocking  up  the  blessed  street  *t  «" 
door  ?  The  cabmen  can't  get  along,  and  the  waterman's  crjing  out 
shame  on  'em," 

"  I  did  not — no,  I  have  no  hesitation  in  saying  I  did  not.  Qo 
down  stairs,  that  'a  a  good  boy." 

"  But  why  are  ye  a  shaking  in  that  'ere  mamier,  «ir  ?  "  asked  Nit. 
"  Bother  the  whole  boiling  on  'em,  I  says." 

"Go  down  stairs  —  now,  that's  a  good  lad,  go  down,  and  uU 
Betty •■ 

Betty  was  already  in  conference  elsewhere.  The  door  had  U* 
opened,  and  a  sturily  loot  planted  in  the  passage. 

"  Jlr.  Gipps,"  remonstrated  a  stout  and  well-to-do>looking  worn* 
of  a  certain  age,  "  Mr.  Gipps,  whose  name  is  on  the  door,  want*  • 
widow  lady.  Let  me  in.  First  come,  first  served,  I  say  ;  and  I  **• 
the  first  here,"  and  she  made  a  vigorous  forward  movement. 

"Wants  a  widow?  —  not  he,"  returned  Betty.  "Stuff!— W« 
want  no  widows  here,  nor  wives  either.  Come,  get  away,  all  of  J* 
—do."  So  saying,  Betty  put  forth  an  adequate  amount  of  ph 
power,  and  ejected  the  stout  lady  from  the  premises. 

A  wild  objurgatory  shout  rent  the  welkin. 

Gipps,  who  had  taken  his  station  on  the  fir&t-fioor  landing,  and  w. 
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e  balustrade,  heard  the  inhuman  outcry,  and  Cram- 
ers into  his  ears,  bethought  him  of  the  back-garret, 
liimncy  in  it.  At  that  moment,  he  wished  he  had  been 
ie  material,  that  he  might  have  mehed  utterly  away. 
ible  widow,  who  has  seen  better  days,  and  has  come  a 
and  won't  take  a  denial,"  he  ejaculated.  "  She  '11  have 
Sir  Frederick  for  a  hoax." 

thickenin',"  cried  Nat  Salter,  running  out  of  the  area, 
pwards,  in  a  tone  between  exultation  and  amazement. 
ripps,  if  all  the  iron  railings  ar'n't  got  a  chin  between 
lis  bangs  all  I  ever  see.    Such  lots  o'  women  I  never 

ault  upon  the  knocker.  The  door  was  at  length  open- 
er of  association  ia  mysterious-     How  was  it  {but  so  it 

lines  of  a  popular  melody  should  have  entered  the 

at  so  trjTng  a  moment  : 

"  Hark!  'tis  the  Indian  drum, 

I    Tliey  come  —  they  come  —  they  come ! " 

ive  himself  up  for  lost.     Somebody  teas  rushing  up- 

ray  soul,  Mr.  Gipps  ! "  cried  Mr.  Metcalfe,  his  opposite 
irrj'ing  into  the  room  wiping  his  forehead,  "  what  is 
fall  this  ?    Why  is  this  mob  of  women,  chiefly  widows, 

rands  upon  the  newspaper,  and  indenting  his  finger 

rtisement,  thrust  the  journal  into  the  face  of  his  new 

'  Look  there  !" 

isement  for  a  widow  lady  !  '*  cried  Metcalfe.     "  Well, 

vhy  don't  you  choose  one  with  all  despatch  ?     These 

bstruction  to  the  passengers.     Be  quick  !  " 

alfe  —  my  worthy  neighbour,"  said   Gipps  eolemnly, 

nore  see  these  widow  ladies  seriatim  in  this  parlour, 

sleet  the  best  wife  out  of  the  eleven  thousand  virgins. 

y  still  left?     Are  they  not  going?" 

;ried  Metcalfe,  glancing  out  of  the  window ;  "  they 

Here's  an  ocean  of 'cm,  and  little  knots  standing  at 
streets  looking  on,  waiting  for  their  turn." 
led  ;  but  a  thought  of  a  sudden  scintillated  from  his 
1  played  lambently  about  it. 
n  I  'vc  got  one." 
Metcalfe. 

eded  to  the  winilow,  and  raised  the  sash  silently.  He 
outh  for  speech,  but  the  appalling  vision  before  him 

There  he  stood,  uttering  no  sound,  but  making  the 
LIS  variations  of  aspect. 

itj  that 's  too  bad,"  cried  a  ruffian,  who  had  observed 
;  male  sex  had  long  ago  joined  the  group :)  "  here 's  a 
in  advertising  for  a  wife,  and  when  they  've  all  come 
and  chose,  if  he  ain't  poking  his  fun  at  'em,  I  'm 

erisive  laughter  in  grand  chorus  fallowed  this  salty, 
use  —  they  don't  hear  me,"  said  Gipps,  appealing  to 
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Mr.  Metcalfe.     "  What  in  Heaven'*  name  'a  to  be  done  t     Wbat 
terrible  tnob,  to  be  siirc  I  " 

"  Here,"  anavfered  Metcalfe,  handing  him  a  large  sheet  of  car- 
tridge-paper, in  which  "  Sam  Slick "  had  been  wnt  home  a  few 
day«  previously,  "here, — write,  'I  am  engaged'  upon  this,  luid 
hang  It  up  at  the  window." 

Gipps  njechanically  proceeded  to  do  what  he  had  been  bidilra. 
Seizing  the  pen  and  ink,  he  printed  tiie  prescribed  worda  in  a  large 
and  bold  character  —  thus : 

I    Aat    ENOAOED.  

Thia  specimen  of  cliirography  was  unheeded  by  the  parties  most 
interested  in  the  announcement  it  contained  —  the  widows,  who  still 
bent  their  total  amount  of  eye  upon  the  street-door.  The  «clf-aMiM 
humorist,  however,  who  had  before  dislodged  the  unhappy  Gippt 
from  the  window,  either  imperfect  of  sight,  unskilful  as  a  r^der,  or 
perfectly  mistaking  the  tenor  of  the  notification  held  aloft  by  its 
author,  undertook  to  expound  its  contents  to  the  throng  about  him. 
"  He  savs  in  that  there  pnpcr,"  cried  he,  "  says  he,  '  I  am  enraged  ;* 
when  wThat  he's  got  to  be  in  a  rage  about,  I  "m  blowed  if  I  think 
none  of  us  can  tell.  It 's  us  that  ought  to  be  in  a  rage  — What  d  'ye 
say  ?  —  let '»  toddle  to  the  market  and  fetch  a  few  'tatun  and  cab- 
bage-stalks, and  pelt  the  old  mn(f — shall  us  ?  " 

"I  'II  tell  you  what,"  cried  Metcalfe  suddenly,  "this  won't  do  any 
longer.  Come  from  the  window,  Mt.  Gipps,  do.  You  're  only  ex- 
posing yourself.  I'll  be  hanged  if  there's  a  window  on  the  other 
side  of  the  street  that  hasn't  ha]f-a-do/.en  heads  thrust  out  of  it  :  and, 
very  extraordinary  ;  there 's  a  decent  sprinkling  of  widows  among 
them,  too.  Now  don't  you  think,  Gipps,"  taking  that  gentleman  by 
the  arm,  "  if  I  can  disperse  this  assembly,  I  shall  do  you  a  good 
turn  ? — Shan't  I  be  entitled  to  your  gratitutle  ?  " 

"  You  will,  indeed,"  returned  Gipps,  holding  up  his  spread  hands; 
"  I  shall  almost  be  ready  to  worship  you." 

"  I  'II  do  it  tlien,"  said  Metcalfe.  "  1  wonder  what  my  sister 
Revell  thinks  of  this !  " 

"  Ah!  what,  indeed!"  cried  Gipps.  "  Oo,  then,  at  oncfl^  and 
away  with  them — all  of  them  !  " 

When  Metcalfe  was  gone,  Gipps  threw  himself  upon  his  face  on 
the  sofa,  and  plunged  his  bead  under  one  of  the  cushions. 


CHAPTER    IV. 

The  DiKpereion.     The  Widow,  and  Wind-up. 

j\Ietcalfe,  having  undertaken  the  desirable  business  volunteer^ 
by  him,  proceeded  to  go  through  with  it  in  a  business-like  manner. 
IJy  dint  of  coaxing  some  and  terrifying  others  ;  by  examining  with 
the  argumentative,  explaining  to  the  obtuse,  and  condoling  wiih  the 
disappointed,  he  succeeded  in  his  missi<in.  In  halt'  an  hour  the 
whole  had  disappeared.  All  this  while  Gipps's  head  was  undrr  the 
Mifa  cushion.  Aletcalfe  did  not  return  to  restore  confidence  to  him. 
He  went  forthwith  to  his  own  house,  at  the  dotir  of  which,  having 
knocked,  he  indulged  in  the  following  brief  soliloijuy. 

'<  How  precious  absurd  all  this  !  That  fellow  Gipps  is  well  to  do 
in  the  world,  and  bears  a  respectable  character.     If  he  knew  how 
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ny  eye  upon  him!     He  advertised  for  a  widow — but 

fe;  and  it  shan't  be  my  fault  if  he  doesn't  get  one, 

us  get  much  older." 

ing,  wlien  Gipps's  self-possession  returned,  Mr.  Met- 

•unced — and  a  lady. 

rought  my  sister ; — Mrs.  Revell, — Mr.  Gipps,"  intro- 

"  she  has  come  with  me  to  condole  with  you  on  your 

evee  this  morning." 

It  happy  —  this  is   indeed  an  unexpected  pleasure," 

ipps,  a  blush  overspreading  his  face  and  temples,  so 

f  fiery  as  almost  to  threaten  the  ignition  of  his  par- 

lir.      "  Pray,   madam,  be  good  enoug4i  to  take  this 

nee  ensued.  Mrs.  Revell  did  not  speak :  Gipps  did 
t  to  say. 

•while,  ]VIr.  Metcalfe  had  been  elevating  his  chin  to- 
:iires  that  ornamented  the  walls.  "  Um  " — "  yes" — 
ery  sweet " —  "  breadth  "—  "  fine  tone  "—  "  splendid 
d  the  like. 

ly,"  said  he,  turning  about  suddenly,  "  what  a  fool  I 
jrgotten  a  particular  business  that  vi'  all  things  ought 

to.  Will  you  excuse  me,  friend  Gipps?  I  shall  not 
ong.  I  leave  a  good  substitute,  tliat  's  one  comfort, 
iter,  will  you?  Louisa,  do  pay  particular  attention,  I 
to  Gipps's  facetious  stories.      Our  friend  is  full  of 

lere  ever  sucli  a  wanton,  such  an  unfounded  assertion  ? 
ps  did  not  much  care.  He  did  not  know  how  it  was, 
t  at  all  nervous  this  evening.  He  hud  had  too  many 
him  to-ilay  to  be  afraid  of  one,  and  she,  cerUunly,  a 
^  woman.  He  had  no  idea  before  that  she  was  so 
his  comes  of  looking  through  the  wretched  medium 

ry — very  ridiculous — the  concourse  of  this  morning, 
ni,"  observed  Gipps. 

our  own  I'aidt,"  returned  Mrs,  Revell.  "  You  single 
lio   ore    Lent    upon    beitiig   old   bachelors,    deserve    it 

ray  dear  lady,"  said  Gipps,  "  we  can't  do  without 

we  must  have  our  little  comforts — our — " 
and  why  don't  you  marry,  and  get  tliem,"  innocently 
Kevell. 
d  as  though  he  had  never  thought  of  that  before,  and 

Mrs.  Revell>  and  was  surprised  to  perceive  that  she 

i  fresh  courage.     "  But,  my  dear  Mrs.  Revell,  who  'd 

relate  how,  before  Metcalfe  returned,  Gipps,  who 
acquired  the  art  of  wooing,  pestered  Mrs.  Revell 
in  to  answer  "  I  would,"  to  Gip|>s'a  i|uestion. 
say,  he  had  put  his  arm  round  the  reasonably  small 
Revell,  and  was  just  about  to  seal  the  bargain  upon 
!n  (such  things  will  happen)    Aletcalfe    enteretl    the 
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<"  Fie !  He ! "  Mid  be,  "  that  is  verj  naagbty,  Oipps.  Wdl,  jm 
wanted  a  widow  this  moraing,  and  hav'n't  yoa  got  one  ?  ** 

"  I  havcv'  said  Gipps ;  "  ^t  is  to  say,  I  hope  I  have.  Bat  jm 
■mat  staj  supper.    I '11  bring  out  the  wine." 

It  was  not  very  long  after  this  that  Gippa's  firiend  Simpaoo  le- 
CBTcd  an  d^anUy  folded  note,  endosing  two  cards  united  by  satia 
ribands:  *'1&.  Samuel  Gipps;"  "  JUrs.  Samuel  Gippa."  iJudm- 
neath  tbe  former,  "  C<Hne  and  take  a  cup  of  hyaoo  poured  out  bf 
the  delicate  hand  of  my  housekeeper." 


EPISTLE  TO  FANNY  ELSSLER, 

AT  NBW   TOKK,   PBOV    "  THE   OJCNIBUS,"    IN    IX>NOOK. 

Sweet  Fanny  !  the  Bcs  b  half  (rantic 

To  find  you  w  long  in  a  fix  ; 
By  demumng  to  cross  the  Atlantic, 

You  make  us  as  cross  as  two  sticks. 
No  mote  of  diis  silly  delaying — 

The  Western  is  now  under  way ; 
The  Yankees  trrow  wild  with  your  staying. 

And  we  with  your  staying  away. 
Each  step  seems  as  light  as  a  feather 

That  Congress  has  taken  of  late ; 
Since  you  and  Dajs  WEBSTsa  tog«lher 

Concocted  the  airy  debate. 
But  grant  us  tbe  slightest  conoeasioa. 

And  our  English  M.P^ricai  fops 
Shall  bring  in  a  bill  by  next  session 

For  increasing  the  duty  on  hops. 

Oh!  Fankt,  just  listen  to  reason, 

And  stick  to  Lapobte  for  the  future  ; 
Or  who 's  to  enchant  as  next  season  ? 

Or  who's  to  attempt  the  Cachucha? 
Or  whom,  at  her  benefit  bobbing. 

Shall  our  bouquets  in  thunder-showers  coTer, 
Like  tbe  Babes  in  the  Wood,  by  Cock-Uobia, 

With  leaves  smothered  ov«  and  over. 

In  the  Bcs,  grown  as  dull  as  a  heane. 

We  sit,  like  a  legion  of  mopeis. 
Applauding,  for  better,  for  worse, 

Those  ttrrible  long  legs  of  Copebe's  1 
While  we  gaze  at  the  steps  of  Miss  Hughes,  it 's 

To  show  us  how  wilful  an  elf  ye  are, 
¥ou  pretend  to  prefer  Massachusetts, 

And  fill  with  your  fame  Philadelphia. 

But  beware,  lest,  when  bent  on  returning. 

The  Bus  should  oppose  its  dread  veto  1 
Certain  traitors,  our  motley  concern  in. 

Hold  up  their  white  kids  for  Cerito  I 
At  present,  the  ladies  and  lords 

Are  as  patient  as  sawyers  at  top  e'er  are ; 
But  prato! — on  board  for  our  boards  I 

Or  prepare  to  be  hissed  from  the  opera  I 

CD. 
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BOOK   THB  SECOND. 


OHAFTBB   XIII. 


THE   PUGHT   OF  THB   CONSPIRATORS. 


Be  night,  and  at  the  same  hour  that  Guy  Fawkes 
1,  the  other  conspirators  held  their  rendezvous  in 
I  Walks.  A  presentiment  of  the  fate  awaiting  them 
asts  of  all,  and  even  Catesby  shared  in  the  general 
Plnn  after  plan  was  proposed,  and,  as  soon  as  pro- 
'd ;  and  they  seemed  influenced  only  by  alarm  and 
Feeling,  at  length  that  nothing  could  be  done, 
!y  were  only  increasing  their  risk  by  remaining  to- 
r,  they  agreed  to  separate,  appointing  to  meet  at 
ce  on  the  following  night,  if  their  project  should 
iterim,  be  discovered. 

iaybreak,"  said  Catesby,  "  I  will  proceed  to  the  cel- 
le  Parliament  House,  and  ascertain  whether  any- 
lippened  to  Guy  Fawkes.  My  heart  misgives  me 
and  I  reproach  myself  that  I  liave  allowed  him  to 
ril  alone." 

wkes  is  arrested,"  said  a  voice  near  them,  "  and  is 
?nt  under  examination  before  the  King.^' 
>sham  who  speaks,"  cried  Catesby,  **  secure  him." 
ctioti  was  instantly  obeyed.  Tresham  was  seized, 
veapons  pointed  against  his  breast.  He  did  not, 
pear  to  be  dismayed,  but  so  far  as  could  be  dis-> 
e  obscurity,  seemed  to  maintain  great  boldness  of 

gain  ventured  among  you  at  the  hazard  of  my  life," 
firm  tone,  "  to  give  you  this  most  important  intelli- 
m  requited,  as  I  have  ever  been  of  late,  with  menaces 
.  Stab  me,  and  see  whether  my  death  will  avail  you 
mity.  I  am  in  equal  danger  with  yourselves ;  and 
Irish  by  your  hands,  or  by  those  of  the  executioner, 
ament." 

question   him    before  we   avenge  ourselves   upoo 
latesby  to  Rookwood,     "  How  do  you  know  that 

is  a  prisoner?" 

»im  taken,"  replied  Tresham,  "  and  esteem  myself 
•rtunate  that  I  escaped  the  same  fate-  Though  cx- 
I  further  share  in  the  project,  I  could  not  divest 
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myself  of  a  strong  desire  to  know  how  matters  were  going  01^, 
and  I  resolved  to  visit  the  cellar  secretly  at  midnight.  As  1 
stealthily  approached  it,  I  remarked  several  armed  figures  be- 
neath a  gateway,  and  conjecturing  their  purpose,  instantly  con- 
cealed myself  behind  a  projection  of  the  wall.  I  had  not  been 
in  this  situation  many  minutes,  when  the  cellar  door  opened, 
and  Guy  Fawkes  issued  from  it.** 

"  Well !  "  cried  Catesby,  breathlessly. 

"  The  party  I  had  noticed  immediately  rushed  forward,  and 
secured  him  before  he  could  offer  any  resistance,"  continued 
Tresham.  "  After  a  brief  struggle,  certain  of  their  number 
dragged  him  into  ihc  cellar,  while  others  kept  watch  without. 
I  should  now  have  flown,  but  my  limbs  refused  their  office,  and 
I  was  therefore  compelled,  however  reluctantly,  to  see  the  end  of 
it.  In  a  short  time  Guy  Fawkes  was  brought  forth  again,  and 
I  heard  some  one  in  authority  give  directions  that  he  should  be 
instantly  taken  to  Whitehall,  to  be  interrogated  before  the  Kin? 
and  the  Privy  Council.  He  was  then  led  away,  and  a  guard 
placed  at  the  door  of  the  cellar.  Feeling  certain  I  should  be 
discovered,  I  continued  for  some  time  in  an  agony  of  apprehen- 
sion, not  daring  to  stir.  But,  at  length,  summoning  up  suffi- 
cient resolution,  I  crept  cautiously  along  the  side  of  the  wall, 
and  got  off  unperceived.     My  first  object  was  to  warn  you." 

"  How  did  you  become  acquainted  with  our  place  of  ren- 
dezvous ?"  demanded  the  elder  Wright. 

"  1  overheard  you,  at  our  last  interview  at  White  Webbs, 
appoint  a  midnight  meeting  in  this  place,"  replied  Tresham, 
"  and  I  hurrietl  hither  in  the  hope  of  finding  you,  and  have  not 
been  disappointed."^ 

"  When  I  give  the  word,  plunge  your  swords  into  his 
breast,"  said  Catesby,  in  a  low  tone. 

"  Hold  !  "  cried  Percy,  taking  him  aside.  "  If  we  put  him 
to  death  in  this  spot,  his  body  will  be  found,  and  his  slaughter 
may  awaken  suspicions  against  us.  Guy  Fawkes  will  reveal  no- 
thing."' 

"  Of  that  I  am  well  assured,"  said  Catesby.  "  Shall  we  take 
the  traitor  with  us  to  some  secure  retreat,  where  we  can  de- 
tain him  till  we  learn  what  takes  plac«  nt  the  palace,  and  if  we 
find  he  has  betrayed  us,  despatch  him  .'' " 

"  That  would  answer  no  good  purpose,"  returned  Percy. 
"  The  sooner  we  are  rid  of  him  the  better.  We  can  then  deli- 
berate as  to  what  is  best  to  be  done.^* 

"  You  are  right,"  rejoined  Catesby.  "If  he  has  betrayed  us, 
life  will  be  a  burthen  to  him,  and  the  greatest  kindness  we 
could  render  him  would  be  to  rid  him  of  it.  Let  him  go.  Tre- 
sham," he  added,  in  a  loud  voice,  "  you  are  free.  But  we  meet 
no  more." 

"  We  have  not  parted  yet,'^  cried  the  traitor,  springing  back- 
wards, and  uttering  a  loud  cry.  "  I  arrest  you  all  in  the 
King's  uanie." 
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e  signal  was  answered  by  a   band  of  soldiers  w^ho  emerged 
foni  behind  the  trees  where  they  had  hitherto  been  concealed, 
d  instantly  surrounded  the  conspirators. 
••  It  is  now  my  turn  to  threaten,"  laughed  Tresham. 
Catesby  replied  by  drawing  a  petronel,  and  firing  it  in  the 
Kipposed  direction  of  the  speaker.    But  he  missed  his  mark. 
The  ball  lodged  in  the  brain  of  a  soldier  who  was  standing  be- 
■de  him,  and  the  ill-fated  wretch  fell  to  the  ground. 

A  desperate  conflict  now  ensued.  Topcliffe,  who  commanded 
the  assailing  party,  ordered  his  followers  to  take  the  conspira- 
tors alive,  ana  it  was  mainly  owing  to  this  injunction  that  the 
bttCT  were  indebted  for  their  safety.  Whispering  his  directions 
b  his  companions,  Catesby  gave  the  word,  and  making  a  simul- 
lOeous  rush  forward,  they  broke  through  the  opposing  ranks, 
itantly  dispersing,  and  favoured  by  the  gloom,  they  baf- 
irsuit 

e  have  failed  in  this  part  of  our  scheme,"  said  Tresham 
toTopclifFe,  as  they  met  half  an  hour  afterwards.  "  What  is 
to  be  done  ?  " 

"We  must  take  the  Earl  of  Salisbury's  advice  upon  it,"  re- 
lumed Tnpcliffe.  "  I  shall  now  hasten  to  Whitehall  to  see  how 
Guv  I  <  interrogation  proceeds,   and  will  communicate 

•itli  i:  -  -iiip." 

Upon  this,  they  separated. 
None  of  the  conspirators  met  again  that  night.     Each  fled  in 

•  different  direction,  and,  ignorant  of  what  had  happened  to  the 
•W,  lought  some  secure  retreat.  Catesby  ran  towards  Chan- 
fry  Lane,  and  passing  through  a  narrow  alley,  entered  the 
wge  gardens  which  then  lay  between  this  thoroughfare  and 
^ftter  Lane-  Listening  to  hear  whether  he  was  pursued,  and 
Ming  nothing  to  alarm  him,  he  threw  himself  on  the  sod  be- 
DNth  a  tree,  and  was  lost  in  painful  reflection. 

"All  my  fair  schemes  are  marred  by  that  traitor,  Tresham," 

•  muttered.  "  I  could  forgive  myself  for  being  duped  by  him, 
'J  1  had  slain  him  when  he  was  in  my  power.  But  that  he 
'hould  esi-ape  to  exult  in  our  ruin,  and  reap  the  reward  of  his 
pffidy,  afflicts  me  even  more  than  failure." 

Turtured  by  thoughts  like  these,  and  in  vain  endeavouring  to 
*»lch  such  brief  repose  as  would  fit  him  for  the  fatigue  he 
■wght  have  to  endure  on  the  morrow,  he  did  not  quit  his  posi- 
^«i  till  late  in  the  morning  of  a  dull  November  day — it  was,  as 
*ill  be  recollected,  the  meniorable  Fifth — had  arrived. 

He  then  arose,  and  slouching  his  hat,  and  wrapping  his  cloak 
•'I'und  him,  shaped  his  course  towards  Fleet  Strei-t.  From  the 
•'Dol*  of  (x-rsons  gathered  together  at  diSerent  corners,  —  from 
J^ntir  muttered  discourse  and  mysterious  looks,  —  as  well  as 
iftim  the  general  excitement  that  prevailed, —  he  felt  sure  that 
*^^  rumour  of  the  plot  had  gone  abroad.  Shunning  obscrva- 
"in  a»  much  as  he  could,  he  entered  a  small  tavern  near  Fleet 
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Bridge,  and  called  for  a  flask  of  wine  and  some  food.  While 
discussing  these,  he  was  attracted  by  the  discourse  of  the  Und- 
lord,  who  was  conversing  with  his  guests  about  the  conspiracr- 

"  I  hear  that  all  the  Papists  are  to  be  hanged,  dravn,  and 
quartered,"  cried  the  host ;  "  and  if  it  be  true,  as  I  have  heani, 
that  this  plot  is  their  contrivance,  they  deserve  it.  1  hojie  I 
have  no  believer  in  that  faith — no  recusant  in  ray  house." 

"  Don't  insult  us  by  any  such  suspicion,"  cried  one  of  tW 
guests.     "  We  are  all  loyal  men — all  good  Protestants." 

"  Do  you  know  whether  the  conspirators  have  been  dita^ 
vered,  sir  ?  "  asked  the  host  of  Catesby. 

"  I  do  not  even  know  of  the  plot,"  replied  the  other.  "  Vfhi 
was  its  object  ?  " 

'•  What  was  its  object  !  "  cried  the  host.  "  You  will  scarcdj 
credit  me  wlien  I  tell  you.  I  tremble  to  speak  of  it.  Its  object 
was  to  blow  up  the  Parliament  House,  and  the  King  aod  all 
the  nobles  and  prelates  of  the  land  along  with  it." 

"  Horrible  !  "  exclaimed  the  guests. 

"But  how  do  you  know  it  is  a  scheme  of  the  Papist*?' 
asked  Catesby. 

"  Because  I  have  been  told  so,"  rejoined  the  host.  "  But 
who  else  could  devise  such  a  monstrous  plan  ?  It  would  n«vrr 
enter  into  the  head  or  heart  of  a  Protestant  to  conceive  fodfr 
testable  an  action.  We  love  our  King  too  well  for  that,  Mil 
would  shetl  the  last  drop  of  our  blood  rather  than  a  hairo/bi* 
head  should  be  injured.  But  these  priest-ridden  Papists  thint 
otherwise-  They  regard  him  as  a  usurper;  and  having  !•• 
ceived  a  dispensation  from  the  Pope  to  that  effect,  fanc^  it 
would  be  a  pious  act  to  remove  him.  There  will  be  no  trtB* 
quillity  in  the  kingdom  while  one  of  them  is  left  alive ;  uni  > 
hope  his  Majesty  will  take  advantage  of  the  present  fei90Bi 
to  order  a  general  massacre  of  them,  like  that  of  the  poor  Pw- 
testants  on  Saint  Bartholomew's  day  in  Paris." 

"  Ay, — massacre  them,"  cried  the  guests,  "  that 's  the  «^ 
Burn  their  houses,  and  cut  their  throats.  Will  it  be  lawful  lo 
do  so  without  further  authority,  mine  host  P  If  ao,  we  will  iH 
about  it  immediately." 

"  I  cannot  resolve  you  on  that  point,"  replied  the  landlof"' 
"  You  had  better  wait  a  short  time.  I  dare  say  their  slaugblf' 
will  be  publicly  commanded." 

"  Heaven  grant  it  may  be  so  ! "  cried  one  of  the  guesLi,**^ 
will  bear  my  part  in  the  business." 

Catesby  arose,  paid  his  reckoning,  and  strode  out  of  ^^ 
tavern. 

*'  Do  you  know,  mine  host,"  said  the  guest  who  had  !•" 
spoken,  "  I  half  suspect  that  tall  fellow,  who  has  just  left  ^ 
is  a  Papist." 

"  Perhaps  a  conspirator,"  said  another.  , 

"  Let  us  watch  him,"  cried  a  third. 

"  Stay,"  cried  the  host,  '•  he  has  paid  me  double  my 
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>ve  him   to  be  an  honest  man,  and  a  good  Pro- 

DU  say  confinns  my  suspicions,"  rejoined  the  first 
IVe  will  follow  him." 

)g  Temple  Bar,  Catesby  found  the  gates  closed,  and 
ioned  at  them,  —  no  one  being  allowed  to  pass 
hout  examination.  Not  willing  to  expose  himself 
ny,  Catesby  turned  away,  and  in  doing  so,  pcrcciv- 
lie  persons  he  had  just  left  in  the  tavern.  The  ex- 
leir  countenances  satisfied  him  they  were  dogging 
Fecting  not  to  perceive  it,  he  retraced  his  steps, 
ickening  his  pace  until  he  reached  a  narrow  street 
Whitefriars,  down  which  he  darted.  The  moment 
saw  this,  they  hurried  after  him,  shouting,  "  A 
apist ! — a  conspirator  ! " 

by  was  now  saie.     Claiming  the  protection  of  cer- 
is  who  were  lounging  at  the  door  of  a  tavern,  and 
sward  them,  they  instantly  drew  their  swords,  and 
thera   away,  while  Catesby,  tossing  a  few  pieces  of 
preservers,  passed  through  a  small  doorway  into 
and  making  the  best  of  his  way  to  the  stairs,  leapt 
and  ordered  the  waterman  to  row  to  Westminster, 
eyed,  nnd  plying  his  oars,  soon  gained  tlic  middle 
m.      Little  way,   however,  had  been  made,  when 
cried  a  large  wherry,   manned  by  several   rowers, 
laching  them,  and  instinctively  comprehending  whom 
ordered  the  man  to  rest  on  his  oars  till  it  had  passed, 
noments  the  wherry  approached  them.     It  was  fiU- 
jants  of  the  guard  and  halberdiers,  in  the  midst  of 
ly  Fawkes.   Catesby  could  not  resist  the  impulse  that 
m  to  rise,  and  the  movement  attracted  the  attention 
ler.     The  momentary  glance   they  exchanged  con- 
iby  that  Fawkes  perceived  him,  though  his  motion- 
gave  no  token  of  recognition,  and  he  immediately 
xed  his  eyes  towards  heaven,  as  if  to  intimate  —  at 
»y  so  construed  the  gesture, — that  his  earthly  career 
;h  ended.     Heaving  a  deep  sigh,  Catesby  watched 
tweep  on  towards  the  Tower  —  its  fatal  destination 
as  Inst  to  view. 

over,  1  fear,  with  the  bravest  of  our  band,"  he 
he  tracked  its  course;  "but  some  effort  must  Ire 
re  him.  At  all  events,  we  will  die  sword  in  hand, 
liers,  and  not  as  common  malefactors." 
ing  his  intention  of  proceeding  to  Westminster,  he 
man  to  pull  ashore,  and  landing  at  Arundel  Stairs, 
the  Strand.  Here  he  found  large  crowds  collected, 
osed,  and  business  completely  at  a  stand.  Nothing 
}f  but  the  conspiracy,  and  the  must  exaggerated  and 
ry  accounts  of  it  were  circulated  and  believed.  Some 
!  it  that  the  Parliament  House  was  already  blown 
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up,  and  that  the  city  of  London  itself  had  been  set  fire  to  in 
several  places  by  the  Papists.  It  was  also  stated  that  numerous 
arrests  Lad  taken  place,  and  it  was  certain  that  the  houses  of 
several  Catholic  nobles  and  wealthy  gentlemen  had  been  search- 
ed. To  such  a  height  was  the  popular  indignation  raised,  that 
it  required  the  utmost  efforts  of  the  soldiery  to  prevent  the  mob 
from  breaking  into  these  houses,  and  using  violence  towards 
their  inmates. 

Every  gate  and  avenue  to  the  palace  was  strictly  guarded, 
and  troops  of  horse  were  continually  scouring  the  streets.  Set»- 
tinels  were  placed  before  suspected  houses,  and  no  one  was  suf- 
fered to  enter  them,  or  to  go  forth  without  special  permis- 
sion. Detachments  of  soldiery  were  also  stationed  at  the  end  of 
all  the  main  thoroughfares.  Bars  were  thrown  across  the  smaller 
streets  and  outlets,  and  proclamation  was  made  that  no  one  was 
to  quit  the  city,  however  urgent  his  business,  for  three  days. 

On  hearing  this  announcement,  Catesby  saw  at  once  that  if  he 
did  not  effect  his  escape  immediately,  it  would  be  impracticable. 
Accordingly,  he  hurried  towards  Charing  Cross,  and  turning  up 
Saint  Martin's  Laue,  at  the  back  of  the  King's  Mews,  contrived 
to  elude  the  vigilance  of  the  guard,  and  speeded  along  the  lane, 
—  for  it  was  then  literally  so,  and  surrounded  on  either  side 
by  high  hedges, — until  he  came  to  Saint  Giles's, — at  this  time, 
nothing  more  than  a  few  scattered  houses  intermixed  with  trees. 
Here  he  encountered  a  man  mounted  on  a  powerful  steed,  and 
seeing  this  person  look  hard  at  him,  would  have  drawn  out 
of  the  way,  if  the  other  had  not  addressed  him  by  name.  He 
then  regarded  the  equestrian  a)ore  narrowly,  and  found  it  was 
Martin  Heydocke. 

"  I  have  heard  what  has  happened,  Mr.  Catesby,"  said  Mar- 
tin, "  and  can  imagine  the  desperate  strait  in  which  you  must 
be  placed.  Take  my  horse, — it  may  aid  your  flight.  I  was 
sent  to  London  by  my  master,  Mr.  Humphrey  Chetham,  to 
bring  him  intelligence  of  the  result  of  your  attempt,  and  I  am 
sure  I  am  acting  in  accordance  with  his  wishes  in  rendering  you 
such  a  service.  At  all  events,  I  will  risk  it.  Mount,  sir,  — 
mount,  and  make  the  best  of  your  way  hence.'" 

Catesby  needed  no  further  exhortation,  but  springing  into 
the  saddle  hastily  murmured  his  thanks,  and  striking  into  a  lane 
on  the  right,  rode  off' at  a  swift  pace  towards  Highgate. 

On  reaching  the  brow  of  this  beautiful  hill,  he  drew  in  the  | 
bridle  for  a  moment,  and  gazed  towards  the  city  he  had  just 
quitted.  Dark  and  bitter  were  his  thoughts  as  he  fixed  his 
eye  upon  Westminster  Abbey,  and  fancied  he  could  discern  the 
neighbouring  pile,  whose  destruction  he  had  meditated.  Re- 
membering that  from  this  very  spot,  when  he  had  la-st  approach- 
ed the  capital,  in  company  with  Guy  Fawkes  and  Viviana  Rad- 
cliife,  he  had  looked  in  the  same  direction,  lie  could  not  help 
contrasting  his  present  sensations  witli  those  he  had  then  experi- 
enced.    At  that  time,  he  was  full  of  ardour,  and  confident  of  j 
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tuocem^     Now,  all  was  lost  to  him,  and  he  wa«  anxious  for  little 

wan  than  self-pre8er>'ation.     Involuolarilv,   his  eye  wandered 

lilonv  the  great  city,  until  passing  over  the  mighty   fabric  of 

Saint   Pauls,  it  settled  upon  the  Tower,  —  upon  the  place  of 

(juy  Fa«ikes's  captivity. 

"  And  can  nothing  be  done  for  his  deliverance  ? "  sighed 
Catesby,  as  he  turned  awav,  his  eyes  filb'ng  with  moisture: — 
"tou»t  that  brave  soldier  die  the  death  of  a  felon — must  he 
be  subjected  to  the  torture — horror!  If  he  had  died  defend- 
ing himself,  I  should  scarcely  have  pitied  him.  And  if  he  had 
dettroyed  himself,  together  with  his  foes,  as  he  resolved  to 
do,  I  should  have  envied  him.  But  tlie  idea  of  what  he  will 
have  to  suffer  in  that  dreadful  place — nay,  what  he  is  now,  per- 
hips,  suffering — makes  the  life-blood  curdle  in  mj  veins.  I  will 
Sever  fall  alive  into  their  hands." 

With  this  resolve,  he  struck  spurs  into  his  steed,  and,  urging 
him  to  a  swift  pace,  dashed  rapidly  forward.  He  had  rid- 
den more  than  a  mile,  when  hearing  shouts  behind  him,  he 
Crceived  two  troopers  galloping  after  him  as  fast  as  their 
nes  could  carry  them.  They  shouted  to  him  to  stay,  and 
Hi  ihey  were  better  mounted  than  he  was,  it  was  evident  they 
would  soon  come  up  with  him.  Determined,  however,  to  adhere 
lo  the  resolution  he  had  just  formed,  and  not  to  yield  himself 
•ith  life,  he  prepared  for  a  conflict,  and  suddenly  halting,  he 
roncealed  a  petronel  beneath  his  cloak,  and  wailed  till  his  foes 
fliew  near. 

"  I  command  you  in  the  King's  name  to  surrender,"  said  the 
foremost  trooper,  riding  up.     "  You  are  a  rebel  and  a  traitor." 

"  Be  this  my  answer,'"  replied  Catesby,  aiming  at  the  man, 
tod  firing  with  such  certainty,  that  he  fell  from  his  horse  mor- 
tally wounded.  Unsheathing  his  sword,  he  then  prepared  to 
Mlack  the  other  trooper.  But,  terrified  at  the  fate  of  his  com- 
f»tle,  the  man  turned  his  horse's  head,  and  rode  off. 

Without  bestowing  a  thought  on  the  dying  man,  who  lay 
tiMoing  in  the  mire,  Catesby  caught  hold  of  the  bndle  of  his 
none,  and  satisfied  that  the  animal  was  better  than  his  own, 
OouDted  him,  and  proceeded  at  the  same  headlong  pace  as  before. 

In  a  short  lime  he  reached  Finchley,  where  several  persons 
tughed  from  their  dwellings  to  inquire  whether  he  brought 
»Dy  intelligence  of  the  plot,  rumours  of  which  had  already 
f«ched  them.  Without  stopping,  Catesby  replied  that  most 
"nportant  discoveries  had  been  made,  and  that  he  was  carrying 
dejpiitches  from  the  King  to  Northampton.  No  opposition  was 
'nwefore  offered  him,  and  he  soon  left  all  traces  of  habitation  be- 
niiid  him.  Urging  his  horse  to  its  utmost,  he  arrived,  in  less 
^  »  quarter  of  an  hour  at  Chipping  Barnet.  Here  the  same 
Jftquiries  were  made  as  at  Finchley,  and  returning  the  same 
an»wer, — for  he  never  relaxed  his  speed  for  a  moment  —  he 
P"Tsuc*l  liis  course. 

In  less  than  three  quarters  of  an  hour  after  this,  he  arrived 
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at  Saint  Albans^  and  proceeding  direct  tu  the  post- bouse,  asked 
for  a  horse.  But  instead  of  complying  with  the  request,  the 
landlord  of  the  Rose  and  Crown  —  such  was  the  name  of  the 
hostel — instantly  withdrew,  and  returned  the  next  moment  with 
an  officer,  who  desired  to  speak  with  Catcsby  before  he  pro- 
ceeded further.  The  latter,  however,  took  no  notice  of  the 
demand,  but  rode  off. 

The  clatter  of  horses'  iioofs  behind  him  soon  convinced  him 
he  was  again  pursued,  and  he  was  just  beginning  to  consider  in 
what  way  he  should  make  a  second  defence,  when  he  observed 
two  horsemen  cross  a  lane  on  the  left,  and  make  for  the  main 
road.  His  situation  now  appeared  highly  perilous,  especially  as 
his  pursuers,  who  had  noticed  the  other  horsemen  at  the  same 
time  as  himself,  shouted  to  them.  But  he  was  speedily  relieved. 
TJKse  persons,  instead  of  stopping,  accelerated  their  pace,  and 
appeared  as  anxious  as  he  was  to  avoid  those  behind  him. 

They  were  now  within  a  short  distance  of  Dunstable,  and 
were  ascending  the  lovely  downs  which  lie  on  the  London  side 
of  this  ancient  town,  when  one  of  the  horsemen  in  front  chancing 
to  turn  round,  Catesby  perceived  it  was  Rookwood.  Overjoyed 
at  the  discovery,  he  shouted  to  him  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  and 
the  other,  who  it  presently  appeared  was  accom^ianied  by  Keyes, 
instantly  stopped.  In  a  few  seconds,  Catesby  was  by  their  side* 
and  a  rapid  explanation  taking  place,  they  all  three  drew  up  in 
order  of  uattle. 

By  this  time,  their  pursuers  had  arrived  within  a  hundred 
yards  of  them,  and  seeing  how  matters  stood,  and  not  willing 
to  hazard  an  engagement,  after  a  brief  consultation,  retired. 
The  three  friends  then  pursued  their  route,  passed  through 
Dunstable,  and  without  pausing  a  moment  on  the  road,  soon 
neared  Fenny  Stratford.  Just  before  they  arrived  at  this  place, 
Catesby's  horse  fell  from  exhaustion.  Instantly  extricating 
himselt  from  the  fallen  animal,  he  ran  by  the  side  of  his  compa- 
nions till  they  got  to  the  town,  where  Rookwood,  who  had 
placed  relays  on  the  road,  changed  his  horse,  and  the  other:! 
were  fortunate  enough  to  procure  fresh  steeds. 

Proceeding  with  unabated  im|}etuosity,  they  soon  cleared  a 
few  more  miles,  and  had  just  left  Stoney  Stratford  behind  them, 
when  they  overtook  a  solitary  horseman,  who  proved  to  be  John 
Wright,  and  a  little  further  on  they  came  up  with  Percy,  and 
Christopher  Wright. 

Though  their  numbers  were  thus  increaseil,  they  ilid  not  con- 
sider themselves  secure,  but  flinging  their  cloaks  away  to  enable 
(hem  to  proceed  with  greater  expedition,  hurried  on  to  Towces- 
(er.  Here  Keyes  quitted  his  companions,  and  shaped  his  course 
into  Warwickshire,  where  he  was  afterwards  taken,  while  the 
others,  having  procured  fresh  horses,  made  the  best  of  their  way 
to  Ashby  Saint  Leger's. 

About  six  o'clock,  Catesby  and  his  companions  arrived  at 
liis  old  family  seat,  which  he  had  expected  to  approach  in  tri- 


GUY    FAWKES. 


337 


hich  he  now  approached  with  feelings  of  the  deep- 
ion  and  disappointment.  They  found  the  house 
lests,  among  whom  was  Robert  Winter, — who  were 
lown  to  supper.  Catesby  rushed  into  the  room  in 
persons  were  assembled,  covered  wit!i  raud  and 
laggard  looks  and  dejected  appearance  proclaiming 
ect  had  failed.  His  friends  followed,  and  their  ap- 
ifinned  the  impression  that  he  had  produced.  Lady 
tened  to  her  son,  and  strove  to  comfort  him,  but  he 
^ed  her. 

t  the  matter  ? ""  she  anxiously  inquired. 
I  the  matter  ?  "  cried  Catesby  in  a  furious  tone,  and 
i  foot  to  the  ground.  "  All  is  lost  I  our  scheme  is 
Guy  Fawkes  is  a  prisoner,  and  ere  long  we  shall  all 
block.  Yes,  all,"  he  repeated,  gazing  sternly  around, 
ever  be  led  thither  with  life,"  said  Robert  Winter. 
'  added  a  young  Catholic  gentleman,  named  Acton 
rd,  who  had  lately  joined  the  conspiracy;  "though 
esign  has  failed,  we  are  yet  free,  and  have  swords  to 
rms  to  wield  them." 

Lclaimed  Robert  Winter,  "  all  our  friends  are  assem- 
tchurch.  Let  us  join  them  instantly,  and  we  may 
a  rebellion  which  may  accomplish  all  we  can  desire, 
ccompanied  Humphrey  Littleton  to  Dunchurch  this 
id  know  we  shall  find  everything  in  readiness." 
despair,"  cried  Lady  Catesby,  "  all  will  yet  be  well. 
ber  of  our  faith  will  join  you,  and  you  will  soon 
rraidable  army." 

Ubt  not  yield  without  a  blow,"  cried  Percy,  pouring 
ter  of  wine,  and  swallowing  it  at  a  draught, 
re  right,"  said    Rookwood,   imitating  his  example. 
•11  our  lives  dearly." 

will  adhere  to  this  resolution,  gentlemen,"  rejoined 
we  may  yet  retrieve  our  loss.  With  five  hundred 
lowers,  who  will  stand  by  me  to  the  last,  I  will  eu- 
ie  such  a  rebellion  in  England  as  shall  not  be  checked, 
he  acknowledgement  of  our  rights,  or  the  delhrone- 
.  King." 

U  all  stand  by  you,"  cried  the  others. 
it,"  cried  Catesby,  raising  the  glass  to  his  lips. 
I,"  was  the  reply. 

ed  as  we  are,"  cried  Catesby,  *'  we  must  at  once  pro- 
nchurch,  and  urge  our  friends  to  rise  in  arms  with  us." 
d,"  cried  the  others. 

ling  all  his  household,  and  arming  them,  Catesby  then 
;h  the  rest  for  Dunchurch,  which  lay  about  five  miles 
ly  Saint  Leger's.  They  arrived  there  in  about  three 
if  an  hour,  and  found  the  mansion  crowded  with  Ca- 
itlemen  and  their  servants.  Entering  the  banquet 
found  Sir  Kverard  Digby  at  the  head  of  the  board, 


338 


(-.(JY    FAWKES. 


(It  Saint  Albans,  and  proceeding  direct  to  the  post-house,  asked 
fur  a  horse.  But  instead  of  complying  with  the  request,  the 
landlord  of  the  Rose  and  Crown  —  such  was  the  name  of  the 
hostel — instantly  withdrew,  and  returned  the  next  moment  with 
an  officer,  who  desired  to  speak  with  Catesby  before  he  pro- 
ceeded further.  The  latter,  however,  took  no  notice  of  the 
demand,  but  rode  off. 

The  clatter  of  horses'  hoofs  behind  him  soon  convinced  him 
lie  was  again  pursued,  and  he  was  just  beginning  to  consider  in 
what  way  he  should  make  a  second  defence,  when  he  observed 
two  horsemen  cross  a  lane  on  the  left,  and  make  for  the  main 
road.  His  situation  now  appeared  highly  perilous,  especially  a& 
hia  pursuers,  who  had  noticed  the  other  horsemen  at  the  saui« 
time  as  himself,  shouted  to  them.  But  he  was  speedily  relieved. 
These  persons,  instead  of  stopping,  accelerated  their  pace,  and 
appeared  as  anxious  as  he  was  to  avoid  those  behind  hiro. 

They  were  now  within  a  short  distance  of  Dunstable,  and 
were  ascending  the  lovely  downs  which  lie  on  the  London  side 
of  this  ancient  town,  when  one  of  the  horsemen  in  front  chancing 
to  turn  round,  Catesby  perceived  it  was  Rookwood.  Overjoyed 
at  the  discovery,  he  shouted  to  him  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  and 
the  other,  who  it  presently  appeared  was  acconifianied  by  Keyes, 
instantly  stopped.  In  a  few  seconds,  Catesby  was  by  their  side, 
and  a  rapid  explanation  taking  place,  they  all  three  drew  up  in 
order  of  battle. 

By  this  time,  their  pursuers  had  arrived  within  a  hundred 
yards  of  them,  and  seeing  how  matters  stood,  and  not  willing 
to  hazard  an  engagement,  after  a  brief  consultation,  retired. 
The  three  friends  then  pursued  their  route,  passed  through 
Dunstable,  and  without  pausing  a  moment  on  the  road,  soon 
neared  Fenny  Stratford.  Just  before  they  arrived  at  this  place, 
Catesby's  horse  fell  from  exhaustion.  Instantly  extricating 
himself  from  the  fallen  animal,  he  ran  by  the  side  of  his  compa- 
nions till  tliey  got  to  the  town,  where  Rookwood,  who  had 
placed  relays  on  the  road,  changed  his  horse,  and  the  others 
were  fortunate  enough  to  procure  fresh  steeds. 

Proceeding  with  unabated  impetuosity,  they  soon  cleared  a 
few  more  miles,  and  had  just  left  Stoncy  Stratford  behind  them, 
when  they  overtook  a  solitary  horseman,  who  proved  to  be  John 
Wright,  and  a  little  further  on  they  came  up  with  Percy,  and 
Christopher  Wright. 

TIjough  their  numbers  were  tluis  increased,  they  di<l  not  con- 
sider themselves  secure,  but  flinging  their  cloaks  away  to  enable 
them  to  proceed  with  greater  expedition,  hurried  on  to  Towccs- 
ter.  Here  Keyes  quitted  his  companions,  and  shaped  his  course 
into  Warwickshire,  where  he  was  ai*terwards  taken,  while  thv 
others,  having  procured  fresh  horses,  made  the  best  of  their  iray 
to  Ashby  Saint  Leger's. 

About  six  o'clock,  Catesby  and  his  companions  arrived  at 
his  old,  family  seat,  which  he  had  expected  to  approach  in  tri- 
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hicb  he  now  approached  with  feelings  of  the  deep- 
ion  and  disappointment.  They  found  the  house 
;est8,  among  whom  was  Robert  Winter, — who  were 
lown  to  supper.  Catesby  rushed  into  the  room  in 
persons  were  assembled,  covered  with  mud  and 
laggard  looks  and  dejected  ai)pearance  proclaiming 
ect  had  failed.  His  friends  followed,  and  their  ap- 
firmed  the  impression  that  he  had  produced.  Lady 
tened  to  her  son,  and  strove  to  comfort  him,  but  he 
sed  her. 

i  the  matter  ? '"  she  anxiously  inquired. 
[  the  matter  ?  "  cried  Catesby  in  a  furious  tone,  and 
i  foot  to  the  ground.  "  All  is  lost  !  our  scheme  is 
Guy  Fawkes  is  a  prisoner,  and  ere  long  we  shall  all 
!  block.  Yes,  all,"  he  repeated,  ga/ing  sternly  around. 
ever  be  led  tluther  with  life,"  said  Robert  Winter. 
'  added  a  young  Catholic  gentleman,  named  Acton 
rd,  who  had  lately  joined  the  conspiracy;  "though 
esign  has  failed,  we  are  yet  free,  and  have  swords  to 
rms  to  wield  them." 

cclaimed  Robert  Winter,  "  all  our  friends  are  assem* 
ichurch.  Let  us  join  them  instantly,  and  we  may 
a  rebellion  which  may  accomplish  all  we  can  desire, 
ccompanied  Humphrey  Littleton  to  Dunchurch  this 
id  know  we  shall  find  everything  in  readiness." 
despair,"  cried  Lady  Catesby,  "all  will  yet  be  well. 
ber  of  our  faith  will  join  you,  and  you  will  soon 
rmidable  army." 

ust  not  yield  without  a  blow,"  cried  Percy,  pouring 
ler  of  wine,  and  swallowing  it  at  a  draught, 
re  right,"  said    Rookwood,   imitating  his  example. 
;U  our  lives  dearly." 

will  adhere  to  this  resolution,  gentlemen,"  rejoined 
we  may  yet  retrieve  our  loss.  With  five  hundred 
Llowers,  who  will  stand  by  me  to  the  last,  I  will  ea- 
se such  a  rebellion  in  England  as  shall  not  be  checked, 
:he  acknowledgement  of  our  rights,  or  the  delhrone- 
2  King." 

ill  all  stand  by  you,"  cried  the  others, 
it,"  cried  Catesby,  raising  the  glass  to  his  Ijps. 
j,"  was  the  reply. 

ed  aa  we  arf,"  cried  Catesby,  "  we  must  at  once  pro- 
nchurch,  and  urge  our  friends  to  rise  in  arms  with  us." 
d,"  cried  the  others. 

ling  all  his  household,  and  arming  them,  Catesby  then 
;li  the  rest  for  Dunchurch,  which  lay  about  five  miles 
»y  Saint  Leger's.  They  arrived  there  in  about  three 
It  an  hour,  and  found  the  mansion  crowded  with  Ca- 
jtlemen  and  their  servants.  Entering  the  banquet 
found  Sir  Everard  Digby  at  the  head  of  the  board. 
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with  Garnet  on  his  right  hand.  Upwards  of  sixty  persons 
were  seated  at  the  table.  Their  arrival  was  greeted  with  loud 
shouts,  and  several  of  the  guests  drew  their  swords  and  flou> 
rished  them  over  their  heads. 

"  What  news  ?  "  cried  Sir  Everard  Digbj.  ♦*  Is  the  bloir 
struck  ?  " 

"  No,"  reph'ed  Catesby  ;  "  we  have  been  betrayed." 

A  deep  silence  prevailed.  A  change  came  over  the  counte- 
nances of  the  guests.  Significant  glances  were  exchanged,  and 
it  was  evident  that  general  uneaj>iness  prevailed. 

"What  is  to  be  done?  "cried  Sir  Everard  Digby,  after  a 
pause. 

"  Our  course  is  clear,"  returned  Catesby.  "  We  must  stand 
by  each  other.  In  that  case,  we  have  nothing  to  fear,  and  shall 
accomplish  our  purpose,  though  not  in  the  way  originally  in-> 
tended." 

"  1  will  have  nothing  further  to  do  with  the  matter,"  said  Sir 
Robert  Digby  of  Coleshill,  Sir  Everard's  uncle.  And  rising, 
he  quitted  the  room  with  several  of  his  followers,  while  his  ex- 
ample was  imitated  by  Humphrey  Littleton,  and  others. 

*' All  chance  for  the  restoration  of  our  faith  in  England  is 
over,"  observed  Garnet,  in  a  tone  of  despondency. 

"  Not  so,  father,"  replied  Catesby,  "  if  we  are  true  to  each 
other.  My  friends,"  he  cried,  stopping  those  who  were  about 
to  depart,  "  in  the  name  of  our  holy  religion  1  beseech  you  to 
pause.  Much  is  against  us  now.  But  let  us  hold  together,  and 
all  will  speedily  be  righted.  Every  Catholic  in  this  county,  in 
Cheshire,  in  Lancashire,  and  Wales,  must  flock  to  our  standard 
when  it  is  once  displayed.  Do  not  desert  us  —  do  not  desert 
yourselves — for  our  cause  is  your  cause.  I  have  a  large  force 
at  my  command  ;  so  has  Sir  Everard  Digby,  and  together  we 
can  muster  nearly  five  hundred  adherents.  With  these,  wc 
can  offer  such  a  stand  as  will  enable  us  to  make  conditions 
with  our  opponents,  or  even  to  engage  with  them  with  a  reason- 
able prospect  of  success.  I  am  well  assured,  moreover,  if  we 
lose  no  time,  but  proceed  to  the  houses  of  our  friends,  we 
shall  have  a  large  army  with  us.  Do  not  fall  off,  then.  On 
you  depends  our  success." 

This  address  was  followed  by  loud  acclamations,  and  all  who 
heard  it  agreed  to  stand  by  the  cause  in  which  they  had  em- 
barked to  the  last. 

As  Catesby  left  the  banqueting-hall  with  Sir  Everard  to 
make  preparations  for  their  departure,  they  met  Viviana  and  a 
female  attendant. 

"  I  hear  the  enterprise  has  failed,"  she  cried,  in  a  voice 
suffocated  by  emotion.  "What  has  happened  to  my  husband? 
Js  he  safe  ?     Is  he  with  you  ?  " 

"  Alas !  no,"  replie<l  Catesby  ;  "  he  is  a  prisoner." 

Viviana  uttered  a  cry  of  anguish,  and  fell  senseless  into  the 
arms  of  the  attendant. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


THE    EXAMINATION. 


IsjuuiED  by  Sir  Thomas  Knevet  and  his  followers,  who  found 
upon  his  person  a  packet  of  slow  matches  and  touchwood,  and 
bound  hand  and  foot,  Guy  Fawkes  was  dragged  into  the  cellar 
hj  his  captors,  who  instantly  commenced  their  search.  In  a 
comer  behind  the  door  they  discovered  a  dark  lantern,  with  a 
light  burning  within  it ;  and  moving  with  the  utmost  caution, 
—  for  they  were  afraid  of  bringing  sudden  destruction  upon 
thraiselves,  —  they  soon  perceived  the  barrels  of  gunpowder 
tinged  against  the  wall.  Carefully  removing  the  planks,  billets, 
aid  iron  bars  with  which  ihey  were  covered,  they  remarked  that 
Ino  of  the  casks  were  staved  in,  while  the  hoops  from  a  third 
were  taken  off,  and  the  powder  scattered  around  it.  They  also 
ooliced  that  several  trains  were  laid  along  the  floor, — everything, 
in  short,  betokening  that  the  preparations  for  the  desperate  deed 
ifere  fully  completed. 

While  they  were  making  this  investigation,  Guv  Fawkes,  who 
*fong  that  further  resistance  was  useless,  had  remained  perfect- 
ly motionless  up  to  this  moment,  suddenly  made  a  struggle 
to  free  himself;  and  so  desperate  was  the  effort,  that  he  burst  the 
leathern  thong  that  bound  his  hands,  and  seizing  the  stildier 
nearest  to  him,  bore  him  to  the  ground.  He  then  grasped  the 
Wer  limbs  of  another,  who  held  a  lantern,  and  strove  to  ovcr- 
|lirow  him,  and  wrest  the  lantern  from  his  grasp,  evidently  intend- 
•og  to  apply  the  light  to  the  powder.  And  he  would  unquestion- 
ably have  executed  his  terrible  design,  if  three  of  the  most  power- 
'ulof  the  soldiers  had  not  thrown  themselves  upon  him,  and  over- 
powered him.  All  this  was  the  work  of  a  moment,  but  it  was 
•0  startling,  that  Sir  Thomas  Knevet  andTopcliffe,  though  both 
Courageous  men,  and  used  to  scenes  of  danger, — especially  the 
utter, — rushed  towards  the  door,  expecting  some  dreadful  ca- 
*MtTopbe  would  take  place. 

"Do  him  no  harm,"   cried  Knevet,  as  he  returned,   to  the 
^Idlers,  who  were  still  struggling  with  Fawkes,  — "  do  him 
"0  harm.     It  is  not  here  he  must  die." 
"A  moment  more,  and  I  had  blown  you  all  to  perdition,^^ 

<*ied  Fawkes,       "  But  heaven  ordained  it  otherwise.'" 
"  Heaven  will  never  assist  such  damnable  designs  as  yours," 

j^oined  Knevet.     "  Thrust  hitn  into  that  corner,"  he  added  to 

"'*  men,  who  instantly  obeyed  his  injunctions,  and  held  down 

'^f  prisoner  so  firmly  that  he  could  not  move  a  limb.     "  Keep 

*^^  there.     I  will  question  him  presently." 

^■You  may  question  me,"  replied  Fawkes,  sternly  ;  "  but  you 

^•obtain  no  answer." 
**  We  shall  see,"  returned  Knevet. 
-t*urbuing    the   search  with  Topcliffe,    he  counted  thirty-siN 
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hogsheads  and  casks  of  various  sizes,  all  of  which  were  if- 
terwards  found  to  be  filled  with  powder.  Though  prepared  for 
this  discovery,  Knevet  could  not  repress  his  horror  at  it,  md 
gave  vent  to  execrations  against  the  prisoner,  to  which  iht 
other  replied  by  a  disdainful  laugh.  They  then  looked  about, 
in  the  hope  of  finding  some  document  or  fragment  of  a  letter, 
which  might  serve  as  a  clue  to  the  other  parties  connected  vilb 
the  fell  design,  but  without  success.  Nothing  was  found  a- 
cept  a  pile  of  arms  ;  but  though  they  examined  them,  no  nam 
or  cypher  could  be  traced,  on  any  of  the  weapons. 

44  -yy^  ^jii  jiQyy  examine  the  prisoner  more  narrowly,"  stid 
Knevet. 

This  was  accordingly  done.  On  removing  Guy  Fawka'i 
doublet,  a  horse-hair  shirt  appeared,  and  underneath  it,  next 
his  heart,  suspended  by  a  silken  cord  from  his  neck,  was  a  smill 
silver  cross.  VVhen  this  was  taken  from  him,  Guy  Fawkes  could 
not  repress  a  deep  sigh. 

"  There  is  some  secret  attached  to  that  cross,*  wliispcrui 
Topcliffe,  plucking  Knevet's  sleeve. 

Upon  this,  the  other  held  it  to  the  light,  while  Topcliffe  kept 
his  eye  fixed  upon  the  prisoner,  and  observed  that,  in  spite  of 
all  his  efforts  to  preserve  an  unmoved  demeanour,  he  was  slighll/ 
agitated. 

*•  Do  you  perceive  anything?"  he  asked. 

*'  Yes,"  replied  Knevet,  "  there  is  a  name.  But  the  chaiaeMr 
is  so  small,  1  cannot  decypher  it." 

"  Let  me  look  at  it,"  said  Topclifle.  "  This  is  most  im- 
portant," he  added,  after  gazing  at  it  for  a  moment;  "^ 
words  inscribed  on  it  are,  '  Vivianu  Radcliffe,  Ordta/l  IlaU."  Von 
may  remember  that  this  young  lady  was  examined  a  short  tiiw 
ago,  on  suspicion  of  being  connected  with  some  Popish  pi* 
against  the  state,  and  committed  to  the  Tower,  whence  »^ 
escaped  in  a  very  extraordinary  manner.  This  cross,  fou"^ 
upon  the  prisoner,  proves  her  connection  with  the  present  pWi- 
Every  effort  must  be  used  to  discover  her  retreat." 

Another  deep  sigh  involuntarily  broke  from  the  breast  '^ 
Guy  Fawkes.  ^- 

"  You   hear  how  deeply  interested  he  is  in  the  matter,"  *** 
served  Topcliffe,  in  a  low  tone.    "  This  trinket  will  be  of  infi«* 
service  to  us  in  future  examinations,  and  may  do  morr  for 
with  this  stubborn  subject  even  than  the  rack  itself." 

"  You  are  right,"  rcturne<I  Knevet.   "  I  will  now  convey  Y*' 
to  Whitehall,  and  acquaint  the  Karl  of  Salisbury  with  his 
ture." 

"  Do  so,""  replied  TopclifTc.     "  I  have  a  further  duty  to 
form.     Before  morning  I  hope  to  net  the  whole  of  this  woit 
pack." 

"  Indeed  !  "  exclaimed  Knevet.  *'  Have  you  any  knowl«c 
of  the  others  ?  " 

Topcliffe  smiled  significantly. 
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ill  show,**  he  said.    "  But  if  you  do  not  require  me 

ill  leave  you." 

•,  he  quitted    the  cellar,   and  joined    the  Earl  of 

and  Tresham,  who  were  waiting  for  him  outside  at 
nee  from  the  cellar.    After  a  brief  conference,  it  was 

compliance  with  the  Earl  of  Salisbury's  wishes,  that 
d  in  entrapping  the  conspirators,  nothing  should  be 
:he  matter.  He  then  departed  with  Tresham.  Their 
proceedings  have  already  been  related. 
Thomas  Knevet's  direciions,  Guy  Fawkes  was  now 
iro  of  the  soldiers,  and  led  out  of  the  cellar.  As  he 
ugh  the  door,  he  uttered  a  deep  groan, 
roan  for  what  you  have  done,  villain,'"  said  one  of  the 

•  contrary,'^  rejoined   Fawkes,  sternly.      "  I  groan 

have  not  done. " 

then  hurried  along  by  his  conductors,  and  conveyed 

e  great  western  gate,  into  the  palace  of  Whitehall, 

was  placed  in  a  small  room,  the  windows  of  which 

l[ly  grated. 

jitting  him,  Sir  Thomas  Knevet  put  several  questions 

t  he  maintained  a  stern  and  obstinate  silence.     Com- 

n  to  the  custody  of  an  officer  of  the  guard,  whom  he 

'  keep  strict  guard  over  him,   as  he  valued  his  life, 

an  went  in  search  of  the  Earl  of  Salisbury. 

etary,  who  had  not  retired  to  rest,  and  was  anxiously 

is  arrival,  was  delighted  with  the  success  of  the  scheme. 

!  presently  joined  by  Lord  Mounteagle  ;  and  after  a 

jrence  it  was  resolved  to  summon  the  Privy  Council 

[y,  to  rouse  the  King,  and  acquaint  him  with  what  had 

jnd  to  interrogate  the  prisoner  in  his  presence. 

Qg  will  be  obtained  from  him,  I  fear,^  said  Knevet. 

18  of  the  most  resolute  and  determined  fellows  I  ever 

then  related  the  desperate  attempt  made  by  Fawkes 
U  to  blow  them  all  up. 

her  he  will  sj>eak  or  not,  the  King  must  see  him,"  said 
As  soon  as  Knevet  was  gone,  the  Earl  observed  to 
;le,  "  You  had  now  belter  leave  the  palace.  You  must 
r  further  in  this  matter,  except  as  we  have  arranged, 
trning,  I  trust  we  shall  have  the  whole  of  the  conspira- 
r  power,  with  damning  proofs  of  their  guilt." 
his  time,  my  lord,  they  are  in  Tresham's  bands,^ 
ounteagle. 

fails,  nut  a  word  must  be  said,"  observed  Salisbury, 
not  be  supposed  we  have  moved  in  the  matter.     All 
:eBmen  have  contrived  treasons,  that  they  might  after- 
cover  them ;  and  though  1  have  not  contrived  this  plot, 
lown  of  its  existence  from  the  first,  and  could  at  any 


342 


GUY   FAWKES. 


time  have  cruslietl  it  had  I  been  so  minded.  But  thai  vrouU 
not  have  answered  my  purpose.  And  I  shall  now  use  it  ut 
pretext  to  crush  the  whole  Catholic  party,  except  thoee  on 
whom,  like  yourself,  I  can  confidently  rely." 

'^  Your  lordship  must  admit  that  I  have  well  seconded  your 
efforts,"  observe<l  Mounteagle. 

*'I  do  so,"  replied  Salisbury,  "and  you  will  not  find  me  un- 
grateful.    Farewell !     I  hope  soon  to  hear  of  our  further 
cess."" 

Mounteaffle  then  took  his  departure,  and  Salisbury  imr 
ately  caused  all  such  members  of  the  Privy  Counsel  as  Ic 
in  the  palace  to  be  aroused,  desiring  they  might  be  infer 
that  a  terrible  plot  had  been  discovered,  and  a  conspirator 
arrested.  In  a  short  time,  the  Duke  of  Lennox,  the  Earl  of 
Marr,  Lord  Hume,  the  Earl  of  Southampton,  Lord  Uearj 
Howard,  Lord  Mountjoy,  Sir  George  Hume,  and  others,  were 
anembled ;  and  all  eagerly  inquired  into  the  occasion  of  the 
•odden  alarm. 

Meanwhile,  the  Earl  of  Salisbury  had  himself  repaired  to  the 
KiDg''a  bedchamber,  and  acquainted  him  with  what  had  happen* 
ed.  James  immediately  roused  himself,  and  desired  the  cbain- 
berlain,  who  accompanied  the  Earl,  to  quit  the  presence. 

*'  Will  it  be  safe  to  interrogate  the  prisoner  here  ?  "  he  m1 

*•  I  will  take  care  your  Majesty  shall  receive  no  injurvi 
plied  Salisbury,  "and   it   is  absolutely  necessary  you  ibould 
examine  him  before  he  is  committed  to  the  Tower." 

*'  Let  him  be  brought  before  me,  then,  directly,"  said 
King.     *'  1  am  impatient  to  behold  a  wretch  who  has  con<  ' 
so  atrocious  —  so  infemal  a  design  against  me,  and  against 
children.     HarkeV,  Salisbury,   one  caution    I  wish  to  obserr^ 
Let  a  captain  of  the  guard,  with  his  drawn  sword  in  hand  pl*^ 
himself  between  me  and   the  prisoner,  and  let  two  halberdier 
stand  beside  him,  and  if  the  villain  moves  a  step,  bid  tiit^ 
strike  him  dead.     You  understand  ?"" 

**  Perfectly,"  repbed  Salisbury,  bowing. 

"  In  that  case,  you  may  take  off  his  bonds, —  that  is,  if 
think  it  prudent  to  do  so  —  not  otherwise,""  continued  J aii* 
"  I  would  not  have  the  knave  suppose  he  can  awe  me." 

**  Your  Majesty's  commands  shall  be  fulfilled  to  the  let 
returneil  the  Earl. 

"  Lose  no  time,  Salisbury,"  cried  James,  springing  oul 
bed,  and  beginning  to  dress  himself  without  the  assittaoce  of 
chamberlain.  J 

The  Earl  hastily  retired,  and  ordered  the  attendants  to  rep^H 
to  thi'ir  royal  master.    He  next  proceeded  to  the  chamber  wh^^ 
Ouy  Vawkes  was  detained,  and   ordered  him  to  be   unbouL 
and  broiight  bifore  the  King.     When  the  prisoner  heard 
iDondate,  n  Kli);ht  smile  crossed  his  countenance,  but  heinstani 
rrtu'  former  stem  composure.     The  smile,  however. 


lie  notice  of  Salisbury,  and  he  commanded  the  hal- 
»p  near  to  the  prisoner,  and  if  he  made  the  slightest 

the  King's  presence,  instantly  to  despatch  him. 
me  further  directions,  the  Karl  then  led  the  way 
rt,  and  entering  another  wing  of  the  palace,  as- 
ght  of  steps,  and  traversed  a  magnificent  corridor, 
s  followed,  attended  by  the  guard.     They  had  now 

antichamber  leading  to  tlie  royal  sleej)ing  apart- 
'alisbury  ascertained  from  the  officers  in  attendance 
i  in  readiness.  Motioning  the  guard  to  remain 
were,  he  entered  the  inner  room  alone,  and  found 
d  on  a  chair  of  state  near  the  bed,  surrounded  by 
, — the  Earl  of  Mar  standing  on  his  right  hand»  and 
f  Lennox  on  his  left,  all  anxiously  awaiting  his  ar- 
ind  the  King  were  stationed  half  a  dozen  halberdiers, 
isoncr  is  without,"  said  Salisbury.  "  Is  it  your 
leasure  that  he  be  admitted  ?  " 

him  come  in  forthwith,"  replied  James.  "  Stand 
lords.  And  do  you,  varlets,  keep  a  wary  eye  upon 
e  is  no  saying  what  he  may  attempt." 
'  then  waved  his  hand.  The  door  was  thrown  open, 
cr  entered  the  room,  followed  by  Guy  Fawkes,  who 
tween  two  halberdiers.  When  within  a  couple  of 
le  King,  the  officer  halted,  and  withdrew  a  little 
it,  so  as  to  allow  full  view  of  the  prisoner,  while 
I  his  sword  between  him  and  the  King.  Nothing 
nore  undaunted  than  the  looks  and  demeanour  of 
le  strode  firmly  into  the  room,  and  without  making 
ice,  folded  his  arms  upon  his  breast,  and  looked 
ames. 

I  villain  !  ""  cried  the  King,  as  he  regarded  him  with 
)t  unmixed  with  alarm.     "  Who,  and  what  are  you, 

ipirator,"  replied  Fawkes. 

t  know,"  rejoined  James,  sharply     "But,  how  are 

?•" 

ohnson,"  answered  Fawkes.    **  I  am  servant  to  Mr. 

jrcy." 

8  false,"  cried  Salisbury.  "  Take  heed  that  you  speak 

traitor,  or  the  rack  shall  force  it  from  you." 

ack   will  force    nothing  from  nie,"  replied  Fawkes, 

neither  will  I  answer  any  question  asked  by  your 

him  to  me,  Salisbury,— leave  him  to  me,"  interposed 
'  And  it  was  your  hellish  design  to  blow  us  all  up 
owder  ?  "  he  demanded, 
i,"  replied  Fawkes. 

how  could   you   resolve  to  destroy  so  many  persons, 
lom  have  injured  you?"  pursued  James. 
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"  Dangerous  diseases  require  desperate  remedies,"  repUe 
Fawkes.  "  Milder  means  have  been  tried,  but  without  effect. 
It  was  God^s  pleasure  that  this  scheme,  which  was  for  the  benefit 
of  his  holy  religion,  should  not  prosper,  and  therefore  1  do  not 
repine  at  the  result." 

"  And  are  you  so  blinded  as  to  suppose  that  hearen  can  ap- 
prove the  actions  of  him  who  raises  his  hand  against  the  King 
—  against  tl»e  Lord's  anointed  ?  "  cried  James. 

"  He  is  no  king  who  is  excommunicated  by  the  apostolic  see,** 
replied  Fawkes. 

"  This  to  our  face !  "  cried  James,  angrily.  "  Have  you  no 
remorse — no  compunction  for  what  you  have  done?" 

*'  My  sole  regret  is  that  I  have  failed,"  replied  Fawkes. 

**  You  will  not  speak  thus  confidently  on  the  rack,"  said 
James. 

"  Try  me,"  replied  Fawkes. 

"  What  purpose  did  you  hope  to  accomplish  by  this  atrocious 
design  .''  "  aemanded  the  Earl  of  Marr. 

"  My  main  purpose  was  to  blow  back  the  beggarly  Soots  to 
their  native  mountains,"  returned  Fawkes. 

"  This  audacity  surpasses  belief,"  said  James.  *•  Mutius 
Scaevola,  when  in  the  presence  of  Porsenna,  was  not^more  reso- 
lute. HarkeV,  villain,  if  I  give  you  your  life^  will  you  discic 
the  names  of  your  associates  P^ 

"  No,"  replied  Fawkes. 

•*  They  shall  be  wrung  from  you,"  cried  Salisbury. 

Fawkes  smiled  contemptuously.    "  You  know  nie  not,**  he  said. 

"  It  is  idle  to  interrogate  him  further,"  said  James.  *'  Let 
him  be  removed  to  the  Tower." 

"Be  it  so,"  returned  Salisbury;  "  and  when  next  your  Bfs- 
jesty  questions  him,  I  trust  it  will  be  in  the  presence  of  his 
confederates." 

"  Despite  the  villain's  horrible  intent,  I  cannot  help  admiring- 
his  courage,"  observed  James,  in  a  low  tone  ;  "  and  were  he  as 
loyal  as  he  is  brave,  he  should  always  be  near  our  person." 

With  this,  he  waved  his  hand,  and  Guy  Fawkes  was  led  forth. 
He  was  detained  by  the  Earl  of  Salisbury's  orders  till  the  morn- 
ing,— it  being  anticipated  that  before  that  time  the  other  conspi- 
rators would  be  arrested.  But  as  this  was  not  the  case,  he  was 
placed  in  a  wherry,  and  conveyed,  as  before  related,  to  the 
Tower. 

END   OF  THE   SECOND    ROOK. 
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OCCASIORCO   BY  TIIE   SUCCESSFl'L  CETTIKG-UP  OF    *   KEW  COMEDY. 

How,  as  through  town  we  roam  from  place  to  place, 
London  Auuronce  siarfs  us  in  the  Tnce  ! 
Though  this  assurance  is  but  Itau,  vre  're  told 
The  touch  of  V'esiris  chaDges  it  to  goU  t 
Mareh24,  1841.  J.  S. 
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RUMFUSKIN,  KING  OF  THE  NORTH  POLE ; 
Or,  treason  REWARDED. 

A    TRAGEDY   FOR   THE   FIRST   OF    APRIL. 
BT  JOHN  FOOLB,    B8Q.   AUTHOR   OF    "PAUL   PRY,"    BTC. 


April  I,  1841. 
A  Tragtdf  written  for  prirste  performance  in  the  Chrictmaa  holidays  may  not 
hflutHiriately  be  published  on  the  day  sacred  to  Foolery.    Rumfvskik  was  com- 
IDMd^yM,  eompoied  is  the  -word — so  long  ago  as  the  year  1813,  when,  according 
to  Cocker,  the  author  was  about  seven-and-twenty  years  younger  than  now.    To 
Ail  dieiiDMtance,  pertiaps,  it  is  indebted  for  many  of  its  most  exquisite  beauties  ; 
hrviaksof  this  kind  are  bent  perpetrated  when  the  imagination  is  luxuriantly 
«iU,andthe  judgment  contemptuously  immature.    It  has  been  acted  (and,  may 
vtidd  in  the  modestr  of  a  parenthesis,  with  great  succesa^  on  a  public  stage,  but 
My  sot  be  again  without  the  auth(M-'»  permission :  this  to  whomsoever  it  may  con- 
on.  Bat  we  strongly  recommend  it  to  the  notice  of  families  who  sometimes  con- 
*K  the  back  dimwing-room  into  a  theatre  ;  for  they  may  rely  upon  it  that  things 
tf  das  kind  afford  eren  better  Jun  for  such  occasions  than  Othello,  or  Isabella,  or, 
lHi)«r,  in  short,  any  tragedy  intended  to  draw  tears  more  copiously  than  Rumfuskin. 

DRAMATIS    PERSON.^. 


loiuosKiH,  ICtii^  of  the  North  Pole. 
Sonmosus,  Lord  High  Chancelior. 
ConciEKzo,  a  Coiucientious  Ratcal. 
BuuLLO,  a  Ratcally  Rascal. 


Fem  fix>GazM,aloyalHackneyCoachmttn. 
Gbiskinda,  Wife  of  Conicienso. 
ScRDBiNDA,  her  confidential  Maid  of  ail 
Work. 


Scene  I. — A  chamber  in  Rascallo's  hotue. 
Enter  Rascallo,  musing. 
&A8C.  Up  ! — rise.  Ambition  I     'Tis  a  glorious  thing  I 
I've  got  mine  own  consent,  and  will  be  king. 
Alt  how  to  be  so  ?     By  rebellion,  plot, 
Trmon,  sedition,  and — I  know  not  what ; — 
Bf  dragging  proud  Rumfuskin  iirom  the  throne  ? — 
Kethinks  'twere  best  to  let  the  job  alone. 
Temptation,  h.ence  I — ^But,  then, — to  wear  a  crown. 
And  ride  in  coach-and-six  about  the  town ; 
To  do  whate'er  I  please,  and  be  as  great — 
Nty,  greater  than  a  minister  of  state ; 
To  lee  e'en  generals  tremble  when  I  nod : — I 
WiO  be  a  king,  upon  my  soul  and  bod — y  ! 

But  how  goes  time  ?    (Looks  at  his  watch.)     So,  so ;  near  ten  o'clock. 

\_A  loud  knock  at  the  door. 
^'"'ii,  busy  devil  I — for  I  hear  a  knock. 

Enter  Conscienzo. 

^OHs.  My  friend,  Rascallo  !  —  How  now  ? — What 's  the  matter  ? 

«Asc.  The  matter?     (Confttsedh/.) 
_*-on8.  Ay; — thou'rt  pale — confused— teeth  chatter — 

^**  shakest — one  knee  against  the  other  knocks — 
^Asc.  (aside.)     I  must  dissemble. 

^         (JVith  affected  carelessness.)  What 's  the  price  of  stocks  ? 
^Oms.  The  price  of  stocks  I  — psha ! — what  are  stocks  to  thee, — 
p*-  -^  sc.  (aside,  musing.)  A  coach-and-six  ! 
^^"Ns.  Since  stocks  thou  'st  none  ? 

^  -^  sc  (recovering  himself,  and  affecting  a  laugh.)  He  !  he  ! 

r^  »ay,  what  brings  thee  here  ? 
'^^^^s.  No  motive  sinister. 
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Rasc.  My  Conscienxo  (mysleriovsli/) ,  would'st  thou — be— prime- 
minister  ? 

Cons.  What  means  Rascallo  ? 

Rasc.  That  if  I  were  king, 

I  'd  make  thee  one. 

Cons.  That 's  quite  another  thing. 

Rasc.  Now,  might  I  trust  thee — But  I  know  thjr  conscience 
Is  of  the  ticklish  order. 

CoKS.  Pooh,  pooh  I  nonsense ! 

Thou  mean'st  no  harm. 

Rasc.  That 's  neither  here  nor  there. 

CoKs.  Thou  know'st  my  nature :  what  I  dare — I  dare. 

Rasc  I  *11  trust  thee.     (Aside.)     But  I  'II  play  upon  his  feelinj 
To  make  him  sure. 

Cons,  (aside.)     I  doubt  some  ievil  dealings. 

B.ASC.( with  tetider  concern.)  Is  not  my  Conscienzo  in  distress? 

CoKS.  (leiA  numly  resignation.)  I  'm  not  worth  ninepence. 

Rasc.  Thou  shalt  have  redn 

Thou  hast  a  wife  (insidiously) — 

Cons.  She 's  starving  (with  emotion). 

Rasc  (mA  emphatic  earnestness.)  And  thy  child 
Is  starving  too. 

Cons,  (in  agony.)  Oh !  do  not  drive  me  wild. 

Rasc  Will  Conscienzo  be  so  base  a  sinner 
To  let  those  tender  sufferers  want  a  dinner  ? 
Shall  they,  and  we,  submit  to  fast  and  pray, 
^liile  proud  Rumfuskin  eats  five  meals  a-day  ? 
Shall  we  thus  tamely,  empty-stomach 'd  stand, 
\Vhile  he  eats  all  the  fat  of  all  the  land? 
Perish  the  thought  I 

Cons.  I  'm  thine.    What  must  I  do  ? 

Rasc.  Canst  kill  a  king — a  minister  or  two  ? 

Cons.  Ha  I  that 's  high  treason. 

Rasc.  Any  fool  knows  that. 

Cons.  And  we  shall  swing  for't. 

Rasc.  Not  so  certain  that. 

If  skilfully  we  execute  our  pIoL 

Cons,  (after  some  reflection.)  I  '11  not  make  one — indeed  I  'd  r»' 
not. 

Rasc.  Think  on  thy  wife,  my  Conscienzo ;  think 
That  she  hath  neither  money,  meat,  nor  drink. 

Cons.  That  thought  has  roused  me  from  my  waking  slumber. 
I  could  kill  kings  and  ministers  out  of  number. 
For  thee,  beloved  Griskinda,  I  turn  traitor ! 

Rasc.  Look  down,  ye  gods  !  in  me  behold  a  greater  ! 
(  To  Cons.)     But,  oh  I  remember,  he  that  kingdoms  rifles 
Must  make  his  mind  up  not  to  stick  at  trifles. 

Cons.  Fear  not.     When  once  this  happy  dagger  knows 

(draws  a  da^ 
The  way  to  kill,  'twill  spare  nor  friends  nor  foes. 

Rasc  Think,  when  we  strike,  'tis  for  our  bread-and-butter. 
But,  on  thy  life,  be  dumb. 

CoKS.  No  word  I  '11  utter. 

Oriakindal- 
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tier  Gkiskisd A,  foUotced  by  Schubinda. 

e  not  of  patience  to  my  troubled  mind ; 

ea,  and  wliistle  to  the  wind, 

in,  and  bid  the  moon  stand  still, 

worlds — but  let  me  weep  my  fill. 

pardon,  gentle  lady,  I  but  try 

roes  with  Bweet  philoso/Vjy. 

e,  peace  J  unless  thy  moralizing  will 

lutcher's  or  the  baker's  bill. 

ida,  pay  one  |>a!try  debt, 

:  for  five  poor  farthings  get ; 

If  a  yard  of  calico 

ireechea  for  my  baby  ? — No. 

am,  when  money 's  gone,  and  all  is  spent, 

teaming  is  most  excellent. 

Dore  I     'Tis  flJim-Sam  flumnnery. 

Thou  'ft  wrong 

Then  I  '11  sing  a  song. 
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While  gazing  on  the  moon's  lig/'t." 

If  passing  by  a  cook's  shop, 

A  dainty  cuilet  nieet  your  eye. 
Well  pleased,  you  make  a  full  stop, 
Ana  wish  the  dainty  bit  to  buy. 
If  cash  ring, 
They  'II  soon  bring 
The  cutlet  sweet,  and  thank  you  (oo ; 
If  empty 
Your  purse  be, 
The  morsel  will  not  smoke  for  you. 
Then  me  no  more  of  wisdom  tell— 

This  simple  maxim  none  can  doubt : 
Wiih  money  many  a  fool  lives  well. 
But  the  wisest  cannot  live  without. 

Our  friends  could  all  be  found  soon, 

VVheii  we  were  rich  and  lived  at  ease  i-^ 
They  'd  come  by  scores  i'  die  forenoon 
To  lake  a  crust  of  bread  and  cheese. 
But,  now  we 
Are  poor,  see 
They  quite  forget  we  're  in  the  nation ; 
Nor  would  they 
A  groat  pay 
To  save  us  ail  from  inuisportation. 

Then  me  no  more,  8cc. 
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Gbisk.  Thou  too  wilt  leave  me  when  our  fortunes  fall. 

Scrub.  No  !     Wet-nurse,  dry-nurse,  house-maid,  cook,  loi 
To  thee  I  '11  be  ;  and  b)-  thy  honour'd  side — 
Right  side  or  left — my  duty  shall  be  tied. 
Still  will  I  follow  thee,  depend  upon  it, 
While  hope  remains — 

Gni&x..  {tmdf.}        To  get  a  ca«t-off  bonnet. 

Scrub.  Learn,  madam,  to  contemn  all  praise  betimi 
For  flattery,  madam,  is  the  nurse  of  crimes. 

Grisk.  Believe,  Scrubinda,  I  shall  one  day  try 
To  pay  thee  well  for  tliy  fidelity. 
Should  e'er  kind  Fortune  bless  me  witli  her  gifts, 
I  'U  gire  thee — 

ScR(78.  {eagerly.)  WTiat? 

Gbisk.  a  dozen  Holland — chemises. 

Take  this  half-crown.     Retire.     Here  comes  my  lord. 

Scrub,  {pocketing  the  money.)  Thus  virtue  ever  is  its  own 

lExitSc\ 

Enter  CoMSClEKZO.  in  tItoughL 

Grisk.  Why  wears  my  Conscienzo  that  sad  brow  ? 
Why  ruminates  my  lord  like  any  cow  ? 
Rouse  !  like  a  kitten  frisk  about  the  house, 
Nor  like  a  toro-cat  mope. 

Cons.  I  'm  poor  as  mouse. 

Grisk.  (anjnously.)  Mouse  I  say  not  church-mouse. 

Cons.  (tr»//i  dignified  resiffitation.)  Poor  as  mouse  ( 

Grisk.  Sure  Fortune  flog*  us  with  her  longest  birch. 

Cons.  O  Fortune  \  wilt  thou  ever  be  thus  cross  I 
I  'm  tired  as  dog,  and  sick  as  a.ny  horse. 
(  To  Grisk.)  Leave  me,  my  love  :  1  fain  would  be  alone ; 
For  all  my  sorrows  must  be  all  mine  own. 

Grisk.  (tenderly.)  No;  let  me  stay, and  share  them  drop^f' 

Cons.  Oh  I  here  *8  a  sample  of  a  wife  ! — Then  stop. 

Grisk.  Say,  my  dear  consort, — Conscienzo,  say, — 
Why  still  thou  quit'st  thy  bed  ere  break  of  day  ? 
Why  still,  thy  loving,  fond  Griskinda  scorning. 
Thou  com'st  home  every  night  at  three  i'  the  murningl 
And  when  thou  com'st  her  dark-brown  woes  to  share, 
She  finds  thee  still  as  surly  a^  a  bear  ? 

Cons.  Say,  my  Griskinda,  what's  this  yam  about? 

Grisk.  There  is  a  secret,  and  I  '11  find  it  out. 

Cons.  Oh  !  spare  me. 

Grisk.  Answer. 

Cons.  Ask  not. 

Grisk.  Know  I  must. 

Cons.  Will  no  kind  windmill  grind  me  into  dust  I 

Grisk.  (kneeling.)  In  pity  tell  roe. 

Cons.  Hide  me,  night,  from 

Must  I  the  secret  of  my  friend  betray? 

0  fatal  force  !  I  can  resist  no  longer ; 

1  am  tlie  weaker  one,  since  thou  'rt  the  stronger. — 
Now  list,  and  tremble. — About  ten  o'clock 
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b'd  at  RasciUfo's  door  to  kn(K.'k, 

Kus  his  purpose  bui^t  upoo  mine  ear, 

Iful  speech — 

(Rascallo,  mho  hoM  been  lislenbtg  at  ct  door  in  tA4  cetUrt, 
rushes foncard,  and  eamca  between  them.) 
BeboW  litm,  traitor,  here  I 
(CoNSClENZo  a»d  Geiskinda  kmel.     He  poinU  a  daffger 
at  the  boMtH  of  each,     Scrubikda  ruthts  in,  aud  holds 
a  rttltitt^'pin  over  Kascallo's  head.     Tableau.) 

IS.  Hold  \  moDstert  hold  1 

"i.  Kascallo,  undtsmaj'd, 

at  Lhj  rolling-pin,  frail  kitchen-maid. 

tg  thjr  ecutlery ! 

(B.  Here  1  'd  stay,  base  bragger, 

thou  ten  Iiands,  and  in  each  band  a  dagger, 

ie  down  stairs  [ 

;.  Never  I 

n.  Then  stay,  poor  blockhead, 

m  thy  thick  skull  thy  dull  brmns  be  knocks 

c.  O,  what  a  maid  is  this  !     As  I  'm  alive, 

ul'a  as  large  as  any  corumon  five ! 
the  maid  whom  Fate  designs  my  wife: 

irry  her ;  I  will,  upon  my  life  I 

guardian  of  the  sable  pots  and  pan^, 

ike  thee  mine — so  let 's  proclaim  the  banns. 

DS-  All  impudence  must  sink  before  this  man's! 

means  thy  bold  presumption  ?  monster,  say  J 

c.  ^rst  take  that  threatening  rolling-pin  away. 

s.  Gbisk.  Good  sir,  we  can't  stand  kneeling  here  all  day. 

c,  Still  kneel,  till  I  'm  resolved  for  love  or  war. 

!K.  Psha! 

SB.  Nonsense ! 

I.  Pish! 

SK.  Pooh,  pooh  I 

IB.  No  go  I 

s.  Pah,  pah  I 

c  Rise,  then  ;  you  're  free. 

rB.  (embracing  Rasc.)         Now  talk  of  love. 

z.  And  further, 

;  't  a  zest,  we  '11  season  it  with  murther. 

this  outrage,  friends,  I  beg  your  pardon. 

{.  I  care  not  for  thy  humours  a  brass  fardon : 

ark  me  I  when  thou  'rt  next  inclined  for  joking, 

)t  with  daggers  in  one's  bowels  poking. 

IK.  Now  say,  Rascallo,  whence  this  fearfiil  rout  ? 

c  I  '11  tell  thee. — Sweet  Scrubinda,  just  step  out. 

ve  will  confer  about  our  marriage. 

JB.  First,  promise  me  thou  'It  let  me  keep  a  carriage. 

c.  Now,  by  the  sweetly-flowing  silver  Styx, 

thee  drive,  my  love,  a  coach-and-six ; 

mless  Fortune  on  my  purpose  frown, 

ice  upon  thy  head  a  glittering  crown. 

VB.  A  crown ! 
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Sly  friend,  too  rashly  spoken, 
mean  a  —  Brummagem  five 


Grisk.  a  cTowa  I 

Cons,  (aside  to  Rascallo.) 

Rasc.  (recovering  himself.)    I 

token.  ^H 

Now  leave  us,  love.     (Aside.)     A  woman  'a  like  a  parrot, —    ^| 
Ne'er  happy  but  when  swinging  in  her  chariot.  ^ 

Scrub,  (aside.)  To  learn  what's  going  on,  I  'II  use  this  (&vic-^ 
I  'II  close  the  door,  and  listen  at  a  «-<>vice.  \^Exit  Scrubs.. 

Rasc.  Now,  Conscienzo,  was  this  noble? — eh? — > 
Say,  was  this  giving  me,  thy  friend,  fair  play? 
Was 't  right  to  trust  ray  secret  to  thy  wife, 
Risking  thine  own  and  thy  Rascallo's  life? 
To  tell  a  woman  about  killing  kings, 
And  filching  crowns, — and  tliem  ere  sort  o'  things? 

Cons.  Ha  !  ha !  ha !  ha  I 

Grisk.  He  I  he  I  he  !  he  I  he  I  he ! 

Rasc.  Flames,  fire,  and  fury  !  do  you  laugh  at  me? 

Cons.  We  laugh  to  find  thee  such  a  stupid  elf. 
Whate'er  she  knows,  thou  'st  told  her,  sir,  thyself. 

Rasc.  And  so  I  have. — May  we  depend  upon  her  ? 

Grisk.  Thou  may'sU 

Rasc,  But  swear. 

Grisk.  (hneelinff,  mid  with  great  solemnity.)    UpOO  wy ' 
honour  I 

Rasc.  Hear  then  my  plan ;  'tis  ready  cut  and  dried. 

(Sfwwt  a  J 
(  To  Cons.)  Tliou  and  myself,  together,  side  by  side, 
Win  to  the  palace,  when  the  King  'g  alone, 
And  ask  liim  civilly  to  yield  the  throne. 
If  he  refuse,  as  'tia  most  like  he  will. 
Then  to  our  business — kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill ; 
Disarm  the  guard,  and,  this  great  work  being  done, 
Despatch  the  Privy  Council  one  by  one. 

Cons,  (pityingly.)  And  won't  you  not  spare  any  ? 

Rasc.  No,  not  none- 

Next  storm  tlie  Mint,  and,  having  seized  the  treasure. 
Thou  shalt  proclaim  me  king. 

Cons.  I '11  do 't  with  pleasure. 

Rasc.  The  fair  Scrubindn,  then,  I  '11  make  my  queen, 

(Griskikda 
And  deck  her  beauteous  form — in  sarsnet  green. 
Fringe,  feathers,  flounces,  furbelows — so  fine  out,  H 

That  from  other  queens  she  '11  take  the  shine  out  ^ 

Thou,  sweet  Griskinda,  shalt  attend  upon  her  (in  apatnmmisg 
The  first  and  foremost  of  her  dames  of  honour. 
I  'II  keep  my  word  :  here  'mongst  ray  mems  1  set  il. 

(  Writes  in  i 

Grisk.  (oxide.)  Now  don't  he  wish  her  majesty  (sneirm^y 
get  it  ? 

Rasc  Thee,  Conscienzo,  will  I  elevate,  ll 

And  make  thee  all  that  's  noble,  grand,  and  great ; 
Still  shalt  thou  find  me  to  tliy  interest  partial. 
So  be  thou — in  short,  everything  from  Archbishop  of' 
down  to  City  Marshal. 
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(bowing.)  My  liege,  my  king— that  is  to  be,  I 
(a»ide.)  Nor 


shall 


mean — 
ler  queen. 


behold 
s.  Some  slight  objections  might  I  dare  to  start 
thy  royal  scheme  ? 

With  all  my  heart. 
The  royal  presence  how  shall  we  approach  ? 
Well  urged — (meditating) — I  have't : — we  '11  hire  a  hackney- 
Bch. 
Next,  we  've  no  friends,  no  money — 

That 's  the  reason  : 
were  rich,  the  devil  take  high  treason. 
,  follow  me  :  hence  with  thy  fearful  fuss, 

ily  for  a  puling  boy  at  nurse  ;  [Pronounce  huu,  &c.J 

ihee  I  Ml  put  money  in  thy  purse, 
tales  are  bad — they  cannot  well  be  worse; 
f  we  fail,  the  King  can  but — 
(s.  attd  Grisk.  What  ? 

k:.  Kill  us.  \_Exil  Rascallo. 

«.  Wliy  did  I  league  with  him  in  this  vile  plot? 
300,  thou  art  like — I  know  not  what. 
;  is  lured  by  thy  enticements  fair 

bark  that  floats — I  know  not  where ; 
like  those  rash  and  daring  men 
rith  wild  schemes,  who  lived — I  know  not  when. 
lall  this  be  ?     No — no  ;  I  '11  fall  to  pray'rs, 
ick  ambition  all  the  way  down  stairs, 
t,  ye  very  various  visions  vain  ! — 
onscienzo  is  himself  again  ! 

SK.  (gmeringlf/.)  'Tis  wisely  done  !  when  Fortune  kneels  before 
thee, 

irkling  in  a  full-dress  suit  of  glory, 
trn  her  favours ;  and  the  crown  and  rule 
iders,  to  throw  from  thee  like  a  fool. 
m.  To  kill  a  king  1 

SK.  Thou  mewling,  puling  elf  I 

i«nd  knock  his  pate  about  myself. 

Hold!  I'm  resolved.     The  deed  myself  I  Ml  do. 
.  Go  kill  the  King,  and  the  king-killer  too  {tignificantltf), 
I  understand  thee  not,  my  sweet  rosv-bud. 

[ScRUBiNDA  appears  listening. 
by  dark  meaning. 
IK.  'Tis  as  clear  as  mud. 

lot  perceive? — Rascallo  mounts  the  throne, 
^heMI  do  when  there — is  not  yet  known. 
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Cons.  O,  my  Griskinda !  'tis  a  queation  which  is, 
Or  thou,  or  I,  most  fit  to  wear  the — small-clothes. 

GaisK.  Then,  let  us  on. 

Cons.  But  if  we  fail  ? 

Grisk.  We  fail- 

Cons.  But — should  the  King  make  head  ? 

Grisk.  Still  scorn  we  to  turn  UiL 

lExeunt  Griskikda  and  CoxsciCMzaj 
ScRUBiNDA  comes/orward. 

ScRDB.  Now  that's  what  I  call  neat:  the  genteel  thing — 
To  up  and  tell  our  matters  to  the  King  1 
And  get  me  hang'd,  and  my  Kascallo  too ! — 
Bear  up,  my  woman's  heart! — Now — what's  to  do? — 
Ha ! — With  their  own  base  measures  I  '11  come  o'er  'em  : 
A  Bwift-wing'd  cab  shall  bear  me  there  before  'em. 
Thus  have  I  seen  on  Alps'  recumbent  heights, 
WTien  the  dim  turret  of  tlie  sky  alights — 
(While  flickering  whirlwinds  flutter  on  the  shore, 
Mocking  each  fragment's  undulating  roar) — 
A  storm-fed  lion  pulverise  the  light, 
Till  all  is  lost  in  rage  and  universal  night. 

I  Exit  ScRUBiVDA,  wM  a  i 

Scene  III. — A  Hail  in  the  Palact. 

Enter  Rdmfuskin,  musifig. 
Rum.  Why  was  I  born  a  king,  ah  !  tell  me  why 
Was  I  foredoom'd  to  so  much  misery  ? 
W'hy  make  a  king  of  these  here  realms  of  me  ? 

0  luckless  fate  !  O  hapless  destinv  I 
What  is  a  king  ? — or  what,  iadeea,  is  man  ? 
Or  what  is  life  ?     O  tell  me — ye  who  can. 
To  be  a  king  I  what  is  it,  say,  but,  oh ! 
To  wear  a  crown,  and  reign — supreme  in  woe. 
Thou  happy  shepherd,  or  thou  thoughtless  clown, 
Give  me  thy  peace,  take  thou  my  weary  crown ; 

1  '11  give  my  palace  for  thy  humble  cot. — 
Like  other  kings  I  say 't,  but  like  them,  too, — I  'II  not. 

SONG RUMFUSKIN. 

Air — "  Oh  I  the  day%  arc  gone," 

Oh  I  were  I  now  a  cobbler  good, 

Just  let  me  see, 
Between  thai  life  and  mine,  what  would 

The  diff'rence  be. 

The  cobbler  "a  fed 

On  coarse  brown  bread, 
And  labours  like  a  Turk ; 

While  1  live  on  slews 

And  rich  ragouts. 
And  do  no  work. 

Sure  a  better  tiling 

Is  a  well-fed  king 
Who  does  no  work. 


fl 
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Yow  eobUer  '•  drank  one  day  in  thiee — 

And  that'i  not  right; 
Whilst  I  DMMt  royally  drank  may  be 

From  mom  till  nigfat. 

Then  if  theie  the  joys 

A  king  employs 
Bis  roval  hours  to  pass. 

He  that  would  not  be 

A  king  like  me 
llost  be  an  ass- 
He  that  would  not  be 

A  king  like  me 
Must  be  an  ass. 
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(^A  cry  &f  *'Caaekee,  ComeketT  h  mvtral  voicet  wUAouL) 
'Susc.  What  m«aiu»  that  direfiil  clatter  ? — ^Ha  I  approach  I 

J&UerJmu  Flogouc. 
ia,t  art  thou  ? 

Fx^oG.  DnVer  of  a  hackney-coach. 

JLcr»c.  What  number  driv'st  thou? 
F£.oa.  Sire,  as  I  'm  alive, 

f  drive  no  number— 'tis  a  coach  I  drive. 
Tlie  number  of  my  coach  is  four-sizteeo. 

R.u»c.  EquiTocatlog  slave  I  'tis  that  I  mean. 
(^^t4Mt£e.')     The  very  number  I — then  our  dream  is  out. 
(  Tir  Fi:.OG.)  'Tis  plot  and  treason  that  thou  com'st  about. 
Floc  It  Is,  my  li^e.    But  how  thou  cam'at  to  know  it— 
lii7B<>  l»  not  thy  business. 

Px.oo.  Thou  'rt  a  nun-im — go  it ! 

'RiTM.  O,  insolence  I    Now,  guided  by  my  rage, 
1  *d  &iD  eoadetnn  the  varlet  to  the  cage  ; 
Xbence  to  the  Poultry  Counter;  thence — But,  hold  ; 
He  cornea  a  tale  of  treason  to  unfold, 
And  anger  must  a  while  to  interest  bow. 
^  7b  F1.00.)  Now  tell  me  all — each  when,  each  when,  each  how. 

F1.0C.  I  will  be  candid,  sire.    I  come  to  serve  thee : 
Thou  *rt  in  a  pickle,  but  'tis  I  '11  preserve  thee. 

Rum.  Let  truth,  not  puns,  o'er  what  thou  say'st  prevail. 
Proceed.     Be  that  thy  cue, 

Fl«g.  And  this  my  tale. 

now,  as  I  was  waiting  for  a  fare, 
st  ftt  the  end  of  Lisle  Street,  Leicester  Square, 
iscallo  call'd  me.     Big  with  rage  and  malice, 
[.^mming,  be  bade  me  drive  him  to  the  palace ; 
When,  stepping  in,  this  paper,  thee  to  save  meant, 
FeTt  fi-otn  his  pocket  smack  upon  the  pavement. 
I  hid  it  in  the  boot ;  then  set  him  down. 
*  Your  fare  ?  "  said  he  ;  said  I,  "  'Tis  half-a-crown." 
To  pay  so  tnucli  the  spooney  was  not  willing : 
••  Jmmey,"  said  he,  "  I  '11  give  thee  but  a  shilling." — 
••  You  won't  ?  "  says  I ;  says  he,  "  Most  surely  not." 
Xbinfca  I,  "  Then  I  '11  expose  your  honour's  plot." 

Bom.  Right  loyal  Coachce  !    (Aside.)    How  sliall  I  requite  him  ? 
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I  '11  go  the  cheapest  way  to  work :  I  '11  knight  him. — 
Thy  name  ? 

Flog.    Jem  Floggem. 

Rum.  (drawing  his  sword.')  Kneel. 

Flog.  Don't  go  to  trim  me. 

Rum.  Kneel  down,  Jem  Floggem,  and  arise — Sir  Jemmy. 

Flog.  I  'd  rather  touch  the  ready. 

Rum.  Thankless  beast  I 

Flog.  I  thought  you  'd  give  me  one-pound-one,  at  least. 
What  good  to  me  with  titles  to  be  cramm'd  ? 

Rum.  Art  not  a  knight  ? 

Flog.  Your  Majesty  be — spiflicated  I 

Rum.  Take  this,  bold  traitor.    {Stabs  him.) 

Flog.  Ha  I  I  'm  summon'd  strait — 

The  grave,  the  Bow  Street — Death,  the  magistrate. 
Cut — cut  behind — my  fare 's — gee-up — jehu — 
Coach  to  the  city — hired — drive  on — adieu  !     (Dies.) 

Rum.  There  fled  the  spirit  of  a  saucy  whip ! 
Thus  be  each  Jarvey  taken  on  the  hip. — 
Now  for  the  traitors.    Let 's  peruse  their  scheme  :— 
It  answers  point  for  point  our  royal  dream  I 
We  '11  place  Sir  Jemmy's  body  on  the  throne. 

Rascallo  will  mistake  it  for  our  own.     (Places  the  body  on  the  tkrome.) 
Thus  we  '11  out-scheme  our  deadly-scheming  foes. — 
Hang  him,  he 's  coming. 

(Rumfuskin  ffoes  off  hastily  with  long  strides.  Rascai.- 
LO,  dagger  in  hand,  enters,  and  inOantly  fottowe  him  im 
the  same  wen/,  saying) 

Rasc.  Hang  him,  there  he  goes !  ^SxH, 

Enter  Conscienzo  and  Griskinda. 
Cons.  Here,  then,  we  are.    But,  ah  I  what  deed  to  do ! 
Grisk.  (coolly.)  "To  run  Rumfuskin's  body  through  and  through. 
Cons.  I  own  for  such  vagaries  I'm  not  made. 
Grisk.  A  captain  of  militia,  and  afraid! 
Cons.  I  shake  like  calFs-foot  jelly. 
Grisk.  I  'm  no  bragger. 

But  what  I  say  I  '11  do.    Give  me  the  dagger. 
Cons.  Hold  up,  my  heart  I — ^'tis  done— Rumfuskin  dies  I 

(Approaches  the  throne.) 
O  horror  I     See  where  ready-killed  he  lies  t 

Grisk.  (kneels  to  Conscienzo,  and  with  enthusiasm.)   Hdl,  Con- 
scienzo I  King  of  the  North  Pole  I 

Enter  Rascallo,  with  a  bloody  dagger. 

Hasc.  Not  whilst  Rascallo  lives,  upon  my  soul  I 
Thou,  traitor,  proraisedst  to  lend  a  hand. 
In  hopes  I  'd  make  thee  second  in  command  ; 
Alone  thou  lefl'st  me  to  commit  the  crime. — Oh  ! 
Thou  faithless  second,  thou  would'st  now  be  primo. 

Ghisk.  And  shall  be,  too. 

Cons.  And  will. 

Rasc.  He  shan't,  that 's  flat. 
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lere's  to  decide  it,  then  :  take  tliis  !    (^Stabt  Kascallo.) 

ScRi/BiNDA  rushes  on  and  stabs  Griskinda. 

Take  that  I 
ind  here  I     {Stabs  Scrubinda.) 

And  there  !    (Stabs  Conscienzo.) 
I  scarcel)'  care  a  button 
lOw,  for  I  'm  as  dead  as  mutton. 

(  Thei/  each  draw  a  cfunr,  and  fall  into  it.) 
taking  at  his  ioound.)  My  wound  is  mortal. 
doiny  the  same.)  So  is  miae. 

Mine  too. 
n  me  she  has  bored  a  hole  quite  through  and  through, 
ut  see  where  comes  the  kill'd  and  wounded  King. 
Tiy,  there  he  lies.    (Pointing  to  Sir  Jemmy.) 

Pooh  I  nonsense !  no  such  thing  : 
e  coachman. 

O,  most  fatal  blunder  I 
for  the  King. 

1  shouldn't  wonder. 


MFVSKiM,  tcounded,  led  on  by  Sententiosus,  Lord  Hiyk 
C/iancellor. 

enlly,  ray  good  Lord  Cliancelior,  for,  oh  I 
r  life  is  just  upon  the  go. 
fe  die. 

IFe  die  I     (Aside.)     O,  curse  his  ire's  .' 
Your  Kingship  will  die  solus  if  you  please, 
lou  know'st  when  we  say  "  we,"  we  mean  but  /. 
h,  ho  t  if  that's  the  case,  why  then  i/«7f  die. 
y  good  Lord  Chancellor,  ere  we  diej  take  note, 
oblige  us. 

How,  sire  ? 

Brush  our  coat. 
a  1  brush  thy  coat  I     No,  tyrant,  be  it  known, 
gh  Chancellor  would  not  brush  his  own. 

(A  threateniny  gesture  by  t/te  King.) 
my  sovereign,  I  'm  too  bold  in  stating 
vere  fitter  for  a  lord  in  waiting. 
e  're  dying,  so  thy  boldness  we  excuse, 
we  make  your  lordship  black  our  shoes, 
the  regicidal  rebels  lie. 
in  corpse,  for  on  our  throne  we  'II  die. 
te,  ye  traitors;  'tis  a  bard  one  ! 

qs*  Sent.  We  beg  your  Majesty's  most  gracious  pardon. 
o  Sent.)  Now,  ere  we  die,  my  lord,  return  our  conscience  : 
le  keeper  on't. 

What,  I  ?     Psha  !  nonsense  I 
hou'rt  keei)er  of  our  conscience,  fire  and  fury  I 
'is  the  Archbishop,  sire,  of  Canter/>?«y. 
e  think  thou 'rt  wrong:  but,  pry  thee,  scud  about  it; 
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And  tell  his  Grace  we  cannot  die  without  it. 
We  die — we  cannot  wait — so  send  it  after. 

Flog.  'Tis  well  I  'm  dead,  or  I  should  die  of  laughter. 

Rum.  (angrily.)  You  have  no  right  to  speak,  beoiuse  you  know 
We  kill'd  you  upwards  of  an  hour  ago. 

Floo.  'Tis  true  you  kill'd  me,  sire ;  but  that 's  no  rule. 

Rum.  No  more,  I  say.    Dost  take  us  for  a  fool  ? 
(  To  Sent.)  My  lord,  what  does  the  Act  of  Parliament  say  ? 

Sent,  {taket  an  Act  <^  Parliament  from  Ais  pocket.)   lis  thus  en- 
acted :  If  he  can,  he  may. 

Rum.  Law  still  is  law. — Now  let 's  to  business. — Ob  I 
We  Ml  settle  the  succession  ere  we  go. 
Thou  shalt  be  king,  my  lord ;  and  uius  we  close  all 
Life's  weighty  matters.    (Diet.) 

Sent.  Now  hear  my  proposal : 

No  more  of  dying— all  offences  smother — 
Live  for  the  present,  and  forgive  each  other. 

Rum.  a  noble  motion.     ( To  Flog.)    Hence,  unwieldy  drone. 
And  let  thy  monarch  reassume  his  throne. 
All  live  again  I   Lord  Chancellor,  this  way  hand  'em. 

(Sententiosus  presents  each  to  the  King,  till  he  comet  tit 
CoNsciENZo,  who  refuses.) 

Cons.  I  'd  rather  die. 

Sent.  De  gustibus  non  est  disputandum. 

Rum.  Live,  I  command.    Slave  I  die  against  my  pleasure. 
And  of  an  unmade  grave  I  '11  take  thy  measure. 

Cons.  Since  'tis  thy  royal  pleasure,  sire,  I  '11  live. 

Rum.  Whate'er  is  past  we  freely  do  forgive. 

Sent.  Your  Majesty  is  much  too  good.    (Aride.)    But  I 
Will  file  'gainst  each  a  bill  in  Chancery. 

Rasc.  For  what  is  past  my  heart  is  full  of  sorrow. 
(Aside.)  I  '11  have  another  poke  at  him  to-morrow. 

Rum.  Rascallo,  take  Scrubinda's  lily  hand — 
You  shall  be  bound  in  Hymen's  saffron  band ; 
Her  dower  shall  be — a  half  a  yard  of  land. 
For  Conscienzo  and  his  lovely  wife, 
They  both  shall  board  and  lodge  with  us  for  life. 
Sir  Jemmy,  for  the  favours  in  thy  heart  meant. 
We  make  thee — Minister  for  our  Home  Department. 

Cons.  Henceforth  let  mortals,  for  each  other's  use  meant. 
Not  cut  each  other's  throats  for  mere  amusement. 

MORAL. 

Griskinda  comes  forward. 
When  worth  and  honour  radiate  the  heart,  • 

And  each,  refulgent,  owns  the  worthier  part, 
Throu(;h  azure  clouds  the  corruscations  rise. 
And  Reason's  mirror  gilds  the  opening  skies. 
So  shall  the  soul  assert  her  bright  command. 
And  Peace,  with  Virtue  join'd,  pervade  this  happy  land. 

THE   END. 
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ick,  my  hearty,  bear  a  hand!     No  skulking!  —  tiini  up. 

and  gentlemen  look  on  you  as  "  a  lion,"  and  would  have 

onie,  and  come  in  all  your  tarry  j?lory.     Shove  a  fresh 

rour  cheek,  and  give  your  love-locks  another  twist.    Let  "a 

enuine,  even  to  the  hilched-up  trowsers,  the  proJ'essional 

Is  pendent  streamers,  the  long-quartered  ptinips,  and  the 

oil,  then  the  grog — glorious  grog  ! — shall  be  so  too.     We 

a  regular  blue-water  lad — a  Portsmouth  or  Wapping  boy  ; 

lorer,  no  co*l-catclier  will  do.     Out  on  tailor-tars  and  mas- 

ailors  I   be-belted,   be-daggered,  and   be-pi*tolled ;    we  '11 

em.     Nor  do  we  intend  to  dilate  on  the  perilous  adven- 

hose  who  ttavigate  that  endless  sea,  the  Paddington  canal. 

;es  and  coal-barges,  lighters,  hoys,  oyster-boats,  and  wher- 

iHve  nothing  to  do  with  you  or  yours  ;  with  those  amphi- 

mals,  dressed  an  sailors,  complextoned  like   colliers,  that 

monsters  which  smoke  along  our  shores,  and  convey  sea- 

ckneys  to  Greenwich  and  the  Nore,  we  shall  not  stop  to 

ast  impress  for  our  purposes  a  blade  who  has  been  round 

,  and  on  all  aides  of  it ;  one  who  has  been  "  done  broM-n  " 

;  meridian,  and  afterwards  frozen  grey  at  the  Pole ,-  who 

tattooed    in  Otaheite.  and   spitted   for   roasting  in  New 

The  lad  must  have  floored  Patagonians  by  dozens;  have 

ir  three  months  on  a  rat's  hind-quarter,  three  leather  shoes, 

tn  slipper  ;  been  the  only  survivor  in  nineteen  shipwrecks; 

,  when  his  vessel  foundered  at  sea,  made  a  voyage  from  the 

if  the  Cape  to  the  Azores  on  a  hen-coop,  catching  dolphins 

ies  by  the  way  for  his  support.     He  must  have  seen  every 

which  the  ocean  is  remarkable,  and,  above  all,  the  "  Flying 

in."     He  must  love  his  ship  as  his  mother,  and  the  sea  at 

■,  regarding  the  land  as  a  place  merely  for  fresh  water  and 

Fear  must  be  unknown  to  him  whenever  danger  comes  in 

ibstance  ;  but  he  may  be  allowed  to  dread  ghosts,  goblins, 

maids,  which  latter  if  he  has  heard  sing  and  held  conversa- 

1,  the  better.     He  may  shun  the  old  ludk  on  board  which 

ain  killed  the  cabin-boy,  ami  the  crew  killed  the  captain, 

his  courage  being  doubted  ;  he  may  assert  having  seen  hun- 

spirits  dancing  on  the  waves  where  great  battles  have  been 

*nd  his  veracity  be  unimpugned.     He  must  fear  no  man  but 

l-shark,  dread  nothing  substantial  save  the  "  cat  "  and  the 

We  shall  expect  him  to  be  able  to  spin  a  decent  yarn  ;  we 

vant  him  to  be  learned;  we  require  to  know  about  "  Nel- 

the  Nile,"  the  old  Victory,  and  the  fighting  Temernire,  as 

:hem.     It  is  to  be  hoped  he  will  be  one  who  Ims  aided  often 

g  the  Frenchman's  flag  flat  on  his  deck,  as  well  as  easing  the 

his  dollars — when  the  said  Don  had  them.    Such  an  one,  and 

peciallyif  he  acts  like  a  sailor  ashore,  gets  rid  of  the  earnings 

'e  months  in  six  hours  ;  sport*  a  hackjicy-co.ich  round  town. 
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r  «■  ibe  roof;  tets  ap  a  dmen  ghmw-i  of  grog,  nd 
tm  wtA  oodMr.  If  1m  doe*  aD  tfaei^  and  a  few  otbs 
I  «c  Bay  alhide  to  prarady,  he  vill  do,  and  let  him  dl 

ovr  portrait  vitfa  tbe  bero  on  hia  nathre  d^ 

re  to  aire  ne  »a-Kfr  of  a  tailor  in  its  UDTuniiAci 

voaU  be  robbed  oT  maiiy  i>f  tbe  dlanas,  and  bmI 

aaoallT  a|ipaided  to  it  by  lober  firende  laadam} 

■K  vcare  pabriots,  aad  have  tbe  good  of  tbe  state  at  beart,— whei 

■C  OBa^ick:  eoiear  dr  raoe  wiD  not  be  totally  omitted  in  wr 

II  is  a  gkniu—  day :  the  son  dnnei  g^Ji  ^^  breeze  from  tlw 
ar^wcat  blows  fidr ;  the  "  Uoe-peter  **  hu  been  flying  since  <!*;• 
raak,  and  ■««  tfaefote-topaail  is  Viaeed ;  about  noon,  agun  is  fired, 
id  Asrtly  sAer  the  boatswain's  whiAle  summons  the  gtagiiif 
■■.  tar  fie  iMilain  is  alos^side^    The  chief  mounts  to  the  quiN 
■d  tbe  ancfaar  is  sooa  »-peak,  and  the  vessel's  no»e  p«t 
The  load  sinks  benrarh  the  horizcm,  and  the  ship  ii 
at  oca. 

We  viQ  sa^ipooe  this  to  be  the  opemng  of  oar  hero's  csreer.  Ut 
is  pribsps  Bc^«  ''"t^  canuuy  lad,  who  sees  salt  water  (at  the  6n( 
tsBM,  who  osDs  the  Jiwwid*  ladders,  and  the  dog-vane  being  men* 
tioned,  expects  to  bear  a  bark.  For  the  first  few  days  the  wiml  ii 
&ir,  the  wcatber  fine;  bnt  the  lad  does  not  escape  that  nauticd 
horror — iwii  siiimas  How  fervently  does  he  wish  himself  agiin  it 
his  oott^e-door,  or  driring  his  geese  or  his  pigs  along  some  ihadj 
lane,  or  fii^itcoing  the  thievigb  rrows  from  the  new  .sown  corn,  tf 
•nywbcre  but  ia  Us  present  situation.  He  cannot  eat,  and  scsrodj 
■Ind  ;  aad  aa  mmanned  is  he  by  his  illness,  that  he  would  ttsdil/ 
gifc  all  his  waridly  possessions  to  any  one  who  would  be  charitibll 
€BgiMh  to  duow  lum  orerboard. 

His  adnem,  bowerer,  has  a  termination,   and  with  retDm!ii(! 
strength  he  becumes  more  reconciled  to  his  condition.     He  bu  it 
first  a  good  deal  of  raillery  to  bear ;  he  is  laughed  at  for  his  luipro- 
fiesaioiial  language,  quizzed  for  his  ignorance  of  sheets  and  tacsH 
davits  and  marHngspikes.     His  messmates  are  good-natured,  sbA.  V 
soon  becomes  more  learned.     In  a  month  he  is  able  to  chew,  smokt, 
and  drink  rum.    As  his  voyage  progresses,  he  masters  the  comp*"' 
is  taught  to  steer,  and  reef,  and  heave  the  log.    He  is  soon  camf<^>^ 
to  whip  a  rope  and  lay  a  splice,  furl  a  top-gallant'sail,  and  beavc^ 
lead  :  and  it  is  ten  to  one  that,  at  the  end  of  a  long  life,  he  has  *^^ 
nothing  more  to  his  professional  knowledge.     His  voyage  is  ms**"*^ 
by  the  usual  alternation  of  storms  and  calms,  dangers  .ind  esC'P**' 
He  visits  mi^y  strange  lands,  and  perhaps  brings  away  from  tb^"*,    i 
monkey  or  a  parrot,  a  few  shells,  and  correct  information  t»*  *?  J 
prices  of  liquors,  and  where  tbe  best  and  cheapest  tobacco  is  **•  ^m 
obtained.  ^^ 

At  the  termination  of  his  voyage,  if  one  of  long  duration,  he    ^[^j 
on  shore,  in  all,  save  strength,  an  able  seaman.     Should  it  h*  J^P^l 
that  his  craft  is  a  merchant-man,  he  has  most  likely  been  apf"*!'. 
ticed  for  »<evcn  years,  and  for  this  period,  should  she  esca{)e  ^^' 
wreck,  and  he  feel  no  inclination  to  run  away,  he  sails  in  her  i^*^ 
ever  the  winds  may  waft,  or  currents  drift.     At  tlit-  end  uf 
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iostly  visits  his  native  hamlet,  struts  in  a]]  the  pride  of 

bluejacket,  plights  his  faith  to  some  village  maid,  and 
!  gaping  country  folk  with  the  wonders  of  the  distant 
;lls  them  offish  that  fly  higher  than  the  church-steeple, 

than  the  distance  to  the  wood  on  the  hill ;  but  the 
mes  shake  their  heads  incredulously.  He  then  relates 
anchor  was  fouled  in  the  wheels  of  Pharaoh's  chariot 
»  Red  Sea,  and  this  finds  a  readier  belief,  for  they  have 
Pharaoh's  chariot.  Tliey  blush  to  hear  him  tell  of  men 
se  with  breeches,  and  shudder  to  learn  there  are  people 
^brothers,  and  sup  on  sons.  He  tells  them  how  a  shark 
•asion  gulped  their  stream  anchor,  and  how  when  they 

up,  they  found  half  a  whale-boat,  one  cask  of  tallow, 
and  a  girl  in  his  stomach.  But  his  visit  and  his  tales  are 
again  he  goes  to  sea." 

voyage  terminates  his  apprenticeship,  and  he  is  his  own 

pretty  good  foundation  for  an  education  has  been  laid 
ous  characters  with  whom  he  has  sailed,  but  it  is  now 
snuine  and  unrestrained  rollicks  commence ;  hitherto  a 
'e  has  retained  him  within  a  certain  boundary.  In  all 
he  now  makes  a  voyage  as  "  man. "  At  his  return  he 
le  deems  an  inexhaustible  amount  of  money  to  receive. 
lot,  as  formerly,  visit  his  country  friends;  they  are  un- 

and  in  all  probability  never  again  seen.  In  a  great  nura- 
R  his  sole  care  is  tu  get  rid  of  his  cash.  A  crimp  and  pub- 
eeper  takes  him  under  his  protection,  absorbing  cash  as  a 
's  water;  ladies  of  an  unholy  sisterhood,  and  sailors  who 
:  to  sea,  aid  him  with  all  fervour  in  his  praiseworthy  re- 
l  short  work  they  make  of  it  between  them.  The  sharks 
res  must  all  be  "treated  to  the  play."     Of  course  they  go 

and  the  crazy  vehicle  groans  beneath  the  weight  of  a 
pass  one  single  public-house  on  their  line  without  pulling 
je  deemed  lubberly  in  the  extreme.  Jack  himself  is  aloft, 
ders,  and  perhaps  handle  the  tiller-ropes.  Before  their 
half  done  he  becomes  so  frolicsome  that  he  insists  on 
le  admiring  spectators  to  a  hornpipe  on  the  roof,  and  he 
juiet  when  the  roof  gives  way,  and  he  descends  into  tiie 
of  limbs  and  bodies  under  it,  where  he  sticks  like  a  wedge 

latre  is  now  in  sight,  and  they  bring  up  at  the  gallery 
after  another  "drop"  they  mount  to  the  shilling  Olym- 
expect  the  tar  to  sit  quietly  down  here  would  be  unrea- 

audience  and  manager.  He  shouts,  laughs,  roars,  and 
llooB  to  any  brother  blue-jacket  he  chances  to  spy  out,  and 

to  his  feelings  according  to  the  nature  of  the  drama,  He 
1  relish  for  humourj,  and  laughs  prodigiously  ;  should  he 
tragedy — for  instance,  Othello, — his  excitement  soon  boils 
i  in  vain  his  companions  assure  him  it  is  all  "  a  shatn  ;  "  he 
lie  "  blackamoor  "  to  keep  his  dirty  hands  off  that  sweet 
pipes  to  the  rescue.  It  is  difficult  to  restrain  him  from 
}wn  and  mixing  in  the  scene;  he  swears  to  revenge  the 
thj  and  is  very  liberal  in  his  promises  of  broken  heads  and 
imbs.     Between  the  pieces  he  makes  the  tour  of  the  gal- 
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lery  outside  the  railings ;  the  pit  roars  "  Bravo,  Jack  ! "  but  t 
oflicera  curse  Jack,  and  unceremoniously  haul  him  back  to  liis  seat. 
in  which  he  is  held  by  the  strength  of  hia  companions.  A  farce  con- 
cludes the  entertainments,  and  this,  with  the  aid  of  sundry  stone- 
bottles,  puts  Jack  in  good  humour,  and  he  forgets  all  about  the 
ladv  and  the  Bloorj  and  promised  vengeance. 

The  party  adjourn  from  the  theatre  to  the  nearest  public  house  ; 
they  sup  and  drink  again,  and  after  a  very  short  time  all  is  a  blank 
to  our  hero.  When  he  wakes  in  the  morning  he  finds  his  face 
bruised,  his  head  broken,  himself  in  a  watch-house,  and  his  pockets 
without  a  copper.  He  is  taken  before  a  magistrate,  accused  of 
drunkenness  and  rioting,  tells  his  tale,  is  reprimanded,  lectured,  and 
pitied  (he  can't  be  fined),  and  dismissed  with  half-a-crown  from  the 
poor-box.  He  goes  and  spends  his  last  penny  among  those  who 
robbed  him  of  his  pounds,  and  then  gets  a  ship,  to  go  and  earn  more 
money,  w-hich  at  his  return  is,  with  occasional  variations  in  the 
means,  got  rid  of  as  quickly  and  as  well.  Let  it  be  remarked  he 
sometimes  gives  as  readily  as  he  spends,  and  with  as  little  discri- 
mination. 

Aiier  his  first  voyage  the  sailor  frequently  enters  on  board  a  man 
of  war,  where  his  remaining  days  of  service  are  passed.  He  most 
likely  fights  many  hard  buttles,  performs  many  gallant  actions,  and 
plays  the  deuce  among  the  women,  marrying  perhaps  some  half 
dozen  of  them  at  the  end  of  as  many  successive  voyages,  in  his 
prize-money  sprees,  none  of  whom  he  would  scarcely  recognise  after 
being  a  month  at  sea.  Many  clangers  attend  his  career,  and  it  is 
rarely  all  are  escaped.  He  may  be  shipwrecked  or  drowned,  wound- 
ed in  battle,  perhaps  killed,  and  soon  forgotten  among  others  whose 
blood  mingled  with  his  own  on  the  ^ory  deck ;  he  may  die  at  sea, 
and  a  messmate's  tear  dropped  on  his  briny  grave  be  all  that  mark- 
ed his  exit ;  or  he  may  be  captured,  and  in  a  foreign  prison  remain  as 
utterly  lost  to  all  who  had  once  known  him,  as  though  sunk  in  the 
depths  of  ocean.  Should  he  survive  all  these,  and  exist  beyond  bis 
strength,  Greenwich  Hospital,  or  a  pension,  await  the  evening  of  his 
days ;  but  for  the  mercbant-seaman,  enfeebled  in  arduous  service, 
there  was,  aljis !  until  very  recently,  no  provision,  and  the  last  days 
of  his  useful  life  were  passed  in  menial  drudgery,  or  labour,  fit  but 
for  younger  hands,  within  the  cheerless  walls  of  the  parish  work- 
house. 

We  have  not  inquired  whether  these  loose  remarks  come  up  to 
the  standard  raised  by  Dibdin's  songs,  Marryat's  novels,  and  nauti- 
cal dramas,  but  apprehend  they  are  not  many  cable-lengths  from  tlie 
true  one.  That  exceptions  exist  to  the  reckless,  careless  character 
we  have  sketched,  is  quite  true  ;  we  ourselves,  and  our  astonishment 
was  immense,  a  few  days  ago  saw  a  regutar-bullt  tar  enter  a  savings' 
bankl 
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•  a  woman  as  old  as  Hecuba,  or  as  ugly  as  CaifdcaTata- 
ler  than  Wra.  Bumgarten  !  to  whom  everything  that 
etters  ia  pall  and  bitterness.  Were  the  annoyance  con- 
;lf  nlone,  I  should  cry,  '  Content/  —  for  the  labourer  is 
!  hire  ;  and  she  who  sows  nettles  and  thorns  is  entitled 
iging  ami  prickly  harvest.  And  madam  to  go  throiij^h 
letting  fall  a  few  crocodile  tears  !  Had  they  been  com- 
id  holy  tears,  1  should  hiive  respected  them  ;  but  the 
ps  of  a  pestilent  .shrew,  when  her  passion  boils  over — 
nper  should  ride  quarantine,  and  have  a  hiflct  de  sanlt\ 
'X  loose  upon  suciety.  Away  from  the  heated  .itmosphere 
vy,  and  all  uncharitableness,  thank  Heaven,  I  can  now 
y  again  ! " 

e  among  the  ruminationii  of  Uncle  Timothy  as  he  saun- 
fard  through  the  green  fields  on  a  beautiful  autumn 
wo  interesting  objects  lay  immediately  before  him  ;  the 
:h  and  grave-yard,  and  a  row  of  ancient  almshouses,  the 
raentof  a  bountiful  widow,  who  having  been  brought  to 
rrow  was,  had  erected  them  aa  the  last  resting-place  but 
iged  and  the  poor. 

fit  in  our  ancestors '  a  fine  spirit  of  humanity  towards 
and  the  needy.  The  charitable  pittance  was  not  doled 
by  the  hand  of  insolent  authority  ;  but  the  way-farer, 
.  and  foot-sore  claimed  at  the  ^ates  of  these  pious  insti- 
ew  of  which  still  remain  in  their  primitive  simplicity) 
lodging,  and  his  groat,  which  were  dispensed,  generally 
88,  and  always  with  decency.  Truly  we  may  say,  that 
,'sent  generation  has  gained  in  head  (and  even  this  ad- 
ibject  to  many  qualifications),  it  has  lost  in  heart ! 
lad  just  received  its  "poor  inhabitant ;"  the  mourners 


le  Reformation,  there  were  no  Poor'»  Rates.  The  charitnble  dole, 
ligious  h(m»«s,  and  the  i-hurch-aie  in  e^-f  rv  parish  did  the  busineat. 
parish  there  wivs  u  Chun.'Ii-h<iuHS  la  wtiicli  Ut'ltinged  spuii,  pots,  ts.c. 
rovtaion.  Here  the  huusckeepers  met,  and  were  merry,  and  gave 
The  yaun(;  people  came  there  too,  and  tiad  dancing,  bowling,  shoot- 
c.  Mr.  A.  Wood  assure*  me,  that  there  were  few  or  no  almshousei 
c  of  Henry  the  Eighth  i  that  at  Oxon,  opposite  Christdiurch,  was 
tai^cieiu  in  EnKlutid."— Alirey  .MiJS. 

T  intended — is  it  just— i«  it  fitting,  that  the  Masterships  of  St.  Cross, 
,  aud  &1.  Kutluuine'i,  Loudou,  ehould  be  such  sumptuous  sinecures? 
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had  departed,  and  two  or  three  busy  urchins,  vith  shovels  and 
spades,  were  filling  in  the  earth ;  while  the  sexton,  a  liviiiff  doi, 
nothing  loth  to  see  his  work  done  by  proxy,  looked,  vntu.  open 
mouth  and  leaden  eyes,  carelessly  on.  Uncle  Tinu^y  ^raised 
slowly  up  the  path,  and  pausing  before  the  "  narrow  cell/'  enforced 
silence  and  decency,  if  not  absolute  reverence,  by  that  irresistiUe 
charm  that  ever  accompanied  his  presence.  His  pensive,  thoaghtfiil 
look,  and  mournful  smile,  almost  surprised  the  gazers  into  sympathy. 
Who  was  the  silent  tenant  ?  None  could  tell.  He  was  a  strancer 
in  the  village;  but  their  pastor  must  have  known  something  of  his 
story ;  for  bis  voice  faltered  whilst  reading  the  funeral  service,  and 
he  was  observed  to  weep.  Uncle  Timothy  passed  on,  and  continued 
his  peregrination  among  the  tombs.  How  grossly  had  the  dead 
been  libelled  by  the  flattery  of  the  living !  Here  was  "  a  tender 
husband,  a  loving  father,  and  an  honest  man,"  who  certainly  had 
never  tumbled  his  wife  out  at  window,  kicked  his  children  oat  of 
doors,  or  picked  his  neighbour's  pocket  in  broad  daylight  on  the 
King's  highway ;  yet  was  he  a  hypocritical  heartless  old  monqf^. 
worshipper !  'There  lay  a  "  disconsolate  widow,"  the  names  cf 
whose  three  "  lamented  husbands  "  were  chiselled  on  her  toinb> 
stone !     To  the  more  opulent  sort  of  human  clay,  who  could  affond 

Elenty  of  lead  and  stone, — ^perchance  the  emblems  of  their  dull,  cold 
eads  and  hearts, —  what  pompous  quarries  were  raised  abow 
ground  !  what  fulsome  inscriptions  dedicated !  But  the  poor  came 
meanly  off.  Here  and  there  a  simple  flower,  blooming  on  the  raiaed 
sod,  and  fondly  cherished,  told  of  departed  friends  and  kindred  not 
yet  forgotten !  And  who  that  should  see  a  rose  thus  affectitmafedy 
planted  would  let  it  droop  and  wither  for  want  of  a  tear  ? 

"  Ah  ! "  thought  Uncle  Timothy,  "  may  /  make  my  last  bed  widl 
the  poor  ! — 

"  Let  not  unkind,  untimely  thrift 
These  little  boons  deny; 
Nor  those  who  lore  me  while  I  live 
Neglect  me  when  I  die ! " 

A  monument  of  chaste  and  simple  design  attracted  his  attention  * 
he  bent  his  way  towards  it,  and  uncovering  his  head,  perused  the 
inscription.  It  was  to  the  memory  of  a  gentle  spirit,  whom  he 
mourned  with  a  brother's  love.  Four  lines  were  all  that  had  been 
thought  essential  to  say ;  but  they  were  sufficiently  expressive. 

Father !  thy  name  we  bless, 

Thy  providence  adore. 
Earth  has  a  mortal  less, 

Heaven  has  an  angel  more ! 

The  "  Giver  of  every  good  and  perfect  gift  "  had  taken  her  daughter 
the  child  of  hope  and  many  tears,  before  she  knew  sin  or  sorrow' 
Her  epitaph  ran  thus : — 

Oh  1  happy  they  who  call'd  to  rest 

£re  sorrow  fiades  their  bloom. 
Awhile  a  blessing  are — and  bless'd — 

Then  sink  into  the  tomb. 

From  fleeting  joys  and  lasting  woes 

On  youthful  wing  they  fly—  ' 

In  heaven  they  blossom  like  the  rose. 
The  flowers  that  early  die  1 
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ntl  holy  calm  fell  upon  Uncle  Timothy,  with  a  sweet 
mt  a  happier  meeting  with  departed  friends  was  not  far 
id  as  the  guardiimship  of  ministering  angels  was  liis  firm 
kvourite  theme,  his  secret  prayer  at  this  solemn  moment 
ley  might  save  htm  from  tJie  bodily  and  mental  infirmi- 
fishness  and  apathy  of  protracted  years.  He  read  the 
over  again,  with  a  full  conviction  of  their  truthfulness. 
'.u  own. 

)scure  corner — and  afir  off — Truth,  for  a  wonder,  had 
epitaph  upon  one  who  loved,  not  his  xpcciei,  but  his 

Bencaih  this  stone  old  Nicholas  lies; 
Nobody  laughs,  and  nobody  cries. 
Where  he  's  gone,  and  how  he  fares, 
Nobody  knows,  and  nobody  cares  I 

great  distance  was  a  tomb  entirely  overgrown  with  rank 
les,  and  thorns ;  and  there  was  a  superstitious  legend 
it,  that  they  all  grew  up  in  one  night,  and  though  they 
veral  times  rooted  up,  still,  in  one  night,  they  all  grew 
Stones  had  been  ignominiously  cast  upon  it ;  and  certain 
s  of  the  village  gravely  affirmed  that,  on  the  anniversary 
1  of  the  miserable  old  crone,  the  Black  Saiicius^  was  per- 
lerself  and  guardian  spirits  !  A  yew-tree  stretcheil  forth 
anchea  over  the  tomb,  which  in  one  night  also  became 
id  blasted  1 

)rch  of  the  centre  almshouse  sat  an  aged  female  in  a  wi- 
and  beside  her  the  village  pastor.  From  the  earnestness 
;ss,  he  seemed  to  be  exhorting  her  to  resignation  ;  but  the 
.'11  from  her  eyes  proved  how  hard  was  the  task  !  Though 
)thy  would  not  have  done  homage  to  the  highest  poten- 
stendom  for  all  the  wealth  and  distinction  that  he  or  she 
w,  he  felt  his  knees  tremble  under  him  at  the  sacredness 
lorrow;  and  with  the  same  kindred  feeling  that  had  often 
"rejoice  with  those  that  rejoice,"  he  was  now  ready  to 
li  those  that  weep."  He  walked  up  the  neat  little  flower 
1  having  read  the  grateful  memorial  inscribed  over  the 
rway  to  the  charitable  foundress,  he  was  about  to  speak, 
rords,  "  Blessed  are  they  that  mourn,  for  they  shall  be 
'  fell  like  the  dews  of  heaven  upon  his  ear !     The  widow 


d  infomui  ns  [tee  note  upon  Chapmjin'a  Widow's  Team,  in  DodRley's 
at  "the  Slack  Sanelui  was  a  hymn  to  Snint  Satan,  written  in  ridicule 
ixury."     And  Taritnn  (m*  Nbw<i  out  of  Purgatt)ry)  quotes  it  in  "the 

Boniface."  "And  upon  this  thei-e  was  a  general  ninurmtig  through 
e  cardinals  wept,  the  abbots  howled,  tlie  monks  rored,  the  fryere 
as  puled,  the  curt«zaiis  hirat-nted,  the  l>t>]B  rang,  the  tapen  were 
luch  a  Blacke  Sarietut  was  not  teene  a  loii^  time  afore  in  Rome." 
SbdcIui  here  said  to  he  performed  was  of  a  diiferent  itind.  It  was 
h)'Tnn  to  Satan,"  in  which  the  old  crone  and  tlit  most  favoured  of  lier 

the  priadpal  parts  in  the  btue.  Hypocrisy  led  the  band.  Avarice 
lidJe,  and  curses,  '■'■  not  loud,  but  deep,"  from  above  and  beloir,  duinted 
e  chorus. 


"  The  r«tt  God  knows— perhaps  the  Dtvil !  " 
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looked  u|i — she  hiiBhed  every  sigh — she  wiped  away   every  t« 
the  divine  potency  of  the  promise  sustained  her,  and  «jlie  wept  nol 
more. 

Little  ceremony  did  Uncle  Timothy  use  towards  the  good  pastor 
and  his  comforted  mourner.  His  address  began  with  a  simple  qoes- 
tion,  who  was  the  brother  that  he  liad  so  recently  consigned  to  the 
grave  ? 

"  This  poor  widow's  only  son  !  "  was  the  tearful,  tremulous  reply. 

The  widow  rose  to  bring  a  chair  for  Uncle  Timothy,  and  she  in- 
vited him  to  sit  down  with  a  smile ;  for  hope  was  radiant  in  her 
countenance,  and  her  heart  was  at  rest. 

"  The  story  is  brief  and  mournful,"  said  the  good  pastor.  "  This 
poor  widow  hai>  seen  better  days,  and  had  troops  of  fair-weather 
friends  when  she  little  needed  them.  Bankruptcy  and  ruin  overtook 
her  husband,  and  hurried  him  to  the  grave.  This  humble  asylum 
opened  its  door  to  receive  her ;  and  here,  though  she  might  review 
the  past  with  fond  regret,  she  became  grateful  for  the  present,  and 
hopeful  for  the  future.  Her  son,  a  youth  of  fine  intellect,  and  aeetn- 
ingly  born  to  happier  fortunes,  submitted  to  the  ill-paid  drudgery  of 
an  oflice  where  the  hands,  not  the  head,  were  required  ;  and  he  de- 
lighted to  spare  from  his  narrow  pittance  such  additional  comforts 
for  his  mother  as  were  not  contemplated  by  the  pious  foundress  in 
those  primitive  times.  He  would  hasten  hither  on  beautiful  summer 
evenings  after  the  business  of  the  day.  to  trim  her  little  garden,  sur- 
prise her  with  some  frugal  luxury,  and  see  that  she  was  happy.  The 
Sabbath  he  never  omitted  passing  under  this  roof,  and  he  led  ber  to 
tny  pew,  —  for  she  is  a  gentlewoman,  sir,  —  where  she  sat  with  my 
family.  Consumption,  aggravated  by  a  fever  on  the  spirits,  seized 
his  frame;  and  what  privations  did  he  endure,  what  fatigues  did  be 
brave,  to  conceal  the  first  fatal  symptoms  from  his  mother  !  Of  a 
melancholy  temperament,  endued  with  all  the  fine  sensibilities  of 
genius,  duath,  under  much  less  unprosperoua  circumstances,  would 
have  been  a  welcome  visiter ;  but  to  die — and  leave — no  matter.  I 
promised  to  take  upon  myself  the  solemn  charge,  should  the  dreaded 
moment  arrive.  It  lias  arrived,  and  that  promise,  by  the  blessing  of 
my  God,  I  will  faithfully  redeem."  I 

Uncle  Timothy  was  not  an  envious  man- — he  knew  envy  by  nanmj 
only.  But  if  at  this  particular  moment  his  heart  could  have  beca| 
anatomised,  oh,  how  he  envied  the  good  pastor  ! 

"  The  disease  gained  ground  with  fearful  strides.  He  was  obliged 
to  absent  himself  from  business  ;  and  as  his  liberal  employers  were 
no-work-no-pay  philanthropists,  he  was  left  to  his  own  slender  re> 
sources,  and  retired  here  to  die." 

"  Who  sustained  my  lost  son  in  his  long  sickness,  comforte<l  bin 
in  affliction,  and  received  his  last  sigh  }  Ah!  sir— But  I  dare  not 
disobey  your  too  strict  injunction. 

'  Friend  of  the  poor !  the  moamer  feels  tliy  aid — 
Sbe  cannot  pay  thee,  but  thou  wilt  be  paid! '  " 

"  It  was  one  evening  in  the  decline  of  autumn  when  I  accomnS? 
nied  my  dear  young  friend  in  one  of  his  solitary  rambles.     The  sun 
was  setting  in  golden  splendour,  and  tinged  the  deep  blue  clouds 
that  appeared,  at  a  distance,  like  mountains  rising  above  one  another 
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*Yon  glorious  orb/  he  cricd^  with  sacred  fervour^  '  emblem  of  im- 
moruiit^  ! 

The  setting  and  tlie  risini^  sun 

To  me  are  themes  of  deep  reflection— 
Death,  frail  mortal !  is  the  one. 
The  other  is  thy  resurrectioD. 
Oh  1  be  that  resurrection  mine, 
Asd  glorious  as  those  rays  divine  I 

A  few  dajrs  aAer  I  wa^  called  to  bis  bed-side  ;  the  icy  hand  of  death 
had  seizetl  him ;  he  recognised  rae,  smiled,  and  gently  pressed  my 
hsnd.  '  Every  misery  missed,'  he  whispered,  '  is  a  mercy ! '  A  faint 
stru^le,  and  a  short  sigh  succeeded,  and  he  was  gone  to  his  rest !  " 

"  \Vhat  a  poor  figure  would  this  simple  record  of  good  works, 
lively  faith,  and  filial  piety  make  in  a  modem  obituary,  where  inco- 
herent ravings  arc  eagerly  noted  down  by  prying,  officious  death-bed 
gonipers,  and  wrought  into  a  romance,  always  egotistical,  and  too 
ortra  profane !  Such  unseemly  displays  may  flatter  the  vanity  of 
the  ilead  and  the  living,  but  they  dishonour  both.  To  you,  madam," 
tfliitd  Uncle  Timothy,  taJiing  the  poor  old  widow's  hand,  and  press- 
ing it  tenderly,  "  consolation  and  hope  have  been  brought  by  a  hea- 
Tcn-«ppointed  messenger.  Something,  however,  remains  to  be  done 
OS  worldly  sense.  But  I  see  our  good  friend  is  on  the  eve  of  de- 
ptrture;  what  I  was  about  to  propose  shall  be  submitted  to  him 
when  we  are  alone.  In  the  mean  time,  you  will  please  to  consider 
lltit  bumbie  roof  but  as  a  temporary  home.  It  abounds  in  sad  re- 
Dembrances,  which  change  of  scene  may  mitigate  and  soften  down, 
■foot  entirely  dispel.  I  have  no  mother— do  not  be  surprised,  ma- 
•lan,"  (smiling  through  his  tears) — "  I  am  not  asking  you  to  adopt 
«ch  a  worthless  old  fellow  as  tne  for  a  son  ;  but  I  have  a  dear,  af- 
Itctiotiate  relative,  whose  light-hearted  exuberances  might  be  clias- 
troed  by  your  presence  and  good  advice.  Believe  me,  he  would 
ilteply  regard  you,  tvere  it  onlyj'or  your  sorrow.  And  as  there  '  is 
trptrcial  providence  in  the  falhng  ot  a  sparrow,'  1  cannot  doubt  th.-it 
•now  good  spirit  directed  me  hither.  God  bless  you !  We  shall 
•Tj  ioon  meet  again." 

And  locking  the  kind  pastor's  arm  in  his  own,  he  hurried  down 
(lie  little  garden,  pausing  for  a  moment  to  gather  a  pale  rose,  whicfi 
w  placed  in  his  bosom. 
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"  RiiLLY,  Slaster  Jackimo^  I  'm  quite  ashamed  on  your  laziness  I 
y^Q  onlv  gits  up  to  lie  down,  and  only  lies  down  to  git  up  !  and,  in- 
♦teid  of' making  your  bow  to  the  ladies  and  gentlemen,  and  holding 
•xit  your  cap  to  catch  the  coppers,  you  are  everlastingly  a-doing  o' 
"uRiu  but  pulling  up  your  shirt-collar,  and  cracking  o'  nuts.  Hav'n't 
'Ifeated  you  more  like  a  relation  than  a  monkey — giving  you  the 
l***  of  adwice  ?  But  if  ever  I  find  you  at  your  old  fun  ag'in,  as 
""<  an  my  name's  Blinking  Billy  /'//  lake  off  your  goold  scaritt 

This  was  addressed  by  an  itinerant  musician,  in  a  shocking  bad 
ti  with  a  garnish  of  old  red  cotton  nightcaps,  to  his  mendicant 
"^  key,  that  he  had  perched  upon  WhiHinglon'i  Stone  for  the  pur- 
'  of  taking  him  more  conveniently  to  task.     The  ofiender  was  of 
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a  grave  aspect,  with  a  remarkably  knowing  look.  He  was  dressed 
en  militaire,  with  an  old-fashioned  scarlet  waistcoat  embroidered  with 
tinsel,  of  which  he  seemed  monstrously  vain.  He  listened  with  be- 
coming seriousness  to  the  musiciim's  expostulation,  slyly  reserving 
in  the  corner  of  his  jaw  a  nut  that  he  deferred  to  crack  till  opportu- 
nity should  offer,  JBut  at  the  threat  of  losing  his  red  waistcoat,  he 
gibbered,  chattered,  and  by  every  species  of  pantoraimical  begging 
and  bowing,  promised  future  amendment. 

Had  not  the  mind  of  Uncle  Timothy  been  too  much  occupied  with 
recent  events,  he  would  doubtless  have  scraped  acquaintance  with 
both  monkey  and  man,  who  were  evidently  eccentrics,  and  Uncle 
Tim  was  a  lover  of  eccentricity.  The  moment  that  tlie  monkey 
spied  a  customer,  he  began  Ids  work  of  reformation  by  jumping  off 
the  stone,  running  the  full  tether  of  his  chain,  making  n  graceful 
bow,  and  holding  out  his  cap  for  a  contribution.  His  politeness  whs 
rewarded  with  sixpence  from  Uncle  Timothy,  and  an  approving 
word  from  his  master ;  and  the  middle-aged  gentleman,  serenaded 
by  a  passing  grind  from  the  barrel-organ,  walked  slowly  on. 

A  caravansary  of  exhibitors  bound  to  Bartholomew  Fair  had  halt- 
ed at  Mother  Red-Cap's,'  an  ancient  hostelrie  at  the  foot  of  High- 
gate  Hill.  Although  weary  and  parched  with  thirst.  Uncle  Timothy 
might  probably  have  journeyed  onward,  had  not  tlie  "  beck'ning 
ghost "  of  jovial  John  Backster,"  flitting  in  the  evening  grey,  motioned 
him,  in  imagination,  to  enter.  He  made  his  way  to  the  low-roofed 
side  parlour,  where  were  assembled  a  motley  troop  of  showmen  and 
conjurors.     One  fellow  was  busily  employed  in  shaving  a  baboon,' 


'  MottuT  Red  Cap,  doubtless  an  emanation  of  Elinour  liumtninp,  waa  a  farnor* 
ke  ugii  during  the  aixte«ntb  and  Kventeraih  centuries,  and  the  black  Jack  (hat 
■he  held  in  her  Ikund  WM  a  tyinbol  of  good  ale.  Two  autient  hostelrie*  still  liear 
her  propouL-ssing  effigy :  one  in  the  Ilomjutearl  Jiooil.  near  Kentish  Toirn  ;  and  one 
at  Iloltincny.  It  i^  snid  that  a  rrniarkiilile  shrew,  9iother  Dnmnable,  of  Kentiab 
Town,  (of  whom  tlie  lute  Mr.  Bindley  had  an  unique  engraving,)  gave  na>  to  the 
former  »ign.  This  ill-favoured  lady  Igokt  more  like  o  witch,  or  snrorew,  than  an 
ale-wife.  She  would  have  frightened  her  cUBtomers  out  of  the  house,  and  thrir 
horses  nut  of  the  stuhle  !  A\'e  are  inclined  to  give  the  palm  of  priority  to  the  rene- 
ruhle  Ced-capiml  nuithor  at  U'tlloway,  who  must  have  beeu  moderately  noturioua  in 
the  time  of  lirunken  Bamabv,  when  he  baited  to  n^ale  himself  M  her  portal. 

"  Thence  to  HoUoway,  Mother  Red-cap 
In  a  troop  of  trulls  I  did  hap  ; 
Wh — s  of  Babfflon  me  impiUled, 
And  me  their  Adoni»  called  ; 
With  me  toy'd  they,  buss'd  me,  cull'd  me. 
But  being  needy,  out  they  pulled  me." 

*  Jo&n  BaektUr  kept  the  Mother  Red  Cap  at  HoUou»iy  in  IC67.  We  areln~ 
pouBMion  of  bis  Token,  on  the  right  side  of  which  is  engraved  Mother  Red  Cap 
holding  a  RUiek  Jack,  with  his  initials  of  "  J.  H.  Il'u  Half  Peny :  "  and  oa  the  r*- 
veise,  '^John  Racknter,  att-the  Mother  Rend  Capp  in  hnltway,  1 667." 

'  The  UalMMiu  and  the  monkey  were  very  popular  drolls  in  ancient  times.  The 
fiillowitig  Hnea  occur  in  a  work  called  "  Ayres  or  Pbantasticke  Sprites  for  three 
Voices,"  published  by  Thomas  WeeUces,  '•'  Batcbehu-  of  Muaicke,"  1608. 

"  The  ape,  the  monkey,  and  baboon  did  meet, 
And  breaking  of  their  fast  in  Friday  Street ; 
Two  of  them  (ware  toigetber  solemnly 
In  thair  three  natures  «aa  a  vympatby. 
•  Nay,*  quoth  Baboon, '  I  do  deny  tliat  strain, 
I  have  more  knavery  iu  me  than  you  twain.' 


IN    THE    OLDEN    TIME. 


S67 


tended  to  exhibit  as  a  fairy ;  and  another  was  rasping 

lin  of  a  muzzled  bear,  that  bore  the  operation  with  ex- 

ience,  sitting  in  an  arm-chair,  dressed  in  a  check  waist- 

>w8ers,  in  his  professional  character  of  an  Ethiopian 

conjuror  was  looking  at  a  large  dragon-fly  through  a 

glass,  to  see  how  it  would  pass  off  for  the  great  high 

hter-flighter  ;  and  the  projvrietor  of  an  aviary  was  sup- 

mg  blackbird  with  an  artificial  comb  and  wattles  of  red 

id  a  customer  for  him  as  the  great  cocky,  or  olla  bird  of 

A  showman  was  mending  the  fractured  bridge  of  Mr. 

nose,  while  his  stage-manager  tried  a  new  tail  on  the 

>  master  of  the  monster  tea-kettle,  who  had  recently  been 

>ut,"  was  tricking  out  his  red-haired^  strapping  Dulcinea 

k's  feathers,  bits  of  stained  glass,  catskins,  strips  of  co- 

er,  and  teaching  her  to  sing  some  unintelligible  gibberish 

pose  of  extracting  from  the  Bartholomew  Fair  gulls  a 

he  prodigious  sight  of  a  real  wild  Indian.     A  mermaid 

ess  of  completion  ;  a  dog  was  practising  a  minuet  with  a 

see  how  hia  fifth  leg  fitted  him  ;  a  learned  pig'  was  going 

lesson  in  numbers  and  cards;  a  cat  of  extraordinary  in- 

as  feeding  a  kitten  with  starch,  to  make  it  stand  up- 

mkey  instructed  an  intellectual  goose  how  to  carry  a  pair 

!  milkpails  ;  a  poetical  licensed  victualler  had  just  paint- 

jard,  which  was  emblazoned  with  the  sign  of  the  Griffin 

the  following  liues  in  capitals, 

"  I,  Jolm  Slubba  lyveth  hear, 
Sels  goode  Brandy,  Gin,  and  Bere, 


'  Why,'  quoth  the  Ape,  '  I  have  a  horse  at  will 

In  Paris  Garden,  for  to  ridu  <m  still. 

And  there  show  tricks.* — '  Tush,'  quoth  the  31onkey, '  I 

Far  twtter  trick*  iu  great  men'a  houses  lie.' 

*  Tudh  I'  <juoLh  Baboon  ;  '  when  men  do  know  I  rome. 

For  sport  IVorn  town  and  country  they  will  nin.'  *' 

if  the  old  plays  the  devil  was  dressed  in  a  [Hack  suit,  painted  with 
nde  to  shine,  "  Let  the  i!fvil  near  black  for  me,  I  'It  have  a  suit  of 
Hamlet.  In  the  mysteries  and  moralities  of  an  earlier  date,  he  was 
h  a  hairy  dress,  like  a  wild-beast. 

•St  account  that  we  have  seen  of  a  Irarnetl  pig  is  to  be  found  in  an  old 
Fair  bill,  issued  by  that  Kmperor  of  all  conjurers,  Mr.  Fawkes,  which 
ortraic  of  the  swinish  puudit  holding  a  paper  in  his  mouth,  with  tlie 
ibed  upon  it.  This  "•  most  amazing  pi)?."  which  bad  a  partiioilarly 
I  the  pattern  of  docility  and  sagacity  ;  the  "  Pig  of  Knowledge,  Being 
Bver  taught  in  England."  Me  was  to  be  visited  "  at  a  Commodious 
B  Gfori^f,  West-Smithlield,  Puring  the  time  of  the  Fair :"  and  the 
re  required  to  **  See  and  Believe  !  "  Three-pence  was  the  price  of 
>ehold  "  This  astonishini;  animal  "  perform  with  cards,  money,  and 
&M.  The  bill  concluded  with  a  poetical  apotheosis  to  the  pig,  from 
net  one  rerse. 

"A  learned  pig  in  George's  reign. 

To  --Esop's  brutes  an  equal  boast ; 
Then  let  mimkiiid  again  combine, 

To  render  friendship  still  a  toast." 

at  Swift  could  write  sublimely  upon  a  broomstick.  Who  erer,  as  the 
ly,  better  "  improred  "  a  pij;  ?  Except  by  roojfini?  it !  In  1/32,  Mr. 
ntcd  a  "fcar/Mirf  goote  "  opposite  the  Oeor^  Ian,  West-Smithfield. 
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I  maid  mi  borde  «  leetle  wbyder, 
To  let  you  tiowe  I  «eU  goode  Syder :" 

the  lines,  like  the  liquors,  being  composed  by  the  said  John  Stubbs ! 
A  giant,'  well  padded  out,  was  adding  some  inches  to  his  stature  by 
a  pair  of  German  hogloshes,  with  extra  high  heels  ;  a  fresh-water 
sailor,  with  one  eye,  and  one  leg,  had  a  seal  that  exhaled  an  odour 
"most  ancient  and  fish-like;  "  a  ballad-singer  was  whitcnitig  his 
head  with  chalk,*  and  several  poor  Italian  boys,  with  tortoises,  squir- 
rels, monkeys,  and  white  mice,  were  jabbering  away  their  patois  in  m 
corner  with  great  animation.  One  lively  little  fellow,  the  lion  of  the 
party,  with  brilliant  black  eyes,  ivory  teuth,  and  a  dark  brown  com- 
plexion, tinged  with  the  bright  warmth  of  an  Italian  sun,  who  bore 
vn  In's  shoulder  a  frolickgome  marmoset'  that  he  ha<l  been  teaching 
to  leap  through  a  hoop,  amused  his  companions  with  a  ditty  that  he 
had  picked  up  on  his  journey  hither  from  the  pleasant  valleys  of  his 
father-land. 

The  person  of  Uncle  Timothy  was  naturally  imposing ;  but  the 
superfine  broad  cloth  and  brass  buttons  of  Mr.  Rumtit  had  invested 
it  with  a  magisterial  character  that  caused  a  sudden  movement 
among  the  exhibitors  when  he  entered  their  sanctorum.  But  the 
middle-aged  gentleman  soon  convinced  them  that  he  was  a  man  of 
humanity,  and  no  magistrate ;  which  quieted  the  alarms  of  both  men 
and  monkeys ;  and  so  gracious  were  his  looks  and  demeanour,  that 
tlie  shaved  bear,  which  had  viewed  him  with  scowling  distrust,  no 
longer  kept  aloof,  but  proffered  his  shaggy  paw  for  a  shake.  At 
tiiis  moment  the  lecturing  musician  entered  the  room,  and  Maater 
Jackimo,  recognising  his  benefactor,  jumped  from  the  organ,  ran  up 
to  him,  doffed  his  cap,  and  made  his  best  bow  I     Uncle  Timothy  and 


* 


'  OianU  have  lieen  "  Al  Home  "  not  at  fairs  only.  Ogi  Kin^  of  nn»Iian,  waa 
more  than  twelve  English  font  in  heif^ht.  Ooliah  wu  about  nine  fe«t  nine  inohw 
high— or  eleven  feet,  according  to  some  conimenuton.  The  £ni)>erur  .Maximinua 
M  *aid  to  have  been  nine  feet.  Turner,  the  nnturaliit,  mcntiimi  having  scon  on 
the  Brazil  coaat  a  race  of  gigantic  laragei,  one  of  whom  meaaured  twelve  feet  I 
And  MoniieurTberet,  in  his  deicriptioa  of  America,  ]iiitilikhed  at  Funs  in  l.%75, 
declares  that  he  saw  and  measured  the  skeleton  of  a  ^outh  American,  which  waa 
d«ven  feet  five  inches  iu  length.  Oiemfrhroecli  saw  at  Utrecht  a  weli-proportian> 
ed  living  man,  measuring  eight  feet  six  inches  ;  sod  Dr.  Becamus  was  intrudaoed 
to  a  youth  who  was  nearly  nine  feet  high  ;  a  man  almoit  ten  feet,  and  a  woman 
guile  tea  feet.  The  Patagouiant  have  been  represented  as  a  nation  of  giants.  The 
Fhiloaophical  Transactions  uf  the  Royal  Society  conuin  accounts  of  skeletrm^  dug 
tip  in  Englaod,  measuring  ei^lit  and  nine  fevt  in  length,  which  pruli&iily  were 
Roman.  In  the  forty-first  and  forty-second  volumes  uf  tne  same  work  are  two  en- 
gravings  taken  from  an  ot  fronlu  and  an  m  breffmatis,  the  former  of  which  is 
reckoned  to  have  belonged  to  a  person  lietween  eleven  and  twelve  feet  high  -.  the 
latter  to  a  giant  of  thirteen  feet  four  inches.  Walter  Panuiins,  porter  to  King 
James  the  First,  was  seven  feel  seven  inches  in  stature.  The  Chinese  would  liavo 
us  believe  that  they  pocsess  giants  fifieen  feet  high.  More  of  these  prodigies  here- 
after. 

>  Powdering  the  liair  is  supposed  to  have  taken  its  rise  in  mudem  Europe  frmn 
some  bitllad  riiufcr't  at  the  fair  of  St.  Germain's  in  1614,  whitming  their  head*  Ut 
make  themselves  ludicrous  t 

'  The  custom  of  beannf;  an  ape  on  the  shmtldcr  at  country  fain,  &c.  is  very  an- 
cient.   Uau  Jonaoa  makes  tlie  following  allusion  to  it  in  his  Atiu^e  <^f  Ggjme* : 

**  A  gypsy  in  his  shape., 

More  calls  the  beholder, 
Tlian  lliefetl'iu-  n-iitt  the  ape. 
Or  thi:  apt  «n  fiit  ihotMrr," 
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'  being  now  upon  terms,  he  ordered  in  biscuits  for  the 
d  buns  for  the  bears ;  not  forgetting  some  nuts  for  his 
iino,  who  waited  for  the  musician's  nod  before  he  ven- 
ick  one  of  tiiem.  He  then  inquired  of  the  bear-ward 
ir-footed  companion  would  like  to  drink  f  Upon  which 
:onsulted  his  oracle,  and  received  n  reply  which  set  the 
>ar — that  a  jug  of  home-brewed,  with  a  tonst  and  sugar, 
ipreniely  acceptable  !  Uncle  Timothy  started,  conceiving 
ive  suddenly  become  possessed  of  Balaam's  miraculous 
t  the  mystery  was  soon  explained ;  the  keeper  being  a 
t,  and  this  one  of  his  Bartleiny  fair  tricks, 
■ntlemen,"  said  Uncle  Timothy,  "  by  what  means  do  you 
animals  so  apprehensive  and  docile?  I  fear  there  is  some 
de  case." 

elty  at  allj  good  sir,"  replied  the  lecturing  musician,  who 

an  of  the  company.     ''It  is  your  Smilit/cld  drorers  anil 

is  cruel !     We  prac-/«jfe  the  soothing  system.     We  don't 

inimals   to  dance  on  red-hot  iron  plates,  as  our  aunt's 

cstors?)  did.     Now  that  'ere  monkey  o'  mine;  I  soon 

irhich  way  the  cat  jumped  with  him.     Never  wax  sicli  a 

rove  !     It  costes  me  a  I'ortin  in  starcli  to  stifTeu  his  shirt 

d  if  any  on  "em  is  in  the  least  limp,  my  wig  f  he  cliatters, 

^es  himself  all  the  airs  and  graces  of  a  fine  lady.     Some- 

•n  him  his  dooty  by  long  lessons  and  short  commons; 

[  threatens — onfi/  threatens  ! . — (but  I  fiat  in  your  honour's 

s  a-lisiening  all  tie  while !)  to  tip  him  monkey's  allowance 

irociously  a  very  thin  cane)  ;  but  when  I  want  to  touch 

I,  I  says,  '  Jackimo,  you  're  a  good-for-nuffin  little  nion- 

'11  walk  off  your  red  waistcoat ! '  " 

lanation  was  satisfactory  to  Uncle  Timothy. 

e  monkey  and  the  bear,  how  relish  they  the  razor  ?  " 

',  sir,  kindly  ! "  replied  the  bruin  shaver.     "  At  first  the 

'8S  summut  rough  and  ugly ;  his  beard  turned  the  hedges 

ster-knives  afore  I  could  trim  him  into  a  gentleman.  Uut 

S  the  advantage  on  it.     Don't  i^ou,  mtf  daixif  ?  " 

r,  after  the  fashion  of  the  Irii>h  echo,  was  made  to  ventri- 

I  growl,  gruffly,  "  /  does,  nii)  tulip  !  " 

-•ral  rehearsals  being  over,  and  all  things  put  in  order  for 

jachiiig  campaign,  the  exhibitors  were  ubout  to  depart, 

curred  to  Uncle  Timothy  that  lie  had  not  paid  his  footing 

dmitted  behind  the  i<ceties.     He  addretised  the  real  wild 

d  begged  her  to  call  for  what  best  pleased  her  palate ; 

resolved  itself  into  a  rasher  on  the  coals,  a  Welsh  rabbit, 

of  nutbrown,  and  a  thimblefull  of  brundy  to  keep  off  the 

Ihe  was.  then  escorted  to  her  tca-ketlle,  and  put   under 

he  night.     The  bear  and  the  monkey  having  been  similar. 

1  of,  their  respective  shavers  made  merry  with  the  rest  of 

folk.     Uncle  Timothy  took  the  poor  little  lulian  boys 

jwn  care,  and  feasted  them  plenteously.     At  this  moment 

kettle  drew  up,  with  a  caravan  in  the  rear. 

madam,"  said  a  tragedy  queen,  peeping  through  a  bit  of 

ten  curtain  that  depended  before  the  entrance  to  the  tea- 

L  dwarf  in  tlie  caravan,  "do  you   put  up  at  Mother  Red- 
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"  Not  I,  madam,"  responded  the  Lilliputian  lady,  "  /  stops  at  the 
Robin  Hood'  at  merry  Hoxton  ;<  none  but  the  lower  orders  stops  at 
Mother  Red-Cap's ! "  And  the  caravan  moved  on  as  fast  as  the 
wall-eyed,  half-starved  anatomy  of  a  Rosinante  could  drag  it. 

The  rival  tea-kettle  poured  out  a  part  of  its  contents  in  the  person 
of  a  long,  lean  man,  with  all  his  limbs  rumbling ;  no  way  reduceable 
to*compass,  unless  you  doubled  him  up  like  a  pocket-rule.  His  ward- 
robe was  in  a  fluttering  condition,  and  illustrative  of  Jew-frippety 
and  Rag-Fair  tawdry.  His  coat  was  a  patchwork  quilt,  his  waiat- 
coat  and  pantaloons,  the  sign  of  the  chequers,  an  escutcheon  quar- 
tering all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow. 

"  In  his  hand 
A  box  he  bore,  wherein  the  pungent  dust 
Of  Dutch  rapee,  in  gaudy  state  reclin'd. 
OH  would  he  ope  the  lid,  and  ofl  immerge 
His  fingers," 

for  the  purpose  of  exciting  an  agreeable  titillation  in  a  very  sharp 
nose,  that  blushed  like  a  corn-poppy. 

"  A  glass  of  cold  water,  warm  without  sugar,  Lady  Teazle  ?  or  • 
strip  of  white  satin  and  bitters,  my  Belvidera  ?  A  pint  of  half-and- 
half  in  the  pewter,  my  Calista  ?  or  a  tumbler  of  cold  without,  Mrs. 
Longbow  ?  " 

"  D  'ye  think,  Mr.  Bigstick,  I  'm  a  rhinoscheros,  a  river-oss,  or  s 
crocodile  ?  Order  me  a  pot  of  hot  coffee  and  buttered  toast ;  and 
mind,  Mr.  Bigstick,  let  it  be  buttered  on  bdh  sides." 

This  dialogue  was  carried  on  between  the  long  lean  man  and  an 
invisible  sharp-voiced  personage  in  the  tea-kettle. 

"  Coffee  and  toast  for  the  tea-kettle,"  shouted  the  waiter. 


'  This  old  hoiue,  fronting  the  fields  at  Hoxton,  was  formerly  a  noted  place  of 
report  for  the  Finslmry  archers.  Sir  William  D'Avenant,  in  his  "Long  ^^catioii 
in  London,"  says  of  the  proctors  and  attorneys, 

<'  Each  with  solemn  oath  agree 
To  meet  in  Fields  of  Fitikburie ; 
With  loynes  in  canvas  bow-case  tyde. 
Where  arrowes  stick  with  mickle  pride  ; 
With  bau  pinn'd  uji,  and  bow  in  band. 
All  day  most  fiercely  there  tliey  stand. 
Like  gboets  of  Adam  Bell  and  Clymme, 
Sol  sets  for  fear  they  '11  shoot  at  him." 

A  stray  Tozopholite  may  now  and  then  be  seen  at  the  Robin  Hood,  stringing  hit 
bow,  and  dreaming  of  the  merry  days  that  are  past.  Underneath  the  ancient  sign 
is  the  following  inscription. 

"  Ye  archers  bold,  and  yeomen  good, 
Stop,  and  drink  with  Robin  Hood  ; 
If  Robin  Hood  is  not  at  home, 
Stop,  and  drink  with  Little  John." 

>  Thomas  Dale,  Drawer  at  the  Crown  Tareni  at  Aldgate,  kept  the  Turk's  Head 
KIuKick-Booth  in  Smithfield-Rounds,  orer-ogainst  the  Greyhound  Inn,  during  the 
time  of  liartholomcw  Fair  (Temp.  W.  3rd.)  where  he  exhibited,  with  other  ludi- 
crous  antics.  Scaramouch  dances  and  drolls,  "  the  Aterrjf  Cuckold*  of  Hogtden  I  " 
It  is  stated  in  the  Hensluwe  papers,  deposited  in  the  archires  of  Dulwich  College, 
that  Ren  Joiuon  killed  Gubricl  Spencer,  a  fellow  actor,  in  a  duel  fought  in  Hoxton 
Field*. 


my  ?  "  deinandecl  mine  host. 

icly  Teaser,  Belvideary,  ]\Iiss  Cannister,  and  Mrs.  Long- 
Ma  lief"  ejaculated  the  long  lean  man.  "For  owe.' 
parable  Tumbletuzzy  all  these  characters  are  combined. 
,  bring  me  a  basin  of  tea  and  a — biscuit." 
d  refection  was  laid  before  the  lean  man.  "  Cat-lap 
utttered,  swallowing  the  scalding  hot  bohea,  that  was 
ire/^ated  with  Sir  Hugh  Middleton,  and  champing  the 
cuit, 

round  of  toast  for  Lady  Teaser  ! " 

1  on  /jiUh  sides,"  growled  the  lean  man,  sarcastically; 
n  to  number  with  his  long  skinny  fingers,  as  if  counting 

nothy  was  the  last  person  in  the  world  to  flout  a  thread- 
Kaiite  it  is  threadbare,  or  take  a  man  for  a  sharper  le- 
ppens  to  be  sharj>-witted  or  sharp-set.  Your  full-fed 
ight,  was  quite  as  likely  to  have  nefarious  designs  on  his 
e  hungry  humorist  who  at  once  lets  you  into  the  secret 
.lion.  If  he  be  deserving  as  well  as  poor,  it  was  gratifying 
m  that  he  had  made  honest  poverty  forget  its  privations 
;  and  should  he  prove  a  shirking  idler  on  the  pa f^,  still 
been  taken  in  at  any  vast  expense.  Reflections  like 
jeen  some  time  passing  in  his  mind — and  he  left  the 

etum,  he  found  the  lean  man  still  counting  with  his 
escntly  the  waiter  spread  the  table  with  a  snow-white 
Mattering  of  knives  and  forks,  plates  and  spoons,  roused 
n  from  his  reverie ;  he  gazed  wistfully  at  the  prcpara- 
K)ked  thrice  famished. 

i  story  of  a  tyrant,  who,  to  add  to  the  natural  torments 
n,  caused  a  roast  chicken  to  be  suspended  every  day  he- 
wn bars  of  his  victim,  until  he  expired.    Just  such  a  tor- 
wittingly,  was  Uncle  Timothy.     For  the  gan;o/i  again 
earing  a  fragrant  disli  of  broiled  ham  and  poached  eggs, 
id  aroma  of  which  seared  the  eye-balls  and  tantalised  the 
rtrils  of  the  lean  man.    At  the  same  moment,  "  Another 
lady  Teaser  ! "  tolled  a  twopenny  knell  in  his  ears. 
nd  not  arrived  yet  f  "  said  Uncle  Timothy. 
,"  replied  the  gar^oii  slyly,  but  respectfully. 
D  pay,  then,  for  his  want  of  punctuality.     I  wait  for  no. 
motto  is.  First  come,  first  served.     Will  yon,  sir,"  pa- 
ssing the  lean  man,  "do  me  the  favour  to  become  my 
lough  I  have  ordered  supper  for  two,  I  really  cannot 
ppeti/e  for  two." 

man  stared  irresolutely  at  Uncle  Timothy-     Hunger  and 
at  fisticuffs;  but  Hunger  hit  pride  such  a  blow  in  the 
it  Pride  gave  up  the  conti'st. 

'  gracefully  did  the  middle-aged  gentleman  play  the  host  I 
*  guest  (though  little  invitation  was  needed)  with  the 
rds,  and  helping  him  to  the  daintiest  morsels.  The  office 
sinecure  ;  and  it  was  not  until  this  supper-out  of  the  first 
fully  indulged  his  eating  propensities,  and  cleared  the 
he  found  leisure  to  look  up  from  his  plate,  and  conteni- 
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plate  the  execution  he  had  done.  But  when  a  cauliflower-irigged 
tankard  of  brown  stout  crowned  the  repast,  his  rapture  knew  no 
bounds.    He  pressed  it  with  ecstasy  to  his  lips,  and  sang  joyoaslj— 

Porter !  drink  for  noble  souls ! 

Raise  the  foaming  tankard  hig;fa ! 
Water  drink,  you  water  think — 

So  said  Johnton — so  say  1 1 

Let  me  take  a  Dutchman's  draught — 

Ha  I — I  breathe  I — a  glorious  pull ! 
Malt  and  hops  are  British  drops — 

Froth  for  Frenchmen !  Stout  for  Bull ! 

If  you  ask  why  Britons  fight 

Tin  they  conquer  or  tliey  die? — 
Their  stout  is  strong,  their  draughts  are  long — 

Now  you  know  the  reason  why. 

"  Lady  Teaser  is  quite  ready,  sir,"  said  the  garqon,  hurriedly. 

"  Give  my  respectful  compliments  to  Lady  Teazle,  and  tell  her 
ladyship  that  I  '11  kiss  her  superlative  '  pickers  and  stealers '  in  '  the 
twinkling  of  a  bed-post.' " 

The  garqon  made  another  precipitate  entry,  with  "  The  tea-kettle 
can't  wait,  sir  !  " 

"A.  fico  for  the  tea-kettle!  It  must!  — it  shall!  With  three 
rounds  of  toast  buttered  on  both  sides,  and  coffee  d  ducritum,  hath 
the  immortal  Tumbletuzzy  been  magnificently  regaled — ('  Marriage 
is  chargeable ! ') — and  shall  /  not  take  mine  ease  in  mine  inn  f  Your 
banquet,  sir,  hath  warmed  the  cockles  of  my  heart,  and  made  my 
hair  curl ! — '  Beggar  that  I  am,  but  I  thank  you ! ' 

When  a  lean  man's  stomach  lacks  dain^  fare,  {Simgiitgi 

And  "  Cupboard  I "  and  "  Cupboard  I "  it  cioaks  In  his  ear, 
It  rejoices,  i'feggs !  when  bacon  and  eggs 
Smoke  on  the  board,  with  a  tankard  of  beer. 
Without  much  ado,  he  soon  falls  to, 
The  delicate  viands  vanish  from  view ; 
O'er  a  glass  of  good  liquor 
His  heart  beats  the  quicker, 
And  he  drinks  to  his  kind  host,  as  I  drink  to  you. 

There's  my  card — Bonassus  Bigstick,  Esq.  Bartholomew  Fair"— 
(presenting  a  bill  of  the  performances).  "  I  '11  put  you  on  our  free 
list,  which  to  all  the  world,  but  yourself  and  the  public  press,  shall 
be  unavoidably  suspended!  Ha!"  —  (scenting  a  rummer  of  hot 
punch  that  the  gar^n  placed  before  him)  —  "  'brandy  for  heroes  I  * 
Welcome,  old  friend!  for* a'  langsyne.  Yet  what  is  punch  without 
a  song  f  A  clerk  without  a  Cocker ;  a  door  without  a  knocker  ;  a 
ship  without  a  sailor ;  a  goose  without  a  tailor ;  a  priest  without  a 
pulpit ;  a  stage  without  a  full  pit  I  — As  you,  sir,  have  been  instru- 
mental to  my  entertainment,  let  me  be  vocal  for  yours  !  Egad,  1 11 
turn  the  affair  to  business  account — omnibus  tulip  punctum,  as  we  say 
in  the  classics  !  —  by  giving  you  an  undress  rehearsal  of  one  of  my 
crack  songs  for  to-morrow  at  Sauit  Bartlemy. 

All  the  world 's  a  stage,  the  men  and  women  actor  folks, 

Very,  very  tragical,  or  very  full  of  fun. 
Nature,  in  a  merry  mood,  on  some  has,  quizzing,  crack'd  ber  jokes; 

And  Mr.  Dicky  Dunderhead  of  Dunstable  is  one. 


IN   THE   OLDEM   TIME. 

tring,  itampittg,  staring  ;  VVhiskrrandos,  Domine; 

irts  the  comic  muse,  then  ogles  at  Melpomene ; 

aouth,  funny  eyes,  funny  chin,  and  funny  nose, 

looi'd,  are  good  as  goold — and  Dick  the  worili  of  iDOcey  knows  ! 

icions,  ate  the  lions !     Bartlemy,  come  startle  me  ! 

id  gentlemen,  walk  in,  walk  in  ! 

:  Jew,  the  Brigand,  and  the  Blackymoor, 

irlous!  killing  Carlos  on  his  wedding-day  ; 

Cole,  the  canting  soul,  he  drinks  a  drop  of  Jacky  more ; 

et  proud,  be  bellows  loud,  and  scares  the  ghost  away ! 

I  box  (o  sticks  and  stocks  his  acting  surely  turn  'em  would, 

le  (rain  to  Dunsinane  comes  in  a  gallop  Bimaro  Wood. 

you  fright,  and  quit  my  sight !  a  stool  there  's  not,  my  trump,  any  ; 

i,  Banky,  for  your  room  ;  Old  Nick  may  have  your  company  ! 

scions,  see  the  lions  1     Bartlemy,  come  startle  me  I 

id  gentlemen,  walk  in,  walk  in  i 

iloon  and  Columbine  he  skips,  trips,  and  frisks  along ; 
U  head  spins  like  a  top  as  fast  as  it  can  go : 
irla  his  magic  sword,  wha(.'ks  the  clown,  and  whisks  along, 
in  his  head  and  hands,  and  jumps  Jim  Crow. 
f,  crack "d  and  crazy,  very  queer  in  Lear  he  is  ; 
IS  queer  idling  Pierre  how  dear  his  Belrideary  is  ! 
my  kingdom  for  a  horse  !  "  if  legs  he  can  but  go  on  two — 
ing — twice  two  is  four — and,  like  Ducrow,  I  'II  crow  on  two. 
scions,  see  the  lions  !     Burtlemy,  come  startle  mel 
nd  gentlemen,  walk  in,  walk  in  ! 

nderhead  ;  is  it  to  be  wondcr-ed 
},  you  let  Miss  Capulel  make  love  to  you  till  dawn? 
rou  play'd  at  Dunstable,  and  overrun  the  constable, 
>8  would  have  pledged  their  hearts  to  take  you  out  of  pawn, 
stars  of  Siuitlifield  bars  you'll  stick  so  fiery  off  indeed, 
a  bit  of  goose  you  '11  get,  or  "  Nosey  I  oiTt  *' '  or  cough,  indeed  ; 
un  for  number  one  folks  think  to  spend  a  penny  fit, 
me  and  see  you  off  a  tree  the  bark  grin  at  your  benefit, 
scions,  see  the  lions  1     Bartlemy,  come  startle  me ! 
ind  gentlemen,  walk  in,  walk  int 

kettle  now  boiled  over  with  rage,  and  demanded  imperi- 

nmediatc  presence  of  the  lean  man. 

:alla  on  Bigatick  ?     Aa  the  Tumbletuzzy  will  brook  no 

y. 

'  I  hold  it  fit  thai  we  shake  hands  and  part.' 

Wj  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow,'  you  will  find  me  at 
I  shall  expect  your  promised  visit. 

'  Adieu,  adieu,  adieu, remember  rae  I '" 


>e  year  1773,  there  wu  a  perronner  An  the  violincello  in  the  nrchestra 
le  Theatre,  named  Cervctti,  to  whom  the  gods  liad  ^ven  the  approprU 
of  Noseg,  from  bis  enorinuus  staysail,  that  helped  to  carry  him  ticfure 
Nosey  !  "  shouted  from  the  galleries,  was  the  lignal,  or  wnrd  of  com- 
fiddlers  to  strlkt!  up.  This  man  was  uriginally  »n  Italian  nierthant 
c;  but  failing  in  tj-ui<incss,  he  came  over  to  Eiij^laiid,  and  adopted 
rofussioii.  He  had  a  notable  knack  of  loud  yawning,  with  which  ho 
duckily  filled  up  ftarrick's  expruiisivL'  pauses,  t<>  the  inliiiite  .innoyanoe 
',  antl  the  laughter  of  the  audience.  In  the  summer  of  1777  he  played 
at  the  age  of  uiuety-eight. 
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At  this  moment  old  blind  Sally,  who  for  more  than  half  a  century 
has  played  her  way  through  Highgate,  Holloway,  and  merry  Islin|r- 
ton,>.tuned  her  hurdy-gurdy,  and  ground  the  lean  man  triumphantly 
into  his  tea-kettle. 


■  "  Idmgion,  March  20, 1698.  This  day  here  was  lamentable  doings.  O !  in 
what  a  sad  fright  and  consternation  were  the  Lick-gpickets  of  this  place  ;  upon  the 
suddain  and  unexpected  appearance  of  the  ferrcters  of  Fuddling-school*  all  wen 
put  into  a  hurry  and  confusion,  the  men  were  forced  to  throw  down  their  bdorad 
pipes  of  totaeea,  and  rudely  leave  their  pots  without  a  parting  kiss ;  the  women  and 
children  too,  alas  !  with  tears  and  sighs,  parted  with  their  hot  cakes  and  eutlarit, 
before  they  had  half  stuffed  their  stomachs.  And  the  streets  were  filled  with  tha 
mourning  mob.  Amongst  the  rest  was  tifat  red-faced  hottesi,  who,  with  a  loudnnd 
doleful,  said,  ^  Ah  !  my  friends,  if  this  business  holds,  I  shidl  certainly  be  undone. 
Ah  !  poor  Itlington,  thou  hast  been,  time  out  of  mind,  the  place  of  genaml  rmdex- 
Tous  for  Sunday  soU.  Thou  hast  constantly  supplied  the  citizens*  wire*  and  <diil- 
dren  with  cake*,  piet,  and  custards,  and  art  the  chief  place,  near  the  dty,  for 
breeding  calves  and  nursing  children.  Thou,  I  say,  that  bat  been  a  place  so  famous, 
and  in  such  esteem,  now  to  have  the  most  and  richest  of  thy  inhabitant*  otteily 
ruined  only  for  profaning  the  Sabbath-day,  alas  !  The  only  day  we  have  to  gut 
money  in.  Who  will  advise  me  ?  ' — '  Advise  you,'  said  one  of  her  old  sottish  cus- 
tomers, <  you  have  kept  an  ale-house  almost  thirty  years,  to  my  knowledge,  and  if 
you  have  not  got  enough  by  yonr  nicking,  frothing,  double-scoreing,  and  adling 
coarse  cakes,  empty  pies,  and  nasty  custards,  to  keep  you  now  you  are  old,  e'en  go  to 
your  old  master,  the  devil,  and  let  him  keep  you !  "  —  "  The  English  Lucian,  or 
Weekly  Discoveries  of  the  Witty  Intrigues,  Comical  Passages,  and  RenuurkaUe 
Transactions  in  Town  and  Country,  &c.  &c." 

The  above  is  a  curious  picture  of  an  Islington  ale-xcife  in  the  olden  time.  Tim 
following  account  describes  a  '^strange  monster  ^^  exhibited  at  Miles's  Musiek- 
house  at  Itlington  a  few  years  after,  with  the  comical  interlude  of  the  SKij^W 
Alligator. 

^'  Some  time  since  there  was  brought  to  Miles's  Musie-house  at  Islinglom,  n 
strange  sort  of  a  monster,  that  does  everything  like  a  monkey,  but  is  not  a  monkey; 
mimics  man,  like  a  jackanapes,  but  is  not  a  jackanapes  ;  jumps  npon  tables,  and 
into  windows  upon  all-fours,  like  a  cat,  but  is  not  a  cat ;  does  all  things  like  a 
beast,  but  is  not  a  beast ;  does  nothing  like  a  man,  but  is  a  man  !  He  haa  given 
such  wonderful  content  to  the  Butchers  of  Clare  Market,  that  the  house  is  every 
day  as  full  as  the  Bear-Garden  ;  and  draws  the  city  xeiecs  and  prentices  out  of  />»». 
don,  much  more  than  a  man  hanged  in  chains.  It  happened  lately  upon  a  holiday, 
when  honest  men  walked  abroad  with  their  wives  and  daughters,  to  the  great  con. 
sumption  of  hot  bun*  and  bottled  ale,  that  the  fame  of  this  mimick  had  drawn  into 
the  Music-houte  as  great  a  crowd  of  spectators  as  the  notable  performances  t>{ 
Clinch  of  Barnet  ever  drew  to  the  theatre.  The  Frape  being  thus  assembled  in  the 
lower  room,  and  the  better  sort  being  climbed  into  the  gallery  ;  a  little  creature, 
who  before  walked  erect,  and  bpre  the  image  of  a  man,  transformed  himself  into  a 
monkey,  and  began  to  entertain  the  company  with  such  a  parcel  of  pretty  pug'k 
tricks,  and  mimical  actions,  that  they  were  all  as  intent  upon  the  baboon's  vaganee 
as  if  a  mandrake  had  been  tumbling  through  a  hoop,  or  an  hobgoblin  dancing  an 
antick  !  Whilst  the  eyes  and  ears  of  the  assembly  were  thus  deeply  engaged,  the 
skin  of  a  large  alligator,  stuff 'd  with  hay,  hanging  within  the  top  of  the  hmtse,  and 
the  rats,  having  burroM-ed  through  the  ceiling,  could  come  down  at  pleasure,  and 
sport  upon  the  back  of  the  monster  ;  one  of  the  revengeful  vermin,  to  put  a  trick 
upon  his  fellows,  who  were  enticed  by  the  smell  of  the  hay  to  creep  down  the  ser- 
pent's throat,  his  jaws  being  extended,  gnawed  the  cord  in  two,  and  down  comes 
the  alligator  with  his  belly  full  nf  rats,  upon  the  head  of  the  monkey,  and  laid 
him  sprawling  ;  griving  some  of  the  spectators  a  wipe  with  his  tail ;  the  rats  run- 
ning out  of  his  mouth  in  a  wonderful  hurry,  Uke  so  many  sailors  from  between 
decks  when  a  ship  at  midnight  has  struck  upon  a  rock  !  " —  "A  Pacquet  from 
M'ill's,  1701."  . 
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lENCONTRE  WITH  THE  BRIGANDS. 


BY    ALBERT   SMITH. 

Sir,  we  are  undone  !     The»e  are  the  villains 
That  all  Uie  trsveliera  do  fear  »o  much. 

TVo  Gentlemen  of  Verona, 

listen  to  the  romantic  stories  of  those  who  have  never  left 
nd  pursue  with  eagerness  the  routes  of  the  Society  of 
iwledge's  maps  and  ftlrs.  Starke's  "  Italy," — who  expect 
ility  will  inuke  good  the  promises  of  guide-books,  attend 
wing  account  of  a  meeting  with  the  brigands. 
g  English  — be  not  deceived  by  Prout,  Stanfield,  and 
d  that  arch-impostor  Finden,  whose  magic  burin  throws 
ht  over  his  scenes.  Especially  mistrust  the  pantomimic 
liid  do  not  think  that  you  will  meet  beautiful  girls  at 
of  the  road  in  Switzerland,  in  short  red  petticoats  and 
on  their  shoulders.  Do  not  believe  that  peasants  are 
dancing  under  the  vine-covered  trellises  in  Italy,  and 
igands  are  dressed  in  spangled  green  velvet  tunics,  with 
und  round  their  calves,  niul  wutcbes  and  medals  hung 
1  after  the  manner  of  Jlr.  Wallack, — do  not,  1  say,  place 
these  things,  if  you  do  you  will  be  lamentably  deceived, 
dreamed  away  a  week  amongst  the  crumbling  magni- 
'enice,  (that  amphibious  city  of  human  beavers,)  and  hav- 
i  the  Campanile  of  San  Marco,  and  descended  to  the 
f  the  Ducal  Palace,  as  well  as  "  stood  upon  the  Bridge  of 
been  baked  beneath  the  sable  cfmopics  of  the  gondolas,  b 
.  between  a  canoe  and  a  floating  hot-house,  we  began  to 
jceeding  on  our  journey.  But  travelling  in  the  Lombardo- 
ingdom  is  very  diiferent  from  driving  in  a  cab  with  your 
to  Euston  Square,  or  Nine  Elms.  The  Seriizio  Dei  R. 
'rivilegiat!  (so  called  from  their  never  accomplishing  by 
above  six  miles  an  hour,)  is  still  in  its  infancy;  and 
nly  two  public  conveyances  a-week  from  Venice  to  Bo- 
'hich  it  is  necessary  to  bespeak  your  places  some  days 
.  We  consequently  found  every  list  of  passengers  filled 
e  time  to  come,  and  it  was  not  in  the  very  best  temjier 

my  friend  H left  the  Ujfizlo  on  the  Grand  Canal,  and 

Ives  moodily  amongst  the  cushions  of  the  gondola  to  re- 
hotel,  with  the  prospect  of  being  detained  another  week 

e  would  have  it, — and  a  very  ill  chance  it  proved, — there 
leman  from  Hamburg  at  the  Albergo  deir  Europa,  where 
topping,  who  was  similarly  situated  to  ourselves,  and 
uous  to  reach  Florence.  Finding  that  we  were  bent  upon 
journey,  he  agreed  to  paj'  the  third  of  the  expense  of 
arriage,  and  we  decided  upon  leaving  Venice  the  next 
ntending  to  travel  night  and  day,  by  which  means  we 
inabled  to  outstrip  the  diligence  by  twenty  or  thirt)'  hours. 
liry  was  made  by  us  connected  with  our  route  at  the  Dire- 
^OJtia,  and  we  were  assured  that  the  roads  were  secure,  the 
angements  admirable,  and  we  finished  the  evening  by  pur- 
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chasing  a  few  trifWng  xouvenirs  of  the  "  Queen  of  the  Adriatic  "  tart 
friends  in  England,  including  some  little  silver  gondolas,  for  brooclie%^ 
which  alone  reached  their  destination. 

At  two  o'clock  on  Saiurd.-iy,  August  8,  1840,  we  quitted  Venice  in 
a  two-oared  gondola,  and  having  a  fair  wind,  whicn  enabled  U9  tov 
mount  ft  sail,  arrived  at  Fusina  on  the  main  land  by  half- past  three. ' 
A  delay  of  an  hour  took  place  in  inspecting  passports  and  ba^j^a^e, 
and  wrangling  with  the  postmaster,  who  for  some  time  refused  to 
let  us  have  a  carriage  and  horses,  because  we  had  not  got  a  formal 
permission  from  the  Government.     After   much  altercation,   he  at 
length  complied,   and  we   started   in  a    voiture  without   doors   or 
lining,  under  tlie  assurance  of  finding  a  better  one  at  the  next  post. 
By  the  promise  of  an  additional  biwno  marw,  the  postilion  moved  j 
his  cattle  at  a  pace  somewhat  faster  than  we  could  have  walked;  ' 
and  following  the  course  of  the  IJrenta  with  its  palace-covered  banks, 
weedy  straggling  gardens,  and  whitewashed  statues,  we  got  to  Padua 
about  seven.     On  quitting  the  city,  one  of  the  most  awful  thunder- 
storms I  ever  witnessed  commenced,  which  lasted  the  whole  way  to 
Monselice,  when  the  weather  cleared  up  as  suddenly  as  it  had  be- 
come gloomy,  giving  place  to  a  brilliant  moon. 

Opposite  the  post-house  at  Monselice  was  a  wretched  cabaret 
filled  with  peasants  of  the  lowest  order,  who  clustered  round  ua, 
and  inspected  every  article  of  luggage  as  it  was  removetl  from 
the  carnage  to  another.  I  paid  no  attention  to  this  at  the  time,  as 
we  had  got  pretty  well  inured  to  the  curiosity  of  loiterers  at  the 
inns ;  but  I  have  since  been  convinced  that  information  was  sent 
along  the  road  of  our  approach  ;  especially  as  the  postilion  contrived 
all  sorts  of  delays  before  our  departure,  and  for  the  first  two  leagues 
scarcely  urged  bis  horses  beyond  a  walk.  An  ill-looking  hound  lie 
was  too,  with  large  round  earrings  peeping  out  from  amongst  long 
black  ringlets  that  shadowed  his  sallow  countenance ;  his  features 
bore  the  stamp  of  cunning  and  villany. 

The  clock  struck  ten  as  we  left  Iklonselice,  and  my  companions 
composed  themselves,  soon  informing  me  by  their  deep  inspirations 
that  they  were  fast  asleep.  The  voiture  was  a  small  landau  with  a 
leathern  front,  which  buckled  on  to  the  head  when  it  was  up,  and  was 
rendered  a  close  carriage,  the  said  front  being  fitted  up  with  small 
windows,  that  permitteil  a  view  of  the  country,  and  the  vehicle  wag 
likewise  furnished  with  curtains  on  each  side.  We  had  jogged  on 
for  about  half  an  hour,  and  I  was  sitting  opposite  to  my  fellow  tra- 
vellers, with  my  back  to  the  horses,  listening  to  the  monotonous 
"  hi .'"  of  the  postilion,  and  the  eternal  jangling  of  the  bells  on  the 
bridles,  when  our  carriage  suddenly  stoppetl,  and  I  heard  a  tumult 
of  strange  voices  in  the  road.  On  turning  to  discover  the  cause 
of  this  interruption,  I  saw  through  the  front  glasses  a  party  of  six 
or  seven  men  ranged  in  a  semicircle  across  the  road,  pointing  their 
guns  at  the  carriage,  and  gradually  closing  around  us. 

There  could  be  no  mistake  as  to  our  visiteis,  or  their  intentioni. 
I  awoke  my  friends ;  and  recollecting  that  I  had  eight  English  sove- 
reigns loose  in  my  waistcoat  pocket,  contrived  to  thrust  seven  of  them 
into  my  mouth,  the  remaining  one  I  slipped  into  my  shoe.  I  had 
barely  concealed  this  last,  when  the  curtains  were  torn  violently  down, 
and  the  muzzles  of  six  guns  made  their  appearance  in  most  un- 
pleasant propinquity  to  our  beads,  followed  by  half  a  dozen  of  the 
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oured  visages  I  had  ever  seen.  I  have  said  there  ivas  a 
and  [  was  enabled  to  perceive  that  the  guns  were  upon 
The  ruffians  were  likewise  armed  with  pistols  in  their 
1  \onfr  poniard-knives  that  dangled  from  their  neclis  and 
nantically  in  the  moonbeams.  Singular  cnotifih,  neither 
my  friend  were  flurried  at  this  uncomfortable  moment. 
viii  cross  people's  minds  in  the  most  serious  positions, 
!  thought  that  struck  me  was,  that  our  situation  was  pre- 
ar  to  a  scene  I  had  witnessed  in  an  adaptation  of  Paul 
Dovent  Garden,  some  three  or  four  years  back,  when  the 
I "  was  robbed  on  the  stage. 

tanions  descended,  in  obedience  to  the  orders  of  the  ban- 
I  was  less  fortunate.  The  door  on  my  side  chunced  to 
despoiled  of  its  hinges,  and  was  closed  with  a  thin  plate 
id  on  by  nails.  It  was  impossible  to  open  it,  and  I  was 
et  out.  An  immense  ruffian  of  six  feet  two,  who  appeared 
lief  of  the  party,  finding  that  it  did  not  give  way,  af\er 
Tuous  pulls,  finally  seized  me  by  the  collar,  and  dragging 
te  door,  flung  me  with  some  violenne  upon  the  ground 
hind-wheels  of  the  carriage.  I  was  half  stunned  by  the 
re  had  no  time  allowed  for  qualmishness,  as  a  general 
etliately  commenced.  Two  of  th^  P'^i'ty  entered  the  car- 
threw  everything  out.  They  tore  down  the  linings,  and 
eats  open,  to  make  sure  that  nothing  was  concealed  ;  after 
cut  the  cords  which  secured  our  luggage  underneath  the 
leat,  and  handed  down  our  effects  in  no  very  gentle  man- 
ng,  pulling,  and  hurrying  us  about  all  the  time. 
'  presto  !  soldi !  sacramento  !  "  was  all  they  uttered ,-  but 
;,  accompanied  by  most  expressive  pantomime,  was  very 
.  had  the  side- pocket  of  my  blouse  filled  with  zwatizigers 
the  posts,  being  the  banker  of  the  party,  and  I  immedi- 
ed  it  into  the  cap  of  the  one  who  had  the  charge  of  me, 
t  this  would  satisfy  them.  But  I  was  mistaken.  Each  of 
d  in  turn,  and  it  was  with  no  small  regret  that  I  saw  them 
oaselves  of  my  knife  and  pencil-case,  which,  being  keep- 
Quid  fain  have  preserved,  flly  pocket-book  also  passed 
lands;  but  upon  my  exclaiming  "  Passaimrta,"  it  was  re- 
a  circumstance  I  hailed  with  much  satisfaction,  since  in 
:ompartments  was  a  letter  of  credit  upon  Rothschild  for 
»d  pounds,  which  I  saved.  It  may  be  imagined  that  I  had 
leisure  to  watch  their  proceedings  with  my  comrades.  I 
end's  valuable  gold  watch  fly  from  his  waistcoat  pocket  as 
the  guard;  and  I  recollect  observing  the  Hamburg  gen- 
luching  on  his  knees  and  elbows,  with  his  nose  in  the 
ar  the  carriage ;  but  whether  from  sheer  fright,  or  by 
I  know  not,  nor  did  I  like  to  inquire  afterwards.  We 
r  braces,  with  which  they  appeared  extremely  delighted, 
our  handkerchiefs.  I  had  a  scarf  round  my  neck,  fastened 
Id  pins  and  a  chain,  which  I  had  fi.ved  in  with  Siilk.  Of 
ch  a  prize  was  not  to  be  left;  and,  after  many  violent 
J  get  the  scarf  away,  during  which  I  was  nearly  strangled, 
coolly  cut  it  from  my  neck,  pins  and  all.  My  readers 
mred  that  the  feel  of  the  cold  steel  against  my  neck  was 
mt  pleasant ;  and  1  firmly  believe  that  it  would  h.tve  been 
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a  matter  of  perfect  indifference  to  the  brigand  whether  he  thrust 
point  into  my  cheat  or  not.  When  he  had  concluded  I  wa.s  ordered  i 
retake  my  seat  in  the  carriage,  a  command  which  I  gladly  obeyed, 
in  the  hope  that  they  had  finished  with  me  ;  since  the  leathern  purse* 
belt  that  I  wore  had  escaped  their  observation,  and  in  one  of  its 

Sockets  were  two  of  Herries's  circular  notes  for  twenty  pounds  each, 
esides  a  few  napoleons.  But,  unfortunately,  another  of  the  party 
took  it  into  his  head  to  search  me,  and  I  once  more  got  down  at  hii 
command,  which  was,  as  heretofore,  accompanied  by  a  loaded  giin 
at  my  ear.  In  vain  1  replied  "  Nii-Hte'  to  all  his  sounding  of  my  dif- 
ferent pockets.  He  still  remained  unsatisfied,  and  seizing  the  waist- 
band  of  my  trowsers,  tore  them  down  the  side-seam  for  some  twelve 
inches,  when  the  luckless  cintura  made  its  appearance,  and  was  in  an 
instant  transferred  from  my  waist  to  his  own.  A  circumstance  also 
occurred  that  gave  me  much  uneasiness  for  the  moment.  The  O^' 
man  had  a  valuable  diamond  ring  on  his  finger,  which  he  could  not 
readily  remove,  and  he  called  to  us  in  a  voice  of  extreme  horror 
that  they  were  going  to  cut  off  his  finger.  He,  however,  implored 
a  moment's  patience,  and  contrived,  by  wetting  his  finger,  to  take  off 
the  jewel.  It  struck  me  that  I  had  also  a  ring  which  could  not  be 
got  off,  and  although  not  of  much  value,  might  still  tempt  them  to 
mutilate  my  hand.  By  good  fortune  I  managed  to  slip  the  ring 
round  until  the  signet  was  turned  towards  the  palm,  and  thus  es> 
caped  their  notice. 

We  were  not  sorry  when  they  thrust  us  finally  into  the  vehicle ; 
for  we  thought  it  something  to  have  got  off  with  our  lives.  My 
friend  and  myself  had  been  walking  through  Switzerland,  and  had 
only  two  knapsacks  for  our  higgage ;  but  the  German's  loss  was  con- 
siderable, including,  besides  his  mallcs  and  carpet-bag,  a  writing'- 
desk,  in  which  were  some  hundreds  of  francs,  and  a  letter  of  credit 
upon  a  banker  at  Naples  for  two  thousand  more.  The  only  thin^  I 
saved  were  the  sovereigns  I  had  put  into  my  mouth,  my  pocket- 
book,  and  the  little  gondolas  which  were  in  the  same  pocket  with 
my  handkerchief.  As  we  were  starting  again  they  threw  into  the 
carriage  my  old  straw  boating-hat  which  I  had  worn  all  the  way  fram 
Chertsey  ;  but  my  friend's  new  Tuscan  adorned  the  head  of  one  of 
the  party  as  they  marched  off  amongst  the  trees. 

It  was  midnight  before  we  arrived  at  Rovigo.  There  is  a  poni 
volant  across  the  Adige,  about  a  league  from  the  town,  which  it  took 
us  half  an  hour  to  cross,  being — as  they  always  are  —  on  the  other 
side  when  we  got  up  to  the  river.  They  also  detained  us  some  time, 
because  we  had  no  money  to  pay  the  geld,  and  I  did  not  choose 
to  exhibit  our  remaining  scanty  stock  after  what  had  occurred.  At 
last  we  were  allowed  to  proceed,  under  promise  of  payment  on  our 
arrival  at  the  inn.  From  this  spot  a  tedious  journey  of  an  hour 
brought  us  to  the  next  town.  The  roads  were  rough,  and  full  of 
holes  from  the  late  rains,  the  horses  sluggish,  and  we  impatient  to 
arrive. 

They  had  retired  to  rest  at  the  posthouse,  but  we  soon  aroused 
them  ;  and,  having  explained  our  circumstances,  desp.itched  a  me*- 
senger  to  the  Stazioni  di  Carabineri  to  summon  the  police,  and 
awaited  their  return  in  our  bedchamber.  It  is  but  justice  to  state 
the  proprietor  of  the  inn  (the  Albcrgo  della  Pusta  at  Rovigo)  was 
anxious  to  show  us  every  attention,  notwithstanding  we  gave  him  to 
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I  that  we  had  not  the  means  of  remuneration.  He  paid 
for  the  post,  as  well  as  the  trifle  we  owed  for  passing  the 
I  begged  that  we  would  consider  ourselves  at  home  as  long 
e  to  stay. 

ice  arrived  in  about  ten  minutes,  and  commenced  taking 
dons,  and  giving  directions  for  the  departure  of  ten  or 
oineera,  who  immediately  left  Rovigo  for  the  scene  of  our 
After  them  came  several  reporters  to  the  provincial  news- 
aally  anxious  to  be  made  acquainted  with  the  particulars 
Sery ;  in  fact,  we  were  not  able  to  get  to  sleep  before 
then  I  dreamt  that  I  had  got  all  my  money  back  again, 
e  saw  tlie  brigands  chained  by  the  legs,  and  sweeping  the 
sr  the  manner  of  the  criminal  scavengers  at  Leghorn. 
E  compelled  to  keep  our  beds  the  next  morning  until  our 
vere  repaired.  About  nine  the  Venetian  diligence,  which 
have  come  by  had  we  been  able  to  procure  places,  arrived 
A  young  Prussian  nobleman,  whom  we  had  met  at  Ve- 
Baron  de  Hartmann,  was  amongst  the  passengers,  and 
.rd  what  had  occurred,  it  struck  him  that  it  must  be  our- 
he  was  standing  on  the  steps  of  the  Albergo  dell'  Europa 
Bfondola  left.  He  hastened  into  our  room,  and  in  the  most 
ike  manner,  begged  we  would  take  of  him  as  much  money 
fissary  for  our  wants,  at  the  same  time  throwing  a  rouleau 
38  upon  the  bed.  We  merely  borrowed  as  much  as  would 
it  to  arrive  at  Florence,  where  we  calculated  upon  obtain- 
ice;  nor  would  this  fine  young  fellow  take  the  slightest 
gment  He  observed,  "  that  the  word  of  an  Englishman 
ant." 

Rovigo  about  noon,  surrounded  by  nearly  the  whole  po- 
who  had  turned  out  to  stare  at  us.  There  was  something 
in  our  appearance,  despoiled  as  we  were  of  nearly  all  our 
iparel ;  and  it  may  be  imagined  we  found  little  difficulty 
the  douanes  on  our  entry  into  the  Papal  States.  At  Bo- 
purchased  such  few  necessaries  *u  were  immediately  re- 
our  toilet ;  and  these,  tied  up  in  a  cotton  pocket-handker- 
;  all  the  effects  we  carried  into  Florence.  At  this  city, 
le  liberality  of  Mr.  Hall,  the  English  banker,  we  obtained 
is  upon  the  Paris  letter  of  credit ;  and  the  German  met 
ime  attention  from  that  gentleman.  The  second  day  after 
we  met  M.  Hartmann  in  the  Palazzo  Pitti,  and  it  gave  us 
mre  to  be  enabled  to  pay  our  small  debt,  together  with  a 
h  we  begged  him  to  accept  as  a  souvenir. 
enture  made  us  the  heroes  of  all  the  tftble  d'/totes  between 
ind  Geneva,  and  we  frequently  heard  our  own  story  re- 
vith  many  amusing  exaggerations.  We  were  likewise  nd- 
everal  instances  as  to  how  we  ought  to  have  acted,  and 
ich  astonishment  at  the  statement  that  we  had  travelled 
istola.  Of  one  thing  I  am  certadn — that  if  we  had  offered 
isistance,  we  should  have  been  killed,  for  they  were  seven 
nd  all  armed  to  the  teeth.  Besides  which,  the  fatal  ad- 
r  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hunt,  who  were  shot  by  the  brigands 
s  back,  on  the  road  to  Pceatum,  during  their  wedding 
fresh  in  my  memory,  and  we  heard  on  all  sides  that,  liad 
,  2  ci 
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that  unfortunate  gentleman  delivered  up  his  property  quietly  ih* 
would  have  been  no  bloodshed. 

And  now,  reader,  if  you  are  anxious  to  have  an  interview  witli 
brigands,  I  beseech  you  start  for  Italy  directly.  Take  money  with 
you,  travel  by  night,  and  make  display  of  your  wealth  whenever  you 
have  an  opportunity.  This  will  hardly  fail  to  bring  them  about  you, 
in  spite  of  all  Airs.  Starke  says  to  the  contrary  ;  and,  although  I 
cannot  promise  you  the  first-rate  excitement  of  having  your  wind- 
pipe cut  through,  your  skull  beaten  in,  or  your  brains  blown  out,  I 
can  give  you  my  word  that  you  will  be  pillaged  to  your  heart's  con- 
tent. We  learn  everything  better  from  experience  than  precept ;  and, 
should  chanre  cause  me  to  travel  in  Italy  again,  I  would  endeavour 
to  cheat  the  bandits  of  their  full  dues  by  stocking  my  pocket  book 
with  notes  from  the  Bank  of  Elegance,  and  filling  my  purse  with 
penny  coronation  medals  of  the  best  brass.  This  would  divert  them 
for  the  time,  since  they  do  not  examine  things  very  closely,  and 
then  all  the  satisfaction  and  romance  of  the  adventure  might  be  had, 
without  paying  very  dearly  for  it. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

Several  tnontlis  had  paued  since  the  foregoing  article  was  written,  and  Um 
affair  had  nearly  been  forgotten,  exnept  when  the  adventure  vfa»  now  and  ihea  re- 
counted by  my  cumpanion  or  myself,  raising  \u  to  the  dignity  of  becoming  the  mo- 
mentary  lions  uf  a  dinner-table,  as  real  living  travellers  who  had  been  attacked  trf 
real  living  brigands,  to  the  fearful  horror  of  all  the  old  ladies,  and  intense  cxdtr- 
ment  of  the  young  ones.  Some  there  were,  to  be  sure,  amongst  the  round  of  mtr 
aoquaiuiunce,  whom  we  never  could  convince  oihcrwiM!  than  that  the  whole  alTiiir 
waa  a  well-digested  hoax  ;  ^<  for,"  added  these  stay-at-home  unbelievers,  •'  therv 
are  very  few  now  who  go  to  Italy  and  have  the  good  fortune  to  meet  with 
brigands."  By  others,  the  alleged  conception  was  laid  to  the  moat  mercenary  mo- 
tivea.  According  to  them  we  had  outrun  the  camlable,  and  having  entered  oooai- 
derubly  more  into  the  gaieties  of  JMilan  and  Venire  than  the  state  of  our  (uianeea 
atloived,  we  hud  invented  the  account  as  a  plausible  scheme  to  obtain  freth  notea  ct 
credit  from  Kngland,  without  fresh  nrcompiLnying  notes  of  interrogation  as  to  bow 
we  had  contrived  to  get  rid  of  the  lust  rvniiltance  in  hi  little  time.  We  had  no 
direct  meant  of  contradicting  these  aspersions  upon  iiur  rharacter.  At  laat,  bow. 
ever,  we  were  enabled  to  convince  our  friends  that  we  had  spoken  of  the  Gsct>  aa 
they  occurred. 

To  our  great  surprite,  and  no  less  gratification,  we  received  a  letter  from  th* 
Home  Office,  in  the  early  part  of  February,  proving  that  although  we  had  alnOBt 
[allowed  t)ie  affair  to  drop,  the  projier  authorities  had  not.  It*  oontent*  wer» to tlM 
purpose,  that  the  Austrian  Ambassador  at  our  Court  having  requested  we  might 
M  called  upon  to  give  evidence  respecting  "  a  highway  robtwry  committed  on  ua 
in  Lombardy  in  August  last."  Lord  Normanby  had  directed  that  we  should  make  a 
declaration  respecting  the  affair  in  question  before  a  magiitrate.  We  Bcoordiiiglr 
attended  at  the  Hume  Office,  and  Iwing  referred  to  Bow  Street,  made  an  l^lpoint- 
ment  there  on  Thursday,  the  4th  of  February.  The  result  was  a  long  intenriew 
with   Mr.  Hall,  the  chief  magistrata  (f)  whose  courtesy  and  attention  we  ara 

much  beholden),  in  his  private  room;  Signor kindly  attending  to  give  ua 

hia  able  assiltance  in  translating  the  various  documents  which  liad  been  forwarded 
from  Rovigo  and  Padua,  and  which  were  somewhat  verbose  and  technical. 

From  Prince  K.itcrha7.y's  letter,  which  was  the  lirst  paper  read,  we  learned 
how  closely  the  police  had  followed  in  our  step*  to  bring  us  back  to  Rovign,  in 
order  to  make  a  formal  deposition  before  the  pro|)«r  authorities.  The  only  evidence 
we  had  given  had  been  the  hurried  declanition  in  our  bed-room  at  Rovigo  after 
the  rubbery,  and  wo  had  started  at  an  early  hour  the  following  morning  -.  it  being 
far  from  our  wish  to  remain /wr/onv  at  that  uninteresting  town,  solely  for  th« 
purpose  of  satisfying  the  jadidal  authorities.  At  the  same  time  we  liad'  not  the 
•liglttost  idea  of  ever  reoovtning  any  of  our  effects. 

To  prove  the  eztreine  rigilance  of  the  police,  and  the  accurate  information  of  ilia 
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>f  truTeDen  which  the  pauport  systmi  BfTordi,  it  wi]l  (uffice  to  giT« 
example.  The  letter  itated  that  we  left  Rovlga  for  Bulu^n*  tlie  foi. 
vhere  we  arrired  on  the  Mooday  afternoon ;  that  we  starcetl  thence 
kUjr  morning,  and  Arrived  at  Florence  on  Wednesday  niglit ;  and 
.  a  simtlor  exact  manner  through  Leghorn  and  Genoa  to  Alilan,  they 
'ortunntely)  lout  sight  of  iia  at  the  latter  city. 

I  furnished  by  the  court  at  I'adua,  altiiough  somewhat  lengthy,  treated 
niciutt!  description  of  tlie  article»  recovered  than  the  capture  of  the 
ho  had  taken  them.  I  preeume  they  thought  Ihat  part  of  the  buiineu 
air.  M'e,  however,  learned  that  they  nnd  been  detected  by  several  of  our 
found  in  their  posaeuioa,  and  that  the  party  consisted  of  eight,  instead  of 
lad  t)cfore  stated.  Tiiey  had  been  suspected  the  day  before  of  stealing 
at  MonsWice,  and  had  lain  in  wail  the  night  of  the  rubber)'  for  some 
pelting  storm.  This  might  or  might  not  have  been  the  case  ;  and  I 
th  rather  suspicions  rrtrosp^ction  on  the  aroall  cabaret  opposite  the 
'here  we  last  stopped.  Ou  one  thing,  however,  they  insisted , —  that 
the  |*arty  fur  whom  tJiey  had  watched.  The)-  affirmed  that  informa- 
in  given  them  of  a  valuable  prize,  in  the  shape  of  tome  other  English 
ho  were  expected  on  the  road  that  night  from  Venice.  This  reminded  us 
seen  a  handsome  carriage  in  the  inn-yard  at  Padua,  whiUt  we  changed 
h  hud  followed  us  to  tliat  city,  but  who«e  inmates  were  terrilivd  from 
o  Ferrura  that  night  in  consequeuce  of  the  violence  of  Uie  storm.*  M'e 
med  tliat  the  rasutls  bad  stationed  scouts  along  tlie  road  we  were  to 
',  on  any  attempt  to  sound  an  alann  by  the  postilion's  horn  or  other- 
have  assassinated  us.  Frum  the  evidence  of  the  postilion  himself,  he 
have  come  off  with  tulentbU'  creilit  at  the  criminal  court  at  Padua  on 
November  last.  From  this  we  gleaned  the  foregoiug  circumstanivs, 
usemciit  was  created  as  the  account  and  description  of  the  different 

>vered  was  read  to  us  by  Signur ,  and  we  in  turn  recogniseit  our 

roperty  with  eager  interest.  Nothing  was  said  about  the  watches,  the 
he  notes  ;  but  even  the  humble  remaining  effects  will  (if  we  receive 
Italy)  auume  a  hundredfold  value  in  our  eyes,  from  the  circumstances 
'ith  their  adventures.  As  our  penknives,  knapsacks,  journals,  drawing- 
vere  successively  deacrihed,  we  appeared  to  bo  greeting  friends  who  had 
itranged  from  us ;  and  our  merriment  was  somewhat  increased  when 
•  continued  the  list  with  "  two  ladiea^  thoet,  one  kid  and  the  other  »ntin." 
aasantly  observed,  we  had  better  not  proceed,  in  case  of  ttoine  awkward 
:  but  my  friend  cleared  himself  very  satisfactorily,  by  stating  that  they 
out  as  patterni  to  procure  some  FrencJi  ones  by  when  we  arrived  at 
ittle  paper.knife  of  Swiss  wood,  which  I  had  bought  on  the  Rigi,  whilst 
ich  the  eold  of  four  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  endeavouring  to  open 
de  enough  to  see  the  sun  rise  (whidi  process,  I  believe,  no  one  ever  doet 
M  also  recovered;  n-ich  some  silk  purses,  empty  of  course,  but  being 
till  valuablr  in  {^^o{lo^tilln  to  our  respective  gallantry.  l>ne  thing  I  was 
iCIItoyed  at  not  hearing  of,  and  that  was  a  pair  of  old  shoes,  in  which  I 
I  the  Alps  on  foot  six  times,  and  whicli  I  regarded  with  affectionate 
I  have  no  doiiht  but  that  the  authorities  will  yet  discover  some  more 
U.  Be  thi*  u  it  may,  mir  beat  thanks  are  due  to  the  police  for  their 
{ilanoe ;  and  it  i*  likewiie  a  source  of  much  pleasure  to  us  to  offer 
acknowledgment  of  our  gratitude  to  Mr.  Hall,  the  banker  at  Florence, 
te  and  kind  assistance  when  we  arrived  at  that  city  so  utterly  destitute. 
1  pleased  at  receiving,  a  short  time  since,  a  letter  from  our  Prussian 
•.wa  days,  Baron  de  Hartmann  of  Umndenburg,  with  a  cummissioii  lie 
cuted  in  London,  which  we  wer«  but  too  happy  to  |>erforjn  for  biro.  >Ve 
'ise  heard  from  our  fellow -sufferer,  Sir.  Dcnastro.  Ue  has  returned 
more  safe  and  sound  from  his  travels  ;  but  vows  nothing  shall  ever  in- 
to set  foot  in  Italy  iiguin,  although  be  hdl  some  thoughts  of  pa^nng  a 
ngland  next  summer,  where  be  undenuuids  day  and  night  travelling 
roads  is  e<iually  secure,  and  that  there  are  no  brigands, 

i  this  meet  the  eye  of  any  of  the  company  whoae  equipage  was  in  the 
it  Padua  with  ours  on  the  nftcrnoou  of  Saturday,  August  B,  184(1,  we 
will  show  in  a  proper  manner  huw  deep  their  debt  of  gratitude  is  to  us 
been  n>b)>ed  in  mixUikcy  and  having  aho  placed  our  own  throats  and 
Langor  instead  of  theirs. 
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A    TALE   OF   THE  TEA-POT. 
BY  "  T.  T.  T," 

"The  Tea-Tree"  of  Tee-to-tum  is  the  most  celebrated  of  all 
Chinese  didactic  poems,  and  is  one  of  those  great  and  elaborate 
works  to  the  production  of  which  the  labour  of  a  life  is  necessary. 
The  story  of  Hyson  andBohca,  of  which  the  following  is  not  a  slaTiui 
translation,  may  be  considered  as  perhaps  the  most  pathetic  of  its 
episodes. 

Tce-to-tum  did  not  misemploy  bis  genius,  and  his  toil  was  not  ill- 
rewarded  ;  for  "  The  Tea-Tree  "  may  be  considered  the  great  national 
poem  of  tlie  Chinese. 

The  history  of  Tee-to-Tum  is  somewhat  remarkable.  It  is  related 
that  he  was  cradled  in  a  tea-chest,  and  that  tea  not  only  formed  his 
earliest  diet,  but  that  through  life  he  took  no  other  nourishment.  He 
lived  in  a  retired  tea-garden  in  the  district  of  Sing-te;  his  bouM 
and  his  furniture  were  formed  of  tea  wood,  and  the  dry  branches  of 
tea-trees  served  him  as  fuel.  He  lived  to  a  green  old  age,  and  his 
death  was  occasioned  by  an  accident  similar  to  that  which  terminated 
the  days  of  Anacreon ;  only  that  the  Chinese  poet  was  choked,  not 
by  a  grape-stone,  but  a  tea-stem. 

His  poem  is  very  voluminous,  being  divided  into  two  hundred 
books,  or,  as  he  calls  them,  branches.  Each  branch  comprises  full  a 
itiousand  "leaves;"  not  indeed  leaves  of  two  pages  each;  but  the 
single  verses  of  Tce-to-Tum  are  called  "  tea-leaves  "  by  the  people  of 
the  Celestial  Land.  His  industry  was  remarkable:  not  a  day  passed 
without  his  adding  to  or  correcting  his  poem. 

"Te  venienle  die,  te  decedente  canebat" 
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"  Of  the  lore  tbiit  upsprung 
In  the  fair  and  the  young 
Let  the  iorroiira  be  aung 
By  mwt  muiical  Tung." 


Tiiwo. 


Muse  of  the  Central  Land,  whose  soothing  power 

Celestial  bards  drink  in  at  twilight's  hour; 

Who,  dieerful  prompiress  of  discourse  and  smiles, 

Deign'st  even  to  dwell  in  these  barbarian  isles, 

A  household  spirit  still  at  hand  to  serve  us, 

And  make  our  poets  warm,  our  prosemen  nervous ; 

Tliou  from  thine  oft-filled  um  who  dost  deliver 

A  stream  more  potent  than  Castalia's  river, 

And  even,  great  Muse  of  Tea  !    canst  strength  impart 

To  milk  and  water ; — hoar,  where'er  thou  art  1 

Perchance  even  now  in  this  my  seventh  good  cup; 

Ah  I  if  it  be  so,  let  me  stir  thee  up. 
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Oh  I  let  me  not  thine  aid  in  vain  require  I 

Inspire  tliou  me,  whilst  I  thy  breath  inspire. 

Li«t  to  tay  prayer,  and  let  me  be  possess'd 

Of  rich  "  outpourings"  strained  from  thy  full  chest ; 

Brace,  if  thou  canst,  my  strings,  and  give  them  tone, 

And  fill  my  leaves  with  virtues  like  thine  own. 

Let  me  upraise  the  cur^-ed  lid  and  see 

The  fancied  forms  of  Hyson  and  Bohea ', 

Imbue  my  lips  their  mournful  fates  to  tell. 

Whilst  flow  hot  streams  for  two  that  loved  so  well. 

Love,  wondrous  smith  !  who  fashions  chains  from  looks, 
And  from  mere  eyes  can  form  both  eyes  and  hooks. 
Had  linked  their  hearts  the  hour  that  first  they  met. 
Had  linked  their  hearts  wit}i  links  that  bound  them  yet. 
In  lonely  glen  their  constant  love  began, 
And,  first  by  chance,  oft  since  they  met  by  plan- 
In  sooth  tliey  were  a  goodly  pair  to  see ; 
Hyson  was  fat,  and  beauteous  was  Bohea: 
And  none  in  all  the  province  could  compare 
With  the  sleek  Hyson,  or  Bohea  the  fair. 
Both  born  and  bred  away  from  city's  scene, 
Though  town-bred  youth  might  call  young  Hyson  green. 
Though  town-bred  dames  with  scornful  eyes  might  see 
And  dub  his  country  love,  "  poor,  weak,  Bohea," 
Enough  for  them  the  charms  within  their  reach, 
Enough  for  them  that  each  was  loved  by  each. 

Yet  'neatli  some  evil  star  their  love  arose : 
Though  they  were  dearest  friends  their  sires  were  foes. 
The  cause  of  their  dear  friendship  is  not  hidden — 
Both  young,  both  comely,  and  their  love  forbidden. 
The  cause  their  nres  were  foes  is  still  more  plain — 
Botli  had  one  trade,  and  both  lived  in  one  lane — 
One  village  lane  some  It/  from  Nanking's  walling, 
And  manufacturing  porcelain  was  their  calling ; 

■  Both  shone  in  that  like  two  superior  stars, 
And  so  between  them  they  bad  maayjars. 

Old  age  and  youth  ! — oh  I  t/itU  is  formed  for  strife^ 
This — Mm  for  love,  the  bird's-nest-soup  of  life  I 
And  should  the  truth  before  those  sires  be  set. 
How  well  their  children  loved,  how  oft  they  met. 
Not  locusts,  dragons,  Tartars  could  compare 
With  the  fierce  wrath  of  that  grey-pigtail'd  pair. 

But  with  a  cautious  care  the  maid  and  spark 
Deceived  their  sires,  and  kept  them  in  the  dark ; 
Made  assignations  with  a  code  of  signs ; 
And  met  by  moonlight  among  groves  and  vines. 

B  Oft — oft  they  met,  in  copse,  and  grove,  and  glen  : 
H  Oft — oft  they  met,  and  vowed  to  meet  again ; 
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P— '''■^*'  the  stars  they  met,  aad  talked  of  love, — 
Be«f  ill  the  stars, — for  could  tliey  meet  abom  f 
IWy  talked  of  love ;  and  each  loved  each, — do  doubt 
IFiilH  their  hearts, — for  could  they  lore  teUkovt  f 

The  days  pass'd  on, — the  nights  flew  likewise  bv : — 
Weeks  past,  and  months :  and  still  they  met  to  sigh 
And  dream  of  bliss.     Young  Hyson  I  fond  Bohea  ! 
In  vain  ye  dream  of  bliss  that  must  not  be. 

One  night, — that  gloomy  night  no  bat*  would  flit. 

But  croH's  around  flew  late,  and  oft  alit ; 

And  winds  breathed  loud  in  melancholy  wail, — 

A  treacherous  friend  had  told  their  tender  tale, 

A  treacherous  friend,  to  whom  Bohea  confessed 

With  too  fond  trust  the  secrets  of  her  breast, — 

Though  bound  to  silence  by  the  holiest  oatlt, 

That  friend,  too  treacherous,  had  betray'd  them  both;     : 

Told  more,  much  more  than  need  the  muse  repeat. 

And  where  they  met,  and  where  they  next  should  me^ 

Bohea  had  told  her  all,  and  told  her  true : 

Bohea  knew  not  that  friend  loved  Hyson  too. 

Uowtie  Bohea !  jour  error  now  is  leam'd ; 
Too  aooB  committed,  and  too  late  discern 'd  : 
Too  toon  you  trusted,  and  too  late  you  vex  : 
Yet  not  in  you  the  fault,  but  in  your  sex. 
Each  fair  one  of  some  secret  thus  possest, 
WliiUt  all  the  charge  is  hers,  can  take  no  rest ; 
So,  prizing  it  more  dearly  than  her  peepers, 
To  make  it  safer,  finds  it  several  keepers. 

That  night,  that  gloomy  night,  that  night  of  mist, 
Bohea  and  Hyson  sought  their  place  of  tryst : 
Bowered  with  green  leaves,  and  far  from  haunts  of  meo*^' 
That  place  of  tryst  was  no  tryst  place  till  then. 

Just  at  the  self-same  moment  both  came  tliere, 
Each  each  beheld,  and  bade  tlie  devil  take  care. 
O  Hyson  bold  I  O  fair  and  fond  Bohea  I 
Do  ye  take  care,  for  fear  the  devil  take  ye. 
They  rushed  to  meet, — they  almost  met ;  delight 
Was  in  their  looks.     How  was  t  they  met  not  ijuite? 
What  was  "t  that  check'd  their  speed  at  once  and  joy, 
And  made  them  pause, — that  maiden  and  her  boy  ? 

For  such  effect  cause  strong  and  good  was  there : 
One  hand  had  grasped  Bohea  by  her  long  hair. 
And  kept  her  from  her  love, — the  fond,  the  true : 
And  one  stem  fist  held  Hyson  by  the  queue. 

In  Chinn,  I>h1»  are  cmiiiidered  cnwtiirea  of  good  omtti ;  bul  rn>w»  (with  W    ^     1' 
oeption  of  tiiul  wtiite-nocked  apedes  of  which  mention  wsti  mwle  in  the  *^^^  • 
V'l  "  ID  lut  muatli's  MiKcllany,)  are  regarded  at  bird*  of  rwy  evil  tn^^fJ' 


■  bliss  was  baiilk'd,  their  hearts  were  fill'd  with  doubt, 
•  heads  were  hurt, — and  both  shriek'd  loudly  out ! 

'twas  their  sires :  their  sires  Iiad  heard  their  tale 
1  that  false  friend, — and  both  with  rage  turn'd  pale ; 
)oth  resolved  to  learn  the  story's  truth 
>ne  condemned  the  maid,  or  one  the  youth. 

I  this  intent  they  both  had  sought  that  spot : 

iiir  Bohea's  and  Hyson's  evil  lot ! 

ere  they  met, — alas,  too  failhfiil  pair  [ 
le  two  sprang  forth,  and  seiz'd  them  by  the  hair, 
lers  Bohea's  stern  father  dragged  her  home, 

([ucstion'd  as  they  went  how  dared  she  roam 
ncet  young  sparks  by  moonlight  in  a  glen, 

why  that  youth,  of  all  the  race  of  men? 
,¥ed  at  home,  he  tied  her  to  a  post 
ihose  sweet  locks  young  Hyson  prized  the  most ; 
lOved  her  scissors  from  the  unhappy  fair, 
\  bound  her  hands,  lest  these  unbind  her  hair, 
hheld  her  rice  and  pipe,  and  barr'd  her  door, 
il  she  vow'd  she  ne'er  would  do  so  more. 
I  Hyson's  father  let  not  him  go  free, 

brought  him  home,  and  strapp'd  him  to  a  tree 
his  long  queue, — ah  me,  that  it  would  moult  I 
,  fasten'd  by  that  lock  he  could  not  bolt. 
fn  as  a  thresher  whirls  round  in  a  trice 
:  ponderous  Hail  *  and  thrashes  out  the  rice, 
whirling  round  his  head  a  stout  bamboo, 
thraiih'd  his  son  ;  his  son  who  dared  to  woo. 
;  youth,  when  'gainst  his  care  he  felt  the  cane, 
jainst  his  ears  was  much  against  the  ffrain,) 
iek'd  out  an  oath  he  'd  never  do  't  again. 
!  cruel  sires,  ye  act  the  unwisest  parts, 
1  little  know  what  love  will  teach  young  hearts. 

It  setf-samc  night,  when  all  were  lock'd  in  sleep, 

»  sad  Bohea,  who  stay'd  awake  to  weep, 

ie  from  her  couch,  and  lest  her  shoes  might  klop, 

added  the  hoof"  and  sought  her  father's  shop. 

^h  in  the  midst  a  tea-pot  huge  was  placed, 

finest  jwrcelain  and  superior  taste; 

forming  which  it  was  her  sire's  fond  aim 

win  at  once  more  custom  and  more  fame. 

water-pots,  and  boots  of  giant  size 

,  hang  from  shops  to  attract  the  passer's  eyes. 

turn  it  to  some  use,  besides  mere  show, 
it  at  this  time  he  made  it  a  depot 

prain  (rire)  hns  been  isatd  tr>  be  trodden  out  MimetimM  by  eattla ;  but 
lal  impluoieut  for  tbrMbiog  ii  iLe  L-oiiuuitn  Kuraiwau  llaiL" 

DiVis'»  Chtneiey  chap,  zxi. 
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For  certain  tea,  some  four-and-twenty  Iba. 
Dried  by  himself — the  produce  of  his  grounds. 
There  came  Bohea,  the  beautiful !  tlie  sweet  f 
And  standing  on  the  tips  of  her  small  feeti 
Scarce  knowing  what  to  do  or  how  begin,— 
She  lifted  up  the  cover,  and  look'd  in. 

Then  went  she  thence, — she  was  her  father's  daughter,- 

And,  one  by  one,  fetch'd  several  pails  of  water, 
And  emptied  in  ; — but  slow  tlie  water  rose. 
And  soon  she  brought  this  labour  to  a  close. 
"  Oh  I  vain,"  she  cried,  "  with  destiijy  to  cope  1 
This  tea-pot,  too,  was  form'd  to  baulk  my  hope. 
At  such  a  rate  as  this,  oh  !  Fortune's  spite! 
I  scarce  should  fill  it  should  I  toil  all  night. 
I  hoped  in  this  to  bid  my  sorrows  Hee ; 
But  fate  forbids  :  unfortunate  Bohea  I  " 

She  clasp'd  her  fair  hands  like  some  stage  adept, 
Lean'd  on  the  porcelain,  rais'd  her  eyes,  and  wepu 
The  tears  went  down  her  cheeks  in  sucti  array 
As  flootls  roll  down  when  river-banks  give  way. 
Oh  !  joy,  Bohea  t  thy  woes  shall  find  their  bar. 
Those  tears  in  quick  streams  gush'd  into  tlte  jar. 
So  hot  they  fell,  «o  large,  and  fast,  and  tree, 
They  fill'd  the  porcelain  pot, — and  made  the  lea. 
"  Is  't  true  ?  "  she  cried.     "  Then  Fo  hath  heard  my  prayer- 
Come  back,  sweet  Hope  I  and  hence,  far  hence.  Despair  I 
If  but  my  act  shall  prompt  tlie  youth  I  love. 
Though  parted  here,  we  soon  may  meet  above.* 
So  now  of  friends  and  foes  I  take  my  leave. 
And  drown  myself  to  make  my  father  grieve." 

She  climb'd  a  chair  beside  the  tea-pot's  brim  ; 
She  plunged — she  sank — alas !  she  could  not  swim. 
While  gleara'd  her  robes  amid  the  watery  gleam — 
The  steam  arose — her  breath  rose  with  the  steam. 
No  corks  were  there,  no  bladders,  and  no  stick ; 
Three  times  she  kick'd,  and  then  she  ceased  to  kick. 
Strong  was  the  tea-pot,  and  in  vain  she  struck  it, 
And  her  last  kick  kick'd  that,  and  kick'd  the  bucket. 
As  leaves  of  tea,  long  twisted  and  curl'd  up. 
Swell  and  unroll  in  tea-pot  or  in  cup, — 
Though  downward  bent  her  toes  had  long  perforce  lain. 
She  turn'd  them  up  in  that  said  piece  of  porcelain. 
Perchance  this  tale  improbable  appears ; 
Yet  think  how  oflen  maids  are  drown'd  in  tears. 

■  It  ia  spediicidly  ar|^  agsinit  the  doctrines  of  Fo  by  the  Confucuni,  that  they 
unfit  men  for  the  buainns  and  duties  of  life,  l>y  fixing  their  ipecuUtioni  so  entirely 
on  another  itate  of  existence,  as  to  lend  some  fanatics  to  hang  or  drown  them- 
hIvm,  in  order  to  anticipate  futurity  ;  nny,  two  pertofu  havt  bttn  ktunm  to  eammni 
mioUU  lojftthrr,  with  a  vieic  to  becomiug  man  ami  te\ft  in  tht  HMi  wtrrU.'" — Davi*'^ 
CkbMta,  Chap.  xiv. 
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Then  deem  it  true,  and  weep  for  poor  Bohca, — 
^B  First  drown 'd  in  tears, — tlien  both  in  tears  lud  tea. 

^"      Young  Hyson  heard — for  il!  news  travels  fast — 
Young  Hyson  heard — young  Hyson  stood  aghast. 
He  Bwore,  he  raved,  he  stamp'd,  he  tore  his  hair, — 
That  one  long  lock, — ^he  scream'd, — he  cursed  the  chair 
That  belp'd  her  up,  he  cursed  his  evil  lot, 
He  cursed  the  tea,  he  also  cursed  its  pot. 
He  strove  to  weep, — but  strove  to  weep  in  vain — 
Tliere  seem'd  to  glow  hot  lava  in  his  brain, 
Volcano  fires  before  his  eyes  to  start. 
And  more  than  earthquake  to  convulse  his  heart. 
He  strove  to  speak — but,  oh  I  no  voice  would  come; 
He  strove  again — his  words  were  "  ha  "  and  "  Hum." 
Once  more  he  strove  ; — at  last  the  fetters  broke 

^^  That  bound  his  speech, — he  strove  to  speak, — and  spoke. — 

^B     "  Oh  I  thou  white  lump  of  sugar  I  *  thrown  too  soon 
To  sweeten  tea — (ah  I  would  I  were  thy  spoon  1^ 
Thou  for  whose  sake  my  grief  must  e'er  keep  hot. 
Why  didst  thou  fall  in  that  detested  tea-pot  ? 
Alas !  no  power  may  bring  her  back  to  life, 
Who  was  my  love,  who  should  have  been  my  wife — 
^lio  should  have  been — Ah  me  t  but  what  avails 
She  should  have  been,  since  Death  liath  turn'd  the  scales — 
Hatli  turn'd  the  scales  betwixt  Despair  and  Hope, 
And  left  me  nought  to  do  on  earth — but  mope. 
fiut  mope ! — but  mope !     And  was  1  bom  for  this ? 
A«ray  with  words, — since  site  is  lost  and  bliss — 
Away  with  words,  with  life — in  brief,  with  breath— 
Nought  now  is  left  worth  living  for,  save  death  I 
Though  foes  should  gladden,  and  though  friends  should  weep, 
If  fires  be  hot,  knives  sharp,  or  opium  cheap, 
If  wolves  be  fierce,  wells  deep,  or  girdles  strong, 
Then  farewell,  life  ! — thou  shall  not  hold  me  long." 

Thus  spoke  the  youth,  then  rose  from  where  he  sat, 
And  rush'd  away — the  wind  bore  off  his  hat. 
He  heeded  not — he  rush'd,  and  on  the  wind 
His  clothes  flew  out,  his  pigtail  stream'd  behind — 
Long,  black,  and  fluttering  with  his  speed  it  strcam'd, 
And  head  and  pig-tail  some  huge  tadpole  seeni'd, 
Or  comet  grim,  dread  portent  of  the  skies, — 
Its  tail  the  pig-toil,  and  its  light  his  eyes. 

I    Thus  on  he  flew,  and  did  not  turn,  or  stop, 
Or  pause,  till,  lo !  he  reach'd  a  blacksmith's  shop — 
There  check'd  his  steps. — "  Hillo  1 "  but  no  reply — 
••  What,  hoa  !  who  waits  ?  " — his  loud  voice  rent  the  sky, 
I  metaphorical  upostrophe,  which  oonini  in  the  origioai  of  Tee-To-Tiini,  and 
I  mutt  scWaowliMlge  to  be  s  very  sweet  one,  is  tbe  more  remarkable,  aa  U>e 
arc  uui  iu  (be  iuibii  of  taking  sugar  in  tlieir  tea. 
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Dread  silence  roIlow'J,  and  his  bold  heart  sunk. 

"  Sure  those  within  must  be  asleep  or  drunk." 

He  Brst  peep'd  in, — then  enter'd, — but  could  find 

None,  save  one  old  raan,  almost  deaf  and  blind. 

«  Father  I  "  he  cried, —  the  old  man  answer'd,  '*  Son  I " — 

"  Have  you  an  axe?  " — the  sage  replied,  "  Here  'a  one." — 

*'  The  price?"  he  ask'd. — "  Three  mace." — *'  I  'II  g\veyou  liro." 

— "  Enough."     He  seized  it,  paid,  and  on  he  flew. 

Not  far  from  thence — from  thence  it  might  be  seen — 
There  grew  a  tea-tree,  of  the  sort  call'd  green. 
To  that  he  bent  his  flight,  and  there  he  found 
One  branch  that  grew  breast-high  above  the  ground. 
He  cut  it  midway  through — part  fell  down  plump. 
And  part  was  left  outstanding  from  the  stump. 
The  first  he  dragg'd  away,  and  threw  a.tide, 
The  last  he  sharpen'd  with  the  tool,  then  cried, 
"  Oh !  worst  of  all  plant-kind  !  malignant  tea  I 
Since  my  sweet  girl,  my  all-beloved  Boliea, 
For  whom  have  I  such  bitter  cause  to  grieve, 
Amid  thy  lifeless  leaves  of  life  took  leave; 
What  better  course  could  be,  what  wiser  plan 
Devised  for  me — oh  !    most  unhappy  man  ! 
To  leave  a  world  of  which  my  soul  is  sick. 
Than  on  thy  stick  thus  cut,  to  cut  my  stick!" 

He  said,  and  moving  some  few  paces  back 
To  gain  a  run,  he  made  his  girdle  slqck. 
And  bared  his  breast — then  raising  to  the  skies 
His  hands,  he  oped  his  mouth,  and  closed  his  eyes, 
Breathetl  out  one  last  sigh  for  his  love's  sweet  sake. 
Cried  "  Oh,  Bohca  I  "  and  rush'd  upon  the  stake. 
Tile  stake  went  through  between  his  lights  and  liver^ — 
He  gave  four  kicks,  two  screeches,  and  one  quiver — 
He  felt  the  sharp  wood  in  his  vital  parts. 
And  in  that  quiver  seem'd  ten  thousand  darta. 
"  Oh  Fo !  "  he  cried,  or  ere  his  eyes  grew  dim  — 
*«  Oh  Fo  1 "  he  cried,  and  Fo  gave  ear  to  him — 
♦•  Oh  Fo ! "  he  cried,  "  be  not  a  foe  to  me, 
But  draw  me  hence,  yet,  yet  my  love  to  see. 
Since  early  death  thus  bliss  on  earth  denies, 
Oh  I  let  us  meet  and  mingle  in  the  skies. 
And  though  our  parents'  hearts  have  yet  been  hard, 
Whence  our  fond  hearts  were  each  from  each  debarr'd. 
Grant  that  they  now  may  sorrow  o'er  our  doom, 
And  lay  our  bones  together  in  one  tomb. 
And  write  our  tale,  that  all  our  fates  may  know  I " 
This  said,  young  Hyson  was  absorb'd  in  Fo. 

Her  parents  in  the  tea-pot  found  Bohea — 
They  drew  the  body  thence,  and  saved  the  tea ; 
Rich  store,  in  well-cork'd  jars,  for  livelong  weeks. 
But  tears  meanwhile  bedew'd  their  tender  cheeks; 
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nucli  tlicy  wish'd,  when  every  wish  was  vain, 
ne'er  had  parted  that  most  faithful  twain. 
Hyson's  parents  found  him  on  the  stake — 
ht  to  make  their  fond  hearts  yearn  and  ache, 

;  up,  ah  me  I  in  every  breeze  to  spin, 

windmill's  sails,  or  chafers  on  a  pin. 
moved  hina  thence — they  laid  him  in  a  shell — 
iearn'd  the  fate  of  her  he  loved  so  well. 

,  too,  at  last  relented — but  too  late  ; 

feeling  guihy,  threw  the  blame  on  fate, 
well-writ  notes  and  courteous  messages 

d  between  Hyson's  father  and  Bohea's. 

veuds  forgot,  they  clear'd  their  brows  of  gloom, 

both  subscribed  to  build  one  common  tomb. 

I  on  that  spot  where  met  those  thralls  of  love, 

half  beneath  the  ground,  and  half  above, 

!a-pot  shape  'twas  built,  but  partly  hid, 

the  roof  fashion'd  like  a  tea-pot  lid. 

whole,  when  lined  with  finest  porcelain  clay, 

e,  in  two  chests,  Bohca  and  Hyson  lay. 

ant  of  tea  was  set  on  cither  side; 

green — the  sort  on  which  young  Hyson  died; 
t  black — a  kind  since  far  and  wide  renown'd, 

hose  infusion  fair  Bohea  was  drown'd. 

plants  grew  well,  and,  rich  in  leaf  and  bloom, 

branches  mingled  o'er  the  lover's  tomb  i 
;nce  those  two  species,  from  those  days  to  these, 
e  borne  the  name  of  Hysons  and  Boheas. 

maids  and  lovers  to  that  tomb  repair 
ilight  the  vows  of  fond  affection  tliere  ; 
el  by  the  grave,  or  lift  their  hands  above  . 
[}]uck  the  sprigs  as  talismans  of  love  ; 
I  gentle  brides,  their  husbands'  hearts  to  Bx, 
hose  two  kinds  the  cup  of  union  mix. 
ST  had  the  fond  pair  known  that  state  divine, 
'here  transport  and  security  entwine  ;" 

since  kind  death  hath  tied  them  in  one  tether, 
sir  namesake  leaves  full  ol\  are  brought  together, 
.>qual  chests  (with  India-paper  linings), 
iraosporta,  with  security,  to  Twiaing'a. 

rhen  weep  no  more  for  that  united  pair, 
ce  thus  in  death  one  common  lot  they  share  ; 
d,  like  their  trees  that  liigli  in  air  embrace, 
bade  their  spirits  rise  from  that  low  place 
meet  above ;  and  Hyson  and  Bohea 
w  mix  their  essence  both  in  Tieu*  and  tea. 
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EING,  from  my  long  sedentary 
not  much  more  locomotive  than  ao 
ter,  it  was  with  some  Little  dlAicuItjt 
I  resolved  to  take  my  physician's  adnot, 
and  seek  in  change  of  air  and  tcrae  i 
remedy  for  the  blue  and  yellow  meltt" 
cfaoly  which  too  close  an  attention  » 
business  had  superinduced. 

Those  who  are  accustomMl  to  ww 
"  from  pillar  to  post,"  and,  with  no  otbtf 
luggage  than  their  cloak,  and  a  widr 
mouthed,  all-devouring  carpet-baf[i  t»k« 
a  trip  to  France  or  Holland,  cannot  vf" 
ceivc  the  feelings  of  one  long  pent  op 
in  a  dingy  office,  whose  persooaJ  kfl4*^ 
ledge  even  of  the  localities  of  the  erst 
city  itself  wherein  he  toils  is  waeA 
limited  to  the  particular  tract  invariably  traversed  in  his  diumsl  tiW" 
sit  from  his  Icmging  to  the  counting-house.    Like  u  bird  '  ^?> 

liberty  to  him  proves  rather  a  source  of  nervous  ajip'  •'"' 

enjoyment. 

This  is  more  especially  the  case  with  a  single  gentleman  who  ^ 
pasfted  his  fiftieth  year  in  the  mechanical  routine  of  an  oliice,  and  «l* 
carries  his  confirmed  love  of  order  and  reguiarity  to  that  solitary  t""^ 
turn,  his  suburban  dormit<iry,  where  the  "people  of  the  hou»ei"fr*' 
long  experience,  know  his  chronometrical  habits,  and  where  be  ^ 
everything  as  ready  to  bis  hand  as  the  knocker  of  the  streetpdoor. 
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ning  of  tlie  momentous  day  I  had  named  as  timt  of  my 
sat  atone  in  my  snug  apartment,  and  contemplated  my 
)uscho]d  f^ods  in  silence.  I  was  aliout  to  separate  from  my 
:tiires,  and,  as  I  thought  in  my  melancholy  mood^  from  all 
zomforts.  But  the  die  was  cast;  although  strongly  in- 
I  ashamed  to  retract. 

I  of  the  Earl  of  Orrery  recurred  tormentingly  to  my  me- 
lore  than  their  ordinary  force.  "  Whenever  we  step  out  of 
i,"  says  that  nohleman,  "  in  search  of  felicity,  we  come 
jsappointed,  tired,  and  chagrined."  To  which  consolatory 
tdded  the  dogma  of  old  James,  our  book-keeper,  who  was 
:ay-at-home  as  a  snail,  for  the  last  twenty  years  nut  having 
ler  west  than  St.  Paul's  Churchyard,  and  whose  usual  pe- 
were  limited  to  a  stroll  on  Tower  Hill  or  the  wharf  at  the 
ue,  where  he  declared  the  air  woa  as  fine  and  fresh  as 
I  desire.  "  When  a  man  is  rich,"  quoth  James,  "  there  is 
soft  as  his  own ;  when  he  is  well,  he  certainly  requires  no 

ther  things  which  disquieted  me,  strange  to  say,  \i'a3  the 
!  sweeper  of  a  certain  crossing  which  I  daily  used,  to  whom 
had  regularly  paid  my  penny.  I  thought  he  might  calcu- 
le  weekly  expense  in  part  payment  of  his  miserable  lodgmg, 
become  a  sort  of  certain  income, — and  I  accused  myself  of 
n  not  having  remembered  him,  and  paid  the  paltry  stipend 


ling  came,  and  at  the  appointed  boar  old  Smith  appeared 
'  to  escort  me,  and  carry  my  luggage  to  the  steam-vessel 
jo  transport  me  to — ^Gravesend  ! 
ulity  of  the  old  man  cheered  my  spirits.     He  said  he  was 

the  jaunt  would  do  me  a  world  of  good,  and  that,  for  his 
lought  it  was  wrong   to  "  stew "  myself  up  month   after 

stick  so  close  to  the  desk  as  I  had  done,  especially  as  I  had 
>n  so  "  peaking  "  and  queer,  and  was  morally  certain  that  I 
e  back  as  fresh  as  a  daisy,  and  he  better  than  ever.  This 
Lge  me,  I  must  confess,  and  I  followed  him  as  he  elbowed 
;  motley  crowd  assembled  at  the  wharf,  and  "  made  way  for 
omething  like  alacrity,  and  seated  myself  as  soon  as  possible 
irest  bench  on  the  fresh-washed  deck.     Having  slipped  a 

his  honest  palm,  with  an  injunction  to  drink  my  health, 
irted.  Presently,  as  I  looked  at  the  spectators  who  lined 
f  the  wharf,  I  discerned  his  jolly  countenance  peering  over 
ders,  and  watching  me  intently. 

ii  fellow!"  thought  I,  in  a  peevish  humour,  "be  will  lose 
.st ;  for  he  must  be  punctual  at  the  office." 
I  I  must  honestly  confess  I  felt  an  indescribable  gratification 
iciodsness  that  one  at  least  among  that  mass  looked  upon  me 
ion.  This  feeling  became  more  intense  when  the  vessel  was 
and  we  fairly  started  ;  for  then,  and  not  tiU  then,  as  if  he 
»e  recognised,  I  observed  his  head  thrust  forward  to  watch 
w  his  eye  could  reach ;  and  when  at  last  I  lost  sight  of  his 
led,  muscular  head,  it  seemed  as  if  the  link  betwixt  me  and 
test  city  in  the  world,"  was  suddenly  snapped  in  twain.  The 
St.  Paul's,  the  Monument,  and  the  Tower  soon  vanished 
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from  my  view.  "  Sic  transit  gloria  miitidi !  "  thought  I,  and  then 
stantly  smiled  at  the  ridiculous  importance  I  attaclied  to  smoky  ~ 
don  and  its  associations- 

The  voyage^  however,  proved  anything  but  disagreeable,  for  'twaa 

"  All  on  a  summer's  day," 

and  the  smooth  water,  on  which  the  sunbeams  danced,  was   only  iU4 
turbed  from  its  placid  rejiose  by  the  revolution  of  the  labouring  wbedti^ 
The  hand  played,  the  passengers  walked  and  talked,   and  the  smart 
steward  in  his  linen  jacket — the  "  arbiter  bibendi " — ran  up  and  down 
supplying  the  thirsty  souls  with  ginger-beer,  bottled  ale  and   porter, 
and  other  choice  liquids. 

For  my  own  part,  I  experienced  a  sort  of  indolent  dreaminess  —  a 
dull  insensibility  to  the  realities  of  the  novel  scene  around,  that  tru 
not  entirely  dissipated  until  we  had  nearly  reached  our  destination.  I 
had  no  sooner  effected  a  landing,  and  escaped  the  holiday  throng,  tha 
I  toiled  up  the  narrow  High  Street,  and  crossing  the  Loudon  Rood,  dc 
covered  a  glimpse  of  the  country.  I  felt  cheered  and  exhilarated, 
having  lixed  upon  a  lodging  which  overlooked  a  beautiful  orchard  anil] 
garden  ground,  I  ordered  dinner ;  for  I  experienced  an  appetite 
which  I  had  long  been  a  stranger.  I  discussed  this  important  atTairi 
and  then  drawing  my  chair  to  the  open  window,  —  for  it  was  a  suit 
day.^-sipped  my  pint  of  wine  at  my  ease,  the  smiling  prospect  almoscl 
imperceptibly  dissipating  my  moodiness,  and  filling  my  miud  witii 
pleasant  thoughts. 

At  the  period  of  this  my  first  visit,  Gravescnd  was  not  a  third  of  th«j 
extent  of  the  present  town.     There  were  then  no  Bazaars,  Tivoli  Gar- 
dens, or  Observatories, — no  Royal  Buths  or  Zoological  Gardens,  giving] 
one  a  notion  that  a  huge  slice  of  the  great  Babylon  had  emigrated  t4»] 
the  shores  of  Kent.     It  is  now,  in  my  opinion,  too  towny  ;  for  the  plea- 
sant green  lanes  and  walks  have  graduatly  retreated  farther  a-tield  be- 
fore the  rapid  march  of  bricks  and  mortar,  and  the  casual  viaiter  it 
scarcely  able  to  spare  the  time  to  take  a  peep  at  the  country. 

But  to  return.  Having  the  organ  of  order  largely  developed,  I  was 
desirous  of  unpacking  my  portmanteau,  and  finding  a  place  for  every- 
thing, and  putting  everj'thing  in  its  place,  when,  lo  !  I  discovered  that 
I  had  left  the  key  behind.  It  was  not  a  member  of  the  numerous  and  ' 
united  family  which  I  invariably  carried  in  my  pocket.  After  poking 
at  the  lock  for  half  an  hour,  trying  all  the  keys  in  turn,  and  almost 
breaking  my  back,  I  found  my  "  mother  bunch  "  no  witch,  and  was 
compelled  to  summon  a  smith,  who  without  ceremony  "  cut  the  gordian 
knot "  in  a  few  seconds. 
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xranged  all  mj  paraphernalia  to  my  Batisfoction,  I  returned 
;g-ruom,  where  I  found  a  tea  equipage  of  gaudy  colours  dis- 
1  the  table,  garnished  with  shrimps  and  watercresses. 
;ing  landlady,  who  was  very  fine,  and  talked  a  little  too 
id  me  if  I  did  not  intend  to  visit  the  hill,  and  see  the 
{,  whose  kind  intentions  of  amusing  the  inhabitants  and 

been  announced  in  due  form  by  the  bellman  ;  and  she  as- 
lat  "  all  Graresend  "  would  be  there. 

oome  oQ  purpose  to  see  "  all  Graresend,"  I  thougjit  this 
t  opportunity,  and  thanking  her  for  her  information,  started 

pleasure,  with  my  cherry-tree  walking-stick  in  my  grasp. 
>ed  of  a  guide,  even  had  that  giant  landmark  the  witulmill 
ng ;  for  a  stream  of  people — sailors,  and  peasants,  and  gaily- 
ters,  men,  women,  and  children — were  nocking  to  the  spot, 
as  they  wound  over  the  hill,  like  a  huge  boa  coiling  about 

a  monstrous  elephant, 
mted  the  hill.     I  looked  around  me  —  the  panorama  was 

The  hum  of  the  crowd  —  llie  song  of  the  lurks  - —  for  there 

soaring  from  the  cornfields  below — filled  the  prosy  Cockney 

ical  feeling  of  gladness  ! 

iver  the  brow  of  the  hill,  I  beheld  a  sort  of  natural  amphi- 

ned  by  the  declivity,  interspersed  with  bramble  and  heath ; 

e  grassy  spaces  were  seated  the  greater  part  of  the  "  gen- 

i,  with  their  children.     At  the  foot  was  a  meadow  at  the 

luse  of  entertainment  (the  Old  Prince  of  Orange)  where  a 

rmed  by  the  humbler  classes.  As  I  wished  to  hear  as  well  as 

having  witnessed  an  exhibition  of  the  kind,  I  descended  to 

ice  in  this  verdant  parterre,  with  the  determination  of  being 

le  throng." 

merry  set  they  were! — brimful  of  expectation.     At  length 

countrymen  shouted  out,  "  Here  be  Tom-fool !  " 

1  were  instantly  turned  towards  the  house,  and  behold  !  a 

8  CBj>erjng  forward  leading  a  donkey,  laden  with  the  imple- 

he  craft,  and  a  sorry  nag,  gaudily  caparisoned  in  fringes  of 

I  red  worsted.     Two  men  in  smock-frocks  followed ;  one 

t  cart-wheel,  and  the  other  leading  a  sheep  in  a  string. 

we  are  !  "  cried  the  fool.     "  Open  the  door  of  the  '  green  '- 

1$  greatest  ass  iu  the  three  kingdoms  J  " 

[  there  arose  a  shoot   that  would  have   been  esteemed  a 

jreeting  by  one  of  the  first  comic  actors  of  the  age.     Then 

tit  a  penny  trumpet,  he  blew  a  charge.     "  Rear-guard,  ad- 

•ied  he,  and  his  followers  entered,  and  deposited  their  "  pro- 

i  the  centre  of  the  space.     He  was  a  short,  thickset  little 

md-shouldered,  and  rathtT   bow-legged  j    but  he   skipped 

all  the  briskness  of  a  diincina-master. 

his  eyes  towards  the  hill-side,  he  bawled  out  to  the  com- 
idies  and  gentlemen,  all  the  seats  are  taken ;  but  there  is 
tanding-room." 

ook  the  bint,  and  descended.  "There's  another  donkey 
ontinued  he ;  and  presently  there  appeared  a  slim  figure  of 
ired  in  white  pantaloons  and  pumps,  and  a  spangled  jacket ; 
^Ivet  cap,  atucK  jauntily  on  his  head,  surrounded  by  a  plume 
feathers  i  and  dangling  a  riding-whip  in  his  hand. 
moured  master,"  said  be,  obsequiously,  "  I  just  proclaimed 
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your  coming  to  tbe  eager  multitude.     Ailow  me  to  introduoe  jrott 
the  circle  of  my  acquaintance." 

Which  ceremony  he  performed  in  extravagant  dumb-sliow. 
"honoured  master"  immediately  bowed  his  white  plumeh  d  la  caralit 
to  the  grinning  audience,  and  then  with  an  airy  aj^ility  cAa**^*d 
wards  the  horse.  Mr.  Merriman,  throwing  himself  upon  his  haaii 
revolved  in  the  fashion  of  a  wheel  till  he  arrived  at  the  centre,  wfc« 
seizing  a  lung  whip  in  one  hand,  he  led  the  animal  to  the  edge  of  tl 
circle. 

Meanwhile  one  of  tbe  attendants  in  the  smock-frocks  threw  a  drum 
across  his  shoulders,  thrust  his  pandean  pipeji  in  his  waistcoat,  luid 
struck  up  an  air. 

"  Here 's  the  dofj's  meat,  sir  !  "  said  the  clown. 
"  The  duij's  meat,  sirrah  !     It 's  a  tliorough-bred  hunter," 
"  So  am  I,"  replied  he.     "  I  'ni  always  hunting  for  ray  bread." 
"  Come,  Mr.  Merriman,  don't  keep  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  wait- 
ing, but  give  an  eye  to  the  horse  ;  lend  me  a  hand,  and  give  me  »i  lej;.'^ 

"  How  liberal !  "  exclaimed  the  tloivn.     "  And  pray  what  am  I 
do  with  the  rest  of  myself?  " 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Mr.  Merriman  ?  " 

"  Why,  when  I  've  given  an  eye  to  the  horse,  and  lent  you  a  banc 
and  given  you  a  leg,  there  's  tbe  best  half  of  me  gone,   and   yoiil 
bumble-cum-stumble  servant  may  go  all  on  one  side  like  a  crab  tba 
rest  of  his  days," 

"  Come,  sirrah  !  I  want  no  words." 

"Oh  !  I  'm  not  quarrelsome,"  replied  the  other  consequentialJy. 
"  Then  skip  along,"  said  bis  master,  striking  bim  %vitb   bis  ridiag«  | 
whip. 

"  How  enn  I  skip  along  with  a  wale  on  my  back  ?  "  demanded  the 
clown,  rubbing  his  brawny  shoulders,  and  writhing  about ;  and  tfaea, 
taking  his  master  by  the  ancle,  he  assisted  him  to  mount. 

Away  started  the  horse  on  his  accustomed  round,  gradually  inclining 
bis  body  inwards,  increasing  his  speed  as  the  clown  followed  him, 
cracking  his  long  whip. 

Suddenly  the  glittering  equestrian  stood  upon  the  saddle,  bending 
bis  knees  to  the  cantering  motion  of  the  animal,  and  striking  him  ou 
the  shoulders  with  his  whip  while  he  held  the  long  reins  in  his  left 
hand. 

"  Ride  a  cock-horse 
To  liiiubury  cross !  " 
sang  out  the  clown. 

Anon  the  rider  held  out  one  leg  behind  bim,  and  then  the  other. 
"There  be  goes,  round  and  round,  like  a  teetotum— all  upon  one 
leg .'  "  exclaimed  the  clown.  And  now,  to  the  admiration  of  his  audi- 
vuce,  he  threw  down  the  reins,  and  holding  the  riding-wiiip  iu  tbe 
foiihion  of  a  skipping-rope,  sprang  over,  both  backwards  and  forwards, 
while  in  full  career. 

Laying  aside  his  whip,  Mr.  Merriman  extmcted  from  their  baggage 
two  oranges  stuck  on  two  forks,  and  banded  them  to  his  master, 
singing, 

"  Oranges  and  lemons. 
Says  the  bells  at  St.  Clement's  !  " 

Tbe  mountebank  then  disencumbered  himself  of  his  cap  and  plume, 
and  tossed  them  to  his  motley  servitor,  together  with  his  whip. 
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i  ingratitude!  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Merriman.     "  I  take  care  of 

ineryj  and  he  gives  me  a  tehip-in  !  " 

.he  oranges  alternately  in  the  air,  and  catching  them  in 

aion  on  the  prongs  of  the  forks,  the. master  gallopped  on 

ding  road,  amid  the  plaudits  of  the  spectators. 

i  a   dabster  in  dough  for  ye ! "  cried  the  clown.     "  He 

ood  education,  and  no  mistake,  and  —  those  are  the/ruiit 

erformed  these  evolutions,  the  mountebank  gradually  rein- 
ed, and  slipped  astride  the  padded  saddle,  bia  legs  dan- 
r  and  wearily  against  the  panting  sides  of  the  tired  animal. 
fr.  Merriman,  help  me  to  alight,"  said  he. 
winkling  of  a  bed -post,"  replied  his  humorous  attendant, 
[  out  a  box  of  lucifer-matches  from  his  capacious  pockets, 
in  an  instant,  and  presented  it. 
that,  booby  ?  " 

Didn't  you  go  for  to  ask  me  to  help  you  to  a  light  .'* " 
ne  to  get  down,  you  fotil,  I  meant." 

low !  what  a  thousand  little  pities  it  is — so  it  is — you  were 
[oose — for  they  always  get  down  without  assistance  -'  .  But 
lich  way  the  cat  jumps  —  it 's  as  plain  as  the  nose  on  my 
ever  as  you  are,  you  're  offended  'cause  1  've  found  a  match 

■rriman,  yon  're  a  sad  fellow,  but  I  '11  help  myself,"  bo  say- 
intebiink  stood  upon  the  saddle,  and  leaping  up,  turned  a 
and  came  cleverly  upon  his  feet. 

"or  ye,  ain't  tliat  droll  now?  he  pets  up  to  get  down! 
ural  turn  he  has  to  the  business !  "  exclaimed  the  clown ; 
e;  to  the  grinning  crowd.  "  Now  can  any  of  ye  guess  this, 
ddle-ma-ree!  Why  is  my  master  a  liberal  fellow  ?  Why, 
■omesdown'  handsomely.  Come,  now,  ain't  that  smart?  " 
jis  superior,  who  was  adjusting  his  velvet  cap,  "and  yet 
ae  a  fool." 
reat  fwd." 

ty,  or  I  should  not  own  such  a  master." 
ean  you,  sirrah  ?  " 

ilain  allegorically,  metaphorically,  categorically,  and  pare- 
eplied  the  clown,  and  gradually  elevating  the  cart-wheel, 
he  nave,  and  supported  it  with  one  hand.  "  There,  that 's 
!  Don't  you  .see  the  nave  has  got  the  upper  hand  of  the 
nave  's  you,  and  I  'm  me  — the  fool  —  by  reason  of  being 

ractical  illustration  there  arose  a  general  laugh. 
w,  ladies  and  gentlemen,"  said  the  mountebank  in  a  loud 
are  about  to  oH'er  you  by  lottery  a  large  and  valuable  col- 
•a-truys,  gown  and  waistcoat  pieces,  knives  and  forks,  can- 
d  candleboxes,  and  numerous  other  articles  both  useful  and 
Tliere  are  so  many  prizes  that  none  of  you  can  possibly 

than  one  shilling,  which  is  the  smuU  price  at  which  we 
kets." 

n'aa  thus  addressing  and  inviting  them  to  try  their  fortune, 
'as  busily  occupied  in  unpacking  the  bales,  and  spreading 
nd  gaudy  gown-pieces  on  the  grass,  and  scattering  hither 
the  painted  tea  trays  and  glitterin;  tin-candlesticks  and 
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candleboxes  all  over  the  interior  of  the  circle  In  the  most  alliiTiBf 
confusion. 

Havine  quickly  executed  this  temptation  part  of  the  bnaiiicM,  be 
ran  round,  distributing  the  tickets  to  the  spectators,  and  I  was  plcned 
to  observe  that  the  sale  vent  on  rapidly ;  indeed  he  had  such  a  bee 
tious  and  irresistible  way  of  puffing  his  tickets  that  he  extracted  mnj 
a  reluctant  shilling,  and  relaxed  the  grasp  of  many  a  pradent  hand. 

A  young  country-woman  in  a  red  doak,  with  an  infant  in  her  mimm, 
who  was  standing  before  me,  tried  all  her  eloquence  upon  her  hnabaad 
to  induce  him  to  venture.  "  She  should  so  like  to  have  those  knnct: 
they  were  just  what  they  wanted  so  much ! " 

With  much  ado  she  at  last  prevailed,  and  holding  oat  the  ahilli^ 
called  out  eagerly  for  a  ticket,  apparently  fearing  her  husband  m^^ 
repent,  and  perhaps  recal  the  coin. 

I  could  not  help  sympathising  in  her  sanguine  expectationa  o€mtt- 
vonrable  result.  I  too  gave  my  shilling,  which  I  considered  doe  to  the 
performers  for  the  amusement  they  had  afforded  me. 

"  There 's  a  prime  dozen  of  knives  and  forks ! "  said  the  down,  m*." 
hibiting  them.  "  Twenty-four  pieces !  why  it  's  only  a  halfpennf 
a-piece:  who  would  use  their  fingers  when  they  can  get  tools  so  do^ 
cheap  ?  They  are  all  town-made,  too— warranted ;  there  '■  blades  tat 
you ;  with  an  edge  as  keen  as  a  February  frost,  and  of  as  good  a  tern* 
per  as  the  cobbler's  wife,  who  kissed  her  husband  for  *  welting  *  her  I " 

Having  at  Inst  most  profitably  exerted  his  eloquence  in  the  ssle  of 
the  chances  in  this  minor  lottery,  he  proceeded  to  make  a  csrcnit  with 
the  lucky-bag,  containing  the  blanks  and  prises,  in  his  hand. 

The  lots  were  speedily  drawn  by  the  eager  expectants,  who  had 
ventured  their  shillings,  and — only  to  see  the  tricks  of  that  jade.  For* 
tune  —  the  young  mother  handed  the  mystic  paper  to  her  bnsbaad, 
who,  unfolding  it,  declared  to  her  disappomtment  that  it  was  a  hisak, 
while  mine  turned  up  a  capital  prize,  for  I  had  won,  without  a  wish, 
the  much-coveted  knives  and  forks.  I  felt  half-ashamed  of  prodaim- 
ing  my  good_  luck.  It  occurred  to  me,  however,  that  I  might  easily 
overcome  this  nervous  difficulty,  and  handing  the  paper  to  the  Tooi^ 
woman,  I  said :  "  Will  yon  do  me  the  favour  to  take  home  these  knives 
and  forks  for  me  ?  " 


"  Surely,  sir,"  replied  she,  curtseying  and  blushing ;  "  where  be  yon 
living,  sir  ?  " 

"  You  mistake  me,"  I  replied.  "  I  wish  you  to  accept  them  as  a 
gift. 
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ir ! — I  'm  sure — I  tlmnk  you,  sir,"  said  s!ie. 

•e  kindly,  sir,"  interposed  the  husband  ;  "  our  Nell  longed 

more,"  interrupted  I, "  you  're  heartily  welcome,"  for  I  felt 
luch  by  the  observutiun  the  expression  of  their  gratitude 
me  as  I  should  hnve  done  in  holding  out  my  hand  and 
prize  before  the  ga/-e  of  the  crowd  ;  so  I  slunk  away,  and 
h  the  group  in  atiother  quarter,  as  stealthily  as  if  I  had 
sket,  and  feared  detection,  nttliough  I  was  really  gratified 
i  to  give  the  young  housekeeper  so  much  iileasure  at  so 

izes  having  been  distributed,  one  of  the  men  from  the  pul)- 

rided  a  pint  of  foaming  porter  to  the  clown,  who  presented 

ter. 

the  way  you  offer  the  beverage  to  me,  sirrah  ?  "  said  he, 

e  ?  "  exclaimed  the  clown.    "  Why  it 's  genuine  malt  and 

ne  a  glass,"  said  the  mountebank,  gracefully  waving  his 

ch  the  clown  presented  him  with  a  pocket  looking-glass. 

(It  to  see  the  way  to  your  mouth,  I  suppose,"  said  he. 

ato  a  tumbler,  Air.  Blerrimari,"  cried  the  other  impatiently. 

m  the  fool  stared,  and  then  nodding,  applied  his  lips  to 

,  and  drained  it. 

sirrah,  whut  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  " 

you  tell  me  to  put  it  into  a  tumbler?  "  said  the  quibbler, 

a  tumbler?  Look  at  that  I  "  And  he  immediately  turn- 
rset  in  the  air,  leaping  up,  and  coming  down  upon  his  feet 
it  touching  the  ground  ^vith  his  bauds. 
•f  merriment  welcomed  the  conceit  and  the  agility  of  the 
another  pint,  with  a  glass  being  brought  for  the  refresh- 
spangled  rider,  he  remounted  his  steed,  and  recommenced 
in  erolutions,  skipping  with  a  hoop,  and  anon  rapidly  pass- 
lis  bead,  legs,  anil  arms,  while  at  full  gallop, 
dry  other  gymnastic  feats  were  exhibited,  not  only  by  the 
the  man,  to  the  evident  delight  of  all  assembled,  "  both 
imall,"  the  mountebank,  standing  upon  the  saddle,  pro- 
jj,  that,  "encouraged  by  the  liberality  of  his  indulgent 
!  was  induced  to  offer  a  sheep  to  be  raffled  for — if  he  could 
ip  a  sufficient  number  for  so  large  a  prize." 
(ar  that  I  "  said  the  clown.  "  There  never  was  such  a  man 
;r.  I  verily  believe  he  would  give  the  little  coat  off  bia 
lybudy  would  wear  it ;  and  thereby  bangs  a  tale  (I  don't 
coat,  but  touching  his  liberality).  Wlien  a  mere  boy  —  a 
■  ^  he  once  gave  a  schoolfellow  two  whole  radishes  for  one 
!  But  here's  mutton  here,  my  masters  and  mistresses, 
like.  Never  was  such  a  favourable  opportunity  offered  to 
t  public  for  the  profitable  investment  of  a  small  capital. 
fling  risk  of  one  shilling  the  agriculturist  may  (possibly) 

much  fine  wether  as  will  last  him  a  whole  fortnight.  A 
gain  a  profitable  client,  whom  he  may  '  fleece '  without 
tion,  and  have  parchment  enough  left  for  a  marriage  settje- 
itlemen  of  the  bar, —  if  there  be  any  here, —  I  pray  ye  put 
au-lamb !     Nay,  even  those  sapient  noddles  who  go  forth 
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wool-gathering,  may  for  once  hare  a  chance  of  racoess,  and  mol  go  ] 
shorn!  And  O!  ye  sportsmen — ye  hedge  and  diteb  leapen^  and 
clearers  of  five-barred  gates !  — -  ye  riden  of  matches,  and  matcUcM 
riders,  here 's  a  particular  nice  chance  for  you  ! — ^nothing  less  than  taa 
fomons  trotters — warranted  fast.  So  come  along,  my  merry  cnstomci^ 
and  down  with  the  dibs .' " 

And  away  ran  Mr.  Merriman  round  the  ring,  to  eather  in  tbe  oon- 
tributions.  The  tickets  were  soon  disposed  of,  and  in  less  tlisn  Urn 
minutes  an  "  agriculturist,"  as  I  guessed  from  his  garb,  iiu#  cany  dl 
the  sheep,  and  so  became  "  master  of  the  wether"  as  the  fool  qnau^ 
observed. 

The  sports  were  now  concluded  with  an  intimation  from  the  moaate- 
bank  that  a  ball  at  three-pence  per  head,  music  and  lights  included^ 
would  be  given  in  the  "  great  room "  of  the  Old  Prince  of  Orai^6 
"  Purposely,"  as  the  clown  added,  "  for  the  delight  and  entertainmcBt 
of  the  Kentish  men,  his  worthy  master  knowing  the  affection  they  «^ 
tertained  for  '  hops.' " 

CONTENTMENT. 

BT   MARTIN    OPITZ   VOX    BOBERFELD.* 

Happy  is  be  who  wisely  loves 

Life's  simple  path  in  peace  to  tiead  : 
He  quickly  rails  who  monnts  too  high. 

By  false  ambitioD  blindly  led. 
Let  each  his  own  good  sense  approve— 
My  shepherdess  alone  I  lore. 
The  loftiest  castle  feels  the  most 

The  pealing  thunder's  angry  might ; 
So  he  whose  pride  impels  him  on 

Soon  trembles  on  the  giddy  height.  Let  each,  &e. 

The  boundless  tea  has  surging  waves, 

And  rocks,  and  winds  that  madly  blow  ; 
The  wise  man  by  the  streamlet  dwells 

That  in  the  modest  vale  doth  flow.  Let  each,  &c. 

If  Phyllis  has  nor  gems  nor  gold, 

Yet  far  more  precious  charms  hath  she : 
Nogold,  no  jewels  e'er  could  buy 

Those  eyes  with  which  she  dazzles  me.      Let  each,  &c. 
How  seldom  can  we  enter  in, 

When  waiting  at  the  rich  man's  door  ; 
With  her  I  have  no  need  of  words— 

Her  all  is  mine,  1  want  no  more.  Let  each,  &c. 

She  glitters  not  with  borrow'd  gems. 

Yet  fairer  unadom'd  is  she. 
Let  haughty  dames  in  spangles  shine — 

Such  beauty  ne'er  shall  dazzle  me.  Let  each,  lee. 

If  she  be  not  of  noble  rank. 

Still  her  Creator's  child  is  she ; 
Though  she  possess  nor  house  nor  lands. 

She  is  a  rich  domain  to  me.  Let  each,  fee. 

Let  him  who  will  ascend  on  high — 

I  thirst  not  for  such  labour  vain. 
I  still  prefer  my  humble  lot. 

That  gi»es  me  joy,  but  spares  me  pain. 
And  thus  my  own  good  sense  approve. 
And  pretty  Phyllis Vondly  love. 

*  Bom  ut  BunsLin  1597,  died  I«B9. 
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ilic  is  beginning,  I  trust,  to  recognise  in  me  one  of  those 
ilosophers  who,  instead  of  placing  in  their  microscope  the 
Dhinx,  or  in  their  retort  a  crystal  of  succinamide,  delight  in 
ization  of  insects  of  a  larger  growth,  and  the  analysis  of  the 
>vered  products  of  the  mind  ;  a  human  naturalist,  intent 
ng  his  discoveries  into  the  idiosyncrasy  of  man,  through  the 
io  indications  of  manners. 

ho  had  the  luck  to  visit  Paris  some  five-and-twenty  years 
ecall  to  mind  a  sapient  humorist,  known  by  the  name  of 
de  la  Chausst-e  d'Anlln,  who,  from  his  secluded  hermitage  in 
f  that  gay  metropolis,  exercised  a  most  singular  inquisition 
ecaliorities  of  his  contemporaries.  To  this  day,  it  is  ad- 
;  the  domestic  life  of  the  times  of  Napivleun  is  nowhere  so 
portrayed  as  in  the  lucubrations  of  the  Hermit. 
,ch  a  commentator  am  I. — In  the  upper  story  of  a  commo- 
iion  of  the  parish  of  St.  George's,  Hanover  Square,  is  my 
iliurly  known  by  privileged  visitors  as  the  Blue  Chamber; 
pass  my  merry  life  in  laughing  over  the  antics  of  the  fa- 
k'orld  below.  In  the  davs  of  Moliere.  by  the  way,  there  was 
ous  Blue  Chamber,  — La  Chambre  Bleue  of  the  Hotel  de 
•t, — ill  which  used  to  assemble  the  celebrated  coterie  satir- 
e  dmmatic  philosopher,  lander  the  name  of  Les  Prfcieutei 
Pei)ple  are  apt  to  suppose  that  the  designation  "  Blue," 
such  of  the  gentler  sex  us  dabble  in  literature,  originated  in 
)f  Dr.  Johnson  and  Mrs.  Alontague.  Not  a  bit! — It  is  as 
•  of  Menage  and  Madame  de  Sevigne, — two  of  the  habitual 
I  of  the  Marchioness  de  Kambouillet's  Blue  Chamber  \  Blue 
uently  been  for  the  liist  two  centuries  the  emblematical 
le  lettered  tribe.  Blue  devils  had  probably  the  same  origin. 
!  that  minister  to  wiy  Blue  Chamber,  however,  are  cowfeur 
ad  the  feathers  I  pluck  from  their  wings  to  depict  the  man- 
day,  though  many-hued  as  the  plumage  of  a  humming-bird, 
ide  the  cerulean  tinge  of  the  pedant  among  their  evanes- 

t  with  discretion  the  lighter  follies  of  tTie  times,  the  artist 
man  of  the  world,  yet,  "  dolphin-tike,  show  above  the  ele- 
oves  in."  Inquire  of  the  sun,  which  receives  my  morning 
full  five  minutes  before  its  rays  gild  the  adjoining  balconies 
y  Square,  whether  I  rise  not  considerably  above  and  before 
able  neighbours.  The  first  objt- ct  I  generally  salute  after 
1  summer  mornings,  is  my  next  door  neighbour.  Lord  John 

lounging  home  from  Crockey's,  with  the  pallid  face  of  a 
tgure  that  has  weathered  the  vicissitudes  of  a  show-life  for 
jirty  years  ;  nnd  from  his  manner  of  proceeding  along  the 
hether  tickling  the  flank  of  a  fine  cab-horse  in  his  days  of 

or  tapping  the  area-rail  as  he  saunters  along,  with  a  jewel- 
ne,  nearly  as  valuable  as  the  cab-horse,  I  can  infer  within 
guineas  the  amount  of  his  winnings  or  losings.     Lord  John 
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is  one  of  my  veatlier-^auges  of  tbe  morals  of  the  day.  I  lore  the' 
almost  as  much  as  though  he  were  a  grandson  of  my  own.  1  can  WW' 
prehend,  from  the  nature  and  number  of  the  knocks  at  hia  door,  tkff 
chief  incidents  of  his  daily  life.  The  single  knocks  perpetrated  kf 
wretches  in  brown  brass-button ed  coats  and  corduroys,  or  sbabbj-^eo- 
teel  nondescripts  in  seedy  surtouts,  whereof  the  side-pockets  secai 
framed  to  contain  compendious  morocco  pocket-books,  have  be^nn  to 
fill  my  mind  with  anxiety  in  behalf  of  my  young  neighbour,  since  I 
discovered  that  these  worthies  are  apt  to  emerge  from  bis  abode  with 
faces  the  complexion  of  a  gatherins  thunder-storm,  and  execratioiic 
"  not  loud  but  deep," — and  occasionally  loud  also : — just  sucb,  in  sboft» 
as  are  necessarily  engendered  between  a  visit  to  Crockey's  overnigb^ 
and  a  visit  with  a  single  knock  in  the  morning. 

I  can  fully  enter  into  the  state  of  the  case.  Lord  John  is  the  third 
son  of  the  Duke  of  Crawley,  whose  rent-roll  of  seventy  thousand  a-rtmr 
was  charged  by  his  marriage-settlements  witli  a  provision  of  fifty  tnoo- 
sand  pounds  for  younger  children.  It  was  thought  a  handsome  sum  at 
the  time ;  for  the  young  Duchess,  whose  jointure  those  settlenientB 
purported  to  affix,  had  no  dowry  but  her  beauty ;  and  there  wa«  a 
ferocious  Duchess-dowager  still  extant,  extracting  eight  tboo»aod 
a-year  from  the  estate.  fVho  was  to  guess,  moreover,  that  so  silly  a 
measure  as  a  love-match  on  the  part  of  one  of  the  wealthiest  peers  of 
the  realm,  would  create  ten  junior  branches  for  the  subdivision  of  tbe 
allotted  sum  into  small  packets  of  poison,  amounting  to  five  tbousaad 
pounds  a-piece? 

Lord  John  and  his  five  luckless  younger  brothers,  accordingly,  were 
reared  in  purple  and  fine  linen,  on  venison  and  providence-pine,  with- 
out the  slightest  reason  to  infer  that  the  future  provision  of  each  ^vuold 
not  amount  to  the  salary  of  their  father's  French  cook.  They  rode 
their  Shetland  ponies,  and  figured  in  fine  oil  paintings  in  the  Exhibi- 
tion, arrayed  in  velvet  and  point-lace,  in  all  the  thoughtless  vanity  of 
childhood.  Grooms,  keepers,  iiages,  tutors,  and  other  menial  servants, 
waited  upon  their  beck  ;  and  they  progressed  in  due  season  to  Eton 
and  the  University,  without  having  received  an  admonitory  hint  from 
their  parents  that  it  was  their  vital  interest  to  attain  there  the  meani 
of  their  future  advancement  in  life.  The  Duke  was  too  busy  with  his 
whist,  and  the  Duchess  with  her  toilet,  to  do  more  than  hurry  through 
an  affectionate  good-b'ye  to  them  when  they  quitted  the  castle.  Lord 
Edward,  indeed,  the  one  intended  for  a  bishop,  was  occasionally  re> 
minded  that  he  was  tabooed  for  the  Church,  and  must  be  more  guuded 
than  his  brothers ;  hut  the  rest  of  them,  like  other  ill  weeds,  grew 
apace,  and  did  little  or  nothing  beside. 

No  one  cared  enough  for  the  Duke  of  Crawley  to  remonstrate  with 
him  seriously  concerning  the  destinies  of  his  boys,  for  he  was  known  to 
be  averse  to  serious  talking ;  and,  though  a  kind-hearted  man,  lived  on 
from  day  to  day,  through  a  life  of  pleasure,  without  ever  bringing  it  to 
tnind  that  at  his  death  his  son  the  ^larquis  would  succeed  to  Beimoot 
Castle,  and  the  rest  of  his  handsome  boys  to  comparative  b^garr  I 
"  Ned  is  to  be  a  parson  ;  Willie  is  to  study  the  law,  and  represent  the 
Crawley  borough.  Jack,  Harry,  and  Orlando  must  go  into  the  amif, 
or  do  something  or  other,  and  we  will  see  and  push  them  on,"  was  lua 
usual  reply  when  his  old  tutor,  the  Irish  Dean,  or  some  ioqnixitiTe 
country  neiglilraur,  presumed  to  question  him  respecting  the  tiainiqg 
of  Lis  olive  branches.     His  Grace  trusted,  in  short,  as  men  of  lea*  eaii- 
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[nonce  too  often  trust,  to  the  chapter  of  accidents,  to  provide  for 
who  owed  it  to  /lim  that  they  were  thrust  into  this  world  of  de- 
'  credits,  tu  straggle  and  buffet  with  its  necessities ;  and  was 
aently  mure  at  liberty  tu  enjoy  his  hunting  half  the  year,  and 
ii»  rubl^er  the  other.  The  annual  cost  of  his  kennel,  had  it  been  laid 
)j  for  VVilliatn,  Jack,  Harry,  and  Orlando,  would  of  course  have  placed 
Leir  future  fortunes  beyond  all  solicitude.  But  it  is  a  hard  thing  for 
^Doke  with  so  fine  a  rent-roll  to  deny  himself  the  innocent  recreation 
if  a  pack  of  hounds,  or  the  ruinous  hospitalities  which  form  an  inevit- 
iWe  sippendix  to  the  onerous  item  of  aristocratic  life  ;  and  thus,  when 
hi^Gruce  descended  in  his  Spanish  mahogany  shell  and  crimson  velvet 
t&a  to  the  society  of  bis  ancestors,  the  wide  world  became  encum- 
l$wd  with  a  Lord  William,  a  Lord  Henry,  a  Lord  Orlando,  and  a  Lord 
of  no  mortal  use  to  the  community,  or  credit  to  their  order. 
Reform  Bill,  meanwhile,  lind  provided  for  the  Crawley  borough, 
was  to  have  provided  fur  Lord  William  ;  Lord  Henry  was  in  a 
regiment,  the  inevitable  expenses  of  \vhich  exactly  doubled  his 
c;  Lord  Orlando  was  in  the  Guards,  on  the  quick  march  for  the 
ch ;  and  Lord  John,  my  neighbour,  (who  had  been  sent  into  the 
mvj  M'ith  his  niilk-of-rose.s  habits  so  strong  upon  him,  that  it  was  next 
impossible  he  should  cling  to  it  as  a  profession,)  was  what  is  called 
pave. 

ossible  to  see  a  finer  young  man ;  —  tall,  active,  intelligent,  yet 
nfiued  and  gentle  in  his  manners,  unless  when  roused  by  altercations 
with  single  knacks.  Having  quitted  Eton  for  the  Mediterranean  at 
thirteen,  he  had  more  pretext  than  his  brothers  for  deficiency  of  scho- 
hnhip ;  and,  in  lieu  of  Latin  and  Greek,  had  at  least  picked  up  enough 
Frracfa,  Italian,  and  Spanish,  to  make  him  talk  the  abuminabte  Eng- 
Hih  in  vogne  amongst  the  gabblers  of  the  day.  He  was  an  accom- 
piidlcd  musician  too,  —  as  the  sound  of  a  guitar  and  rich  tenor,  which 
■tidied  me  on  summer  mornings  from  his  open  windows,  suthced  to  at- 
tat;  and,  if  I  might  trust  to  the  record  of  his  partnership  accounts  in 

Kitrning  Post,  Almacks  did  not  boast  of  more  favoured  waltzer 
lOrd  John  Devereux. 
e  was  a  pretty  fellow  to  attain,  at  twenty-one,  the  absolute  com- 
lund  of  five  thousand  pounds,  and  not  a  grain  of  discretion  to  turn  it 
l» account.' — He  regarded  it  as  a  year's  income! — Compared  with  the 
ttttture  of  his  enjoyments  at  Belmont  Castle,  it  was  scarcely  so  much. 
However,  he  was  good  enough  to  content  himself  with  it ;  and  as  Lord 
John  had  nearly  attained  his  twenty-second  year  when  he  first  at- 
tucted  my  notice,  lie  was  at  that  time  hardly  worth  five  hundred 
pounds  in  the  world.  Fortiuke  sometimes  favours  the  reckless :  and 
ill*  chances  of  Crockford's  are  suid  to  have  quadrupled  that  modest 
■udicum  before  the  close  of  the  seoson.  Though  what  is  popularly 
ollwl  "  done  up,"  and  melodramatically  called  "  undone,"  he  was  able 
^  keep  up  the  ball  a  little  longer.  He  lived  at  free  quarters  the 
utumn  and  winter  months,  with  his  brother  the  Duke's  hunters  and 
ilHnds,  at  Belmont  Castle  ;  and  i^rly  in  the  spring  I  hud  the  delight 

Icoming  him  back  to  his  old  lodgings,  rejuvenized  by  country 

I,  and  almost  as  brilliant  as  ever. 

heart  wa.s  glad  within  me.     My  interest  in  him  was  as  warm  as 
unjustifiable  ;  and  heartily  did  I  long  to  whisper  in  his  ear  with 

ill  small  voice  of  experience,  "  Be  warned ! — be  wise ! — beware ! 

into  your  hands  the  light  burthen  of  your  fortunes,  and  weigh 
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them  warilyj  ere  again  you  risk  them  against  the  bitterness  of[ 
—the  shame  of  obligation.  Youth,  with  health  and  a  hundred  a- 
niay  appear  despicable  in  your  eye.s ;  but  youth  without  them  it 
far  more  sorry  heritage.  Take  courage.  Fall  back  upon  your  profeaaoo. 
The  parly  in  which  your  family  is  enrulled  may  resume  its  authority. 
Government  patronage,  if  it  find  ynu  in  the  path  of  honour,  might  do 
much  for  you  ;  but  if  it  must  seek  you  out  sinking  under  a  load  of 
debt  and  obloquy,  not  even  the  strongest  prop  it  has  to  offer  can  reatore 
to  strength  and  comeliness  the  deformity  of  a  broken  cbaracter."  | 

But  how  from  the  aerial  eminence  of  my  Blue  Chamber  was  I  ta  < 
whisper  this  into  the  ear  of  the  joyous  young  man  ? — I  soon  saw  hmr 
matters  were  going  with  him  ! — Kvery  day,  knowing  cabs  called  to  taka 
him  out  to  dinner ;  and  anything  but  knowing  family  coaches  stopped 
at  his  door  four  hours  afterwards,  for  the  same  purpose,  on  their  Mray 
to  different  balls.  Next  morning,  footuien  with  letters,  and  pages 
with  notes,  before  he  had  been  more  than  three  hours  in  bed  ;  while 
tailors  and  jewellers,  hatters  and  bootmakers,  bowed  at  his  levee  with 
a  degree  of  assiduity  that  sutticed  to  prove  the  punctuality  of  his  pay- 
ments during  the  year  for  which  his  fortune  hud  served  as  income. 
Everybody  was  not  so  well  versed  as  I  in  the  amount  of  his  mother's ' 
marriage  settlements  and  his  own  fortune.  The  tailors  and  jewellers 
knew  nothing  of  the  sum  tutiil  of  his  losses  ut  play,  or  the  diminution 
of  his  property  ;  the  fair  proprit-tors  of  the  footmen  and  pages  had  no 
reason  to  imagine  that  their  little  perfumed  billets  were  addressed  to  a 
ruined  muu ;  and  as  to  the  family  coaches,  they  would  not  have  stop- 
ped within  three  streets  of  his  lodgings,  had  they  entertained  the  most 
diistant  suspicion  of  the  rent  state  of  the  case. 

It  could  not  be  expected  that,  when  the  truth  began  to  be  surmised, 
tailors,  jewellers,  and  fumilr  coaches  slioiild  be  sufficiently  philoso- 
phical to  compassionate  Lord  John  as  the  victim  of  nn  erroneous  srstem, 
—a  martyr  to  the  grim  ghost  of  extinct  feudality,  which,  so  far  from 
contemplating  the  greatest  happiness  of  the  griatest  number,  seems 
bent  upon  making  fools  of  the  elder-born  of  the  aristocracy,  and  knares 
of  the  rest. 

I  had  noticed  so  many  traits  of  humanity  and  courtesy  in  this  fine 
young  man,  that  I  shuddered  ut  finding  him  about  to  be  included  in 
this  grievous  majority.  I  noticed  his  popularity  among  his  young  ac- 
quaintances, both  lords  and  commons  ;  nay,  1  have  seen  the  sweeper 
of  an  adjacent  crossing  stand  and  look  after  him  with  a  benediction  as 
long  as  he  remained  in  si^ht ;  while  the  blind  beggar  stationed  on  a 
neighbouring  door-step,  abstained  from  striking  up  her  monotonous 
plaint  whenever  hit  well-known  step  approachid,  as  she  did  for  less 
familiar  passengers ;  for  of  his  liberality  she  was  pre-a.ssure<l.  Other 
excellencies  had  reached  my  knowledge  connected  with  the  three-cor- 
nered billets  and  their  pages  (I  mean  the  pages  in  dark  green  liverie»), 
which,  combined  with  the  almost  poetical  grace  of  his  manners  and 
appearance,  excited  my  sympathy  to  the  utmost.  If  I  had  not  known 
myself  to  be  such  a  wretched  old  quiz,  I  swear  I  would  have  got  put 
up  at  Crock  ford's,  for  the  sole  purpose  of  watching  over  the  procvvd- 
ings  of  Lord  John. 

It  almost  enraged  me  to  think  that  his  four  sisters  were  mnrritHl  to 
wealthy  peers,  hereditary  lawgivers,  supporters  of  Church  and  State, 
and  men  of  weight  and  consequence  in  the  country  ;  and  that  not  one 
of  ibem  was  at  the  trouble  of  extending  an  arm  to  preserve  this  luck- 
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m  de«trtiction.  There  was  ln's  brother,  Lord  Edward,  «nih 
sanil  ii-jear  Church  preferment  aud  bi{;l>  ecclesia-stical  ho- 
;  he  had  a  wife  and  children,  and  "  therefore  he  could  not 
he  succour  of  the  fiilling  m:in.  Lord  Orlando  wns  with  hia 
n  Indiii ;  Lord  William  waking  hi»  court  to  a  city  widow  ; 
ienrv  compromising  with  his  creditors.  Not  a  soul  iinnon;; 
a  thought  or  a  guinea  to  wnste  upon  their  frail  hruther !  I 
thoughts  of  inditing  a  private  word  or  two  to  the  proprie- 
he  pages,  to  implore  their  intervention.  But  bv  rash  inter- 
light  embroil  the  atfuirs  of  my  young  neigiibuur  a  million 

d  the  second  year  ;  and,  now  that  we  are  enterinp  tlie  third, 
of  my  evil  prognostications  is  fatally  corroborative  of  their 
'he  morning  single  knocks  are  now  repeated  with  "damntible 
Not  a  family  coach  for  the  last  eight  months  ;  the  cabs  of 
ends  or  kinsmen  few  and  far  between  ; — but,  as  infitllihle  fla 
of  the  sun,  the  return  of  the  prodigal  at  daylight,  viith  sal- 
1  and  seared  eyes, — a  gambler, — a  losing  gambler, — a  gam- 
ig  on  parole,  and  knowing  that  his  word  of  honour  was  once 

w  it  is — I  see  plainly  bow  it  is. — I  shall  lose  him. — The  lad 

to  a  bad  end.     While  his  brother  the  Duke  is  paying  thun- 

annum  to  keep  up  his  bunting  estiibli.'thinent,  and  hundreds 

akin  and  ma'ttre  a'Mlel,  besides  devoting  a  prodigious  waste 

I  the  harassment  of  government  and  its  administrators  ;  while 

ard  is  keeping  residence  at  his  deanery,  and  his  noble  bro- 

iws  preaching  in  Parliament,  not  a  word  either  of  exhorta- 

iroval  is  addressed  to  the  goodly  creature  thus  gratuitously 

imong  the  rocks  and  shoals  of  fashion,  by  a  bad  education, 

pie,  and  tlie  bad  influences  of  conventional  life. 

8  a  pretty  little  damsel  leaning  at  this  motnent  against  the 

indows  of  an  opposite  drn wing-room,  and  apt  to  be  on  the 

re  at  this  hour  of  the  day, — actuated,  I  suspect,  by  the  same 

as  myself.     It  is  Dora  Colvile,  only  daughter  of  the  stiff- 

ig-taiied  old  Gi-neral  to  wiiom  the  imuse  belongs.     Sir  FeJix 

rer,  and  on  the  committee  of  the  United  Service  Club  ;  for 

■e  a  Lady  Colvile  in  the  case,  she  would  instruct  poor  Dora 

an   unbecoming  thing  for  a  pretty  little  face  to  be  seen  so 

the  window,  especially  when  living  opjwsite  to  a  handsome 

n  who,  to  speak  it  kindly,  is  a  hit  of  a  rauc.    But  Dora  would 

risvver  that  she  did  not  care.     Dora  is  getting  reckless  on 

pcts  than  one.     in  reply  to  such  expostulations,  she  is  apt  to 

.vith  such  an  air  of  pettishness,   "  Do  let  me  have  one  agrec- 

lent  in  the  course  of  tlie  day!" — that  it  is  plain  she  takes 

isure  in  the  company  of  young  Rodenton  (the  only  son  of  one 

heat  landed  proprietors  of  Yorkiliire),  whom  Sir  Felix  picks 

James's  Street,  and  brings  home  with  him,  at  least  three 

le  week.     Two  years  ago,  she  bore  patiently  enough  with  Ro- 

nd  his  paltry  self-conceit  ;  but  Dora  is  now  eighteen  instead 

1  ;  and  has  acquired  such  mighty  knowledge  of  the  world  as  to 

that  a  Duke's  younger  son,  if  unportioned,  is  worse  off  than  a 

r's  younger  son,  from  hnving  a  social  position  to  maintain  ; 

her  father  has  an  especial  motive  for  inviting  Jemmy  Roden- 
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ton  so  often  to  bis  hoose.  For  the  estates  of  Sir  Felix  are  entaflfd ; 
the  rest  of  hu  income  is  derived  from  his  pay  and  peoMons  ;  sad  tm 
goat,  br  taking  a  wrong  direction,  may  at  any  moment   leave  Dora  ai 

I  orphan,  with  a  pittance  of  ten  thousand  pounds,  the  product  of  Ui 
savings.  According  to  the  code  of  fashionable  muraJitr,  ^rlio  OB 
blame  him,  ander  such  circumstances,  for  recalling  frequently  to  niad 
the  beauties  and  prosperities  contained  within  a  certain  rin^fpnoe  at 
Rodenton  Hall?  Besides,  it  is  no  fault  of  the  old  General's  that  Ida 
opposite  neighbour  has  seen  fit  to  let  lodgings,  and  a  handaome  jvaag 

i  apendthrifc  thought  proper  to  engage  them  season  after  seaaon. 

Dora  is  eridently  getting  almoat  as  uneasy  as  my^lf  ;  nay.  she  : 
perhaps  entertain  other  cares  on  the  subject  than  I  do.     3Iis 
recognises  the  livery  of  those  morning  pages,  joat  as  two  years  ago  l   _ 
knew  the  armorial  bearings  of  the  family  coaches  ;  and  ia  coxtaeqnently' J 
better  versed  in  the  hijtoire  galante  of  the  young  scapegrace.      She  tmf 

fettiog  almost  as  thin  as  Lord  John.     What  can  be  the  matter  with  I 
er  ? — She  has  no  pecuniary  anxieties.     She  is  distracted  bj  no  noglel 
knocks.     The  eight  thousand  a-y ear's  worth  of  pleasure  and  proaperity  I 
she  is  annujilly  enjoying,  seems  likely  to  last  for  ever ;  and,  aa  Alra. 
Lumley  Rudeuton,  her  enjoyments  would  be  still  more  lavishly  pr^ 
Tided.     Yet  I  doubt  whether  that  chiinning  girl  enjoys  a  happy  mo- 
ment !     I  duubt  M'hether — but,  after  all,  what  business  is  it  uf  mine  ? 
Is  it  not  a  hard  thing  for  a  resp)ectuble  old  bachelor  like  oiyself  to  be 
disturbed  in  my  Blue  Chamber  by  the  vagaries  of  two  young  people, 
no  more  connected  with  my  sympathies  than  Shem,  Ham,  or  Japhet ! 

It  used  to  delight  my  old  eyes,  two  seasons  ago,  to  see  Dora  Colrile 
start  up  from  her  work-table  encumbered  with  silks  and  Berlin  pat- 
terns, or  her  drawing-desk  scattered  with  pencils,  when  some  itinerant 
band  came  through  the  streets,  and,  by  its  barbarous  murder  of  one  of 
6tnitts«'»  or  Labitsky's  popular  waltzes,  tempt  the  light-hearted  creature 
into  spinning  rouurl  the  room,  threading  the  maze  of  fancy  chairs  and 
Uttered  tables,  with  a  grace  and  agility  that  Elsxler  might  have  envied  ! 
And  now,  I  verily  believe  Cnllinet  himself  might  pipe  the  Kosenden 
under  her  window  by  the  hour  together,  without  attracting  her  atten- 
tion !  I  scarcely  ever  see  her  at  her  piano.  The  harp  has  not  been 
out  of  its  case  this  fortnight  past.  There  she  sits  poring  hour  afier 
hour  over  the  embroidery  frame  ;  and  I  verily  believe  stitching  blue 
roses  and  pea-green  lilies.  Sometimes  I  see  her  raise  her  pretty 
little  slender  white  hand  to  her  eyes,  as  if  dashing  away  some  obstaew 
that  prevented  her  seeing  very  clearly, — more  particularly  whenever 
she  happens  to  hear  the  General's  well-known  knock.  At  that  signal, 
indeed,  I  have  known  her  suddenly  place  both  hands  for  a  moment 
over  her  eyes,  or  press  them  upon  her  bosom,  without  rising  from  her 
chair.  She  seems  on  such  occasions  to  entertain  an  intuitive  dread 
that  her  father  is  not  ulone, — that  young  Rodenton  is  with  him,  in  all 
the  wearing  monotony  of  his  everlasting  smiles, — his  curls  parted  to  a 
hair  at  the  same  spot  for  the  last  three  years, — and  his  conversatioQ 
diluted  down  to  the  same  standard  of  wishy-wa.shy  insipidity.  I  am 
certain,  too,  that  the  silly  fellow  torments  her  with  idle  reports  ccm- 
corning  the  follies  and  vices  of  her  opposite  neighbour.  Rodenton  baa 
a  certain  manner  of  standing  at  the  window  and  surveying  the  modeat 
two-winduwed  lodgings  of  Lord  John  Devereux  with  all  the  insolent 
prosperity  of  the  son  and  heir  of  thirty  thousand  a-year,  a  park  in 
Yorkshire,  and  a  muuaion  in  St.  James's  Square.     I  can  de 
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curls  his  lip  as  he  pursues  his  conversation  with  the  Oe- 

^bter,  while  reportiug  progress  of  the  General's  opposite 

— the  shrug,  the  grimace,  the  sneer  of  contempt,  while  Dora 

due  eyes  from  her  work  and  utters  a  word  or  two,  doubtless 

;ion ;  for  I  have  observed  Sir  Felix  break  out  thereupon  into 

saw  the  air  with  his  hand,  in  attestation  of  every  ill-na- 

uttered  by  his  intended  son-in-luw. 

tly  it  is  only  natural  that  Duru  should  do  her  utmost  in  vin- 

her  opposite  neighbour ;  for  I  remember  that  scarcely  a 

,  two  years  ago,  but  the  Morning  Post  coupled  together, 

ig  the  balla  of  the  season,  the  names  of  i^Iiss  Colvile  and 

Devereux,  as  all  but  one  and  indivisible.     She  was  then  a 

Uanle ;  and  Sir  Felix  seemed  to  think  that  a  fashionable 

I, — a  Lord  John, — a  capital  i-alscitr, — might  be  available  as 

;destal  to  bring  her  into  notice  ;  and  tfiough  he  has  lately 

word  of  command  that  she  is  to  be  as  cool  to  the  mined 

(  as  can  be  effected  without  absolute  rudeness, —  that  is, 

>  marked  as  to  provoke  in  return  the  imperiousness  of  his 

idy  sisters,  who,  in  spite  of  their  deuce  of  a  brother,  are  still 

i  in  the  pack  of  society, — it  is  not  so  easy  for  a  warm-hearted 

i  like  Dora  Colvile  to  fling  aside  her  early  predilections,  and 

stitr  and  heartless  as  one  of  the  heroines  of  Aliidame  Tus- 

1  be  a  much  easier  thing,  and  a  much  kinder,  on  the  part  of 

neral  to  exert  his  interest  with  the  Admiral ty,^ — -where  one  of 

cousins  rules  the  lady  with  the  tin  helmet  and  shield,  who 

rules  the  waves,  —  and  get  the  poor  lad  an  appointment. 

be  much  better  in  the  Mediterranean  again,  or  at  Fernando 

;ota, — no  matter  where,  —  to  be  out  of  the  range  of  Crock- 

.  the  blue  eyes  of  Dora  Colvile.     Out  the  General  is  a  man 

fiited  perceptions.    He  only  hears  with  one  ear  ;  the  sight  of 

IS  destroyed  at  Waterhw  ;  and  I  shrewdly  suspect  that  he  per- 

y  with  a  single  organ  of  discernment.     His  one   idea  is  to 

:a  to  Rodentun  Park.     He  does  not  consider  the  means — he 

tes  the  end.   Sir  Felix  Colvile  spends  half  his  life  in  reading 

apers,  and  the  other  half  in  talking  about  them  ;  far  mure 

m  his  duties  as  a  committeeman  at  the  United  Service  than 

ess  of  his  domestic  life  ;  and  evidently  thinks  that,  having 

1  James  Luniley  Rodenton  to  his  daughter  in  the  light  of  a 

!  young  gentleman  will  gradually  progress  into  her  husband ; 

iving  planted  his  saplings  at  Colvile  Lodge,  they  are  sure  to 

nto  trees.     He  cannot  be  always  on  the  spot  watching  vvbe- 

ain  rains;  any  more  than  whether  pretty  little  Dora  smiles 

les  in  due  season  upon  the  promising  prig  with  the  well- 

fls,  who  laughs  so  exultingly  upon  occasion  of  a  reduplication 

knocks  at  the  diwr  of  Lord  John.     With  all  his  pretended 

Qwever,  the  General  is  in  general  pretty  well  up  to  sou  If. — 

uff,  moreover,  is  of  the  right  Irish  quality.  The  dexterity  with 

continues  to  keep  out  of  sight  a  certain  Reverend  Olintbus 

vho  is  to  succeed   to  his  family  estates,  i%  beyond  belief. 

m!y  two  years  the  junior  of  Sir  f'elix,  this  countrv  parson  is 

n  health  as  intellect ;  and  Sir  Felix,  in  his  alarm  lest  the  old 

n  should  be  tempted  to  drivel  in  the  cuffeeroom  of  Slaughter's 

idford  (where,  lodging  at  the  Hummums,  he  would  naturally 
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Mtisfy  Itis  parsonic  appetite  with  tough  steaks  and  tougher  port,  on  hi^ 
annuul  visits  to  the  metropolis  to  watch  the  progress  of  a  tithe-suit) 
insists  upon  afTurding  him  hoth  Itoard  and  lodging  j  and  contrires  to'' 
Iceep  hitn  80  hermetically  sealed  during  his  sojourn  in  town,  tliat  no- 
thing but  tithc-proctors  come  within  eur-shot  of  the  heir  in  taiL  Asoa 
excuse  for  inviting  no  company  in  his  honour,  the  crufty  General  jxianaffBi 
that  himself  or  his  confidential  butler  shall  be  sufferinn;  from  the  ia> 
finenza;  which,  a**  the  Reverend  Olinthus  is  sure  to  come  in  JVIareb 
(like  the  inlluenza),  for  the  advantage  of  the  oratorios,  is  eaailjr  aceooi- 
plished.  It  is  amazing  with  what  good  faith  the  worthy  pamon  baa 
swallowed  the  said  inHuenza  for  the  last  eleven  years  1  But  if  Dor 
should  remain  single  another  season,  my  mind  misgives  me  that  fat 
father  will  be  obliged  to  vary  the  scene  next  spring,  with  a.  qaintty  or  i 
fit  of  the  gout. 

The  result  of  this  curious  fraternal  manceuvre  is,  that,  with  tLe  ao- 
informed,  Dora  Colvile  passes  for  an  heiress  !  Without  enterinjj  into 
details  of  family  estates,  or  thousands  a  year,  tlie  fashionable  world  re- 
gards her  08  what  is  vulgarly  called  "  a  catch."  Prudential  maDtmas 
■re  enchanted  to  see  her  dancing  with  their  younger  sons  ;  and  find  no 
jfiault  even  with  their  eldest  for  seeking  her  as  a  partner.  "  Old  Col- 
▼ite's  only  daughter,"  is  a  password  for  pretty  little  Dora  into  tbe 
bosom  of  even  the  most  worldly-wise  families. 

It  is  a  str.inge  thing,  by  the  way,  considering  the  jactant  vanity  of  j 
modern  society, —  the  manner  in  which  people  display  the  knowledge 
and  accomplishments  they  possess,  and  boast  of  those  they  do  not  pos- 
sess, —  that  every  one  is  so  careful  to  keep  nut  of  sight  their  remark- 
able proficiency  in  the  Wisdom  called  Worldly,  —  the  only  wisdom  a£ 
which  the  principia  are  posterior  to  the  le.ssons  of  Solomon  !  —  for  no- 
thing can  be  clearer  to  eyes  profane,  than  thnt  by  its  code  alone  are 
regulated  the  associated  morals  and  manners  of  Aluy  Fair. 

In  the  year  five  of  the  railway  era  (fur  really  in  sucli  matters  one 
ought  to  adopt  a  new  system  of  chronology,)  — in  the  year  five  of  ih« 
railway  era,  the  learned  pundits  of  modern  London  began  to  perceive 
that  the  days  of  Latin  and  Greek  were  gone  by  ;  and  that,  leaving  tbe 
nniversities  to  their  classics,  and  the  classics  to  their  universities,  it 
was  high  time  to  institute  a  course  of  practical  education  fur  practical 
men.  Up  rose,  accordingly,  the  College  of  Civil  Engineers,  or  rather, 
up  it  began  to  rise;  and  already  one  foresees  the  time  when  our  great- 
grandsons,  instead  of  learning  to  trail  their  salires  along  the  pavement 
of  country-towns  as  cornets  of  dragoons,  or  to  wear  out  their  souls  and 
bodies  in  the  fretfulness  of  compelled  patience  while  waiting  for  a 
curacy,  will  become  academically  endowed  with  the  powers  of  con- 
structing Menai  bridges  from  Dover  to  Calais,  or  constructing  an 
I  Eddystone  lighthouse  in  the  centre  of  the  Bay  of  Biscar,  O !  The 
'wise  projectors  of  this  truly  uatioual  institution  not  only  descried  one 
of  the  wants  created  by  the  progress  of  the  times,  but  found  sub- 
scribers ready  to  afford  the  means  (at  the  rate  of  so  much  per  cent.)  of 
supplying  the  deficiency. 

Now,  if,  instead  of  a  college,  some  philanthropist  would  only  aiTord 
to  the  colleges  already  extant,  a  professorship  of  Worldly  Wisdom, 
surely  it  would  be  indescribably  more  respectable  for  the  rising  voutfa 
r  of  Britain  to  derive  their  principles  in  tlie  new  science,  from  some 
aliarpwittcd  gentleman  in  spectacles,  than  from  their  paxcots  and 
guardians ! 
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tart  (but  I  am  u  twaddlinj;  old  aoul !}  I  cannot  undentHnd 
itiati  fitther  has  courage  to  look  his  son  in  the  face,  after 
o  hitn  the  process  of  political  jobbery  ;  first,  as  candidate 
rages  of  the  people,  and  next,  as  candidate  for  tiie  confi- 
>n  administration.  Still  less  can  I  comprehend  how  a 
lother  ventures  to  accompany  her  pure-minded  dau^jhter  on 
irnings  into  the  edifice  whose  steeple  of  Portland  stone 
the  fog  within  view  of  my  Blue  Chamber,  after  inculcating 
y  nights  at  the  opera,  the  system  of  policy  current  among 
uitchers  of  the  season !  After  such  lessons,  it  appears  to  me 
•h  commandment  becomes  the  most  trying  of  the  deculo;;ue. 
ur  your  father  and  your  mother,"  after  your  father  and 
e  deliberately  suggested  habits  of  moral  petty  larcenv,  such 
nder  filial  piety  a  difficult  virtue  to  ^■Eaeaa  or  the  Grecian 
iiught  to  be  considered  the  avmt^  of  modern  virtue, 
en  Dora  Colvile's  cheeks  flush  to  a  carnation  tinge,  after  a 
ing  with  the  General.  Though  a  kind-hearted,  excellent 
convinced  that  his  pateraul  admonitions  have  sometimes 
ler  heart  towards  Lim  to  the  consistence  of  Regan's  and 

lay  dance  to-night  with  Lord  Charles  —  the  Marquis  has 
ytic  stroke ! "  or  "  I  insist  upon  it  that  Clarence  Hamilton 
in  your  box  to-night.  I  find  that  Sir  Graham  Hamilton's 
entailed  on  his  brother,"  are  precepts  which  neither  grey 
le  reverend  lips  of  eld,  can  divest  of  their  odiousness. 
:k  a  professorial  chair  instituted  as  I  have  described,  of  a 
ibler  tactician  could  be  found  to  till  the  same,  than  Lieute- 
■al  Sir  Felix  Colvile;  evidence  whereof  might  be  adduced 
mess  testified  by  half  the  oiammas  of  his  ucquaiutiuice  to 
iperon  to  the  supposititious  heiress,  whoiti  they  would  have 
;h  her  mere  ten  thousand  pounds.  Even  Lady  Catherine 
the  stately  parent  of  James  Lumley,  is  almost  as  assiduous 
tship  of  IJoru,  as  her  son ;  having  fixed  her  eye  upon  certain 

0  the  Yorkshire  estates  of  the  family,  which  she  fancies 
isily  secured  by  exchange,  were  the  Colvile  property  amal- 
ith  their  own. 

ion  of  Jemmy  Rodenton  for  the  fair  daughter  of  Sir  Felix 
t,  originally  a  dove-chick  of  his  provident  mother's  hatching, 
young  man  fancied  himself  desperately  in  love;  because  the 
whence  his  ideas  and  opinions  were  derived,  assured  him 
i  80.  Lady  Catherine  had  so  gravely  inforAied  him,  when  a 
i  a  staunch  Tory,  that  he  believed  himself  one,  after  he  be- 
1-  Nay  more,  unwilling  to  annoy  her  by  denial  whenever 
.  her  guests  at  Rodenton  that  from  November  till  April  he 
bappy  out  of  the  saddle.  Jemmy,  without  a  particle  of  taste 
oris,  was  in  a  fair  way  to  live  and  die  the  life  and  death  of 
ug  squire,  like  his  father  before  him  :  and  had  it  become 
T  any  possible  reason,  either  as  tending  to  secure  his  puliti- 
X,  or  his  position  in  the  coteries  of  fashionable  life,  to  make 

1  h.\m&eif  ^fanal ten  per  In  musica,  a  connoisseur,  or  geolo- 
-horse,  three  or  four  days  at  the  utmost  would  have  sufficed 
is  conviction  !  Lady  Catherine  Colvile  vviis^  in  short,  ad- 
itehed  against  Sir  Felix  Colvtle, — diamond  cut  diamond, — 
ruj  pnissic  acid.     Kacli  had  to  deal  with  a  submissive  child. 
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But  Jemmy's  obedience  emanated  from  the  softness  of  his  betd; 
Dora's  from  the  softness  of  her  heart ;  and  it  is  a  bad  look-out  wfaM 
the  strength  of  tlie  parent  consists  in  the  weakness  of  the  child. 

"  On  pcul  tire  plus ^fin  qu'un  autre,  mats  pas  qve  tovt  let  autrtt' 
says  a  shrewd  F'renchman.  With  all  Sir  Felix  Culvile's  %vi.rldly  tri^ 
dum,  —  liU  his  cure  in  secluding  poor  Olinihus,  a«  ihuagh  he  brought 
with  him  from  liis  parsonage  the  infection  of  sniatl-pox,  and  n\\  hk 
advice  to  his  family-lawyer  to  be  as  close  as  wax  in  the  discussion  of  bis 
alTairs, — the  real  obstacle  to  the  much-desired  alliance  bet%rt>en  Dors 
and  James  Lumley  Rodenton  never  occurred  to  his  mind  J  By  getting 
Lord  John  Devereux  appointed  to  a  ship,  he  might  have  relieved  the 
Hall  of  Eblis  in  St.  James's  Street  from  an  unprutitable  customer,  and 
the  Healthy  squireling  from  the  real  stumbling-block  in  his  matrinnv- 
nial  path.  But,  as  I  said  before,  my  Blue  Chamber  lies  \a  too  stilt«>d 
un  elevation  to  admit  of  my  whispering  advice  into  the  earn  of  mj 
ncigiibours. 

Were  I  nearer  on  a  level  with  them,  there  are  others  besides  the 
cunning  old  General  and  the  innprovident  young  xailor,  whom  I  sb>iu!ti 
like  to  admonish!  There  is  a  fta!>hy  young  fellow,  who  occiipii"- 
suite  of  state  apartments  at  the  Grand  Hotel  next  door  but  one  t<>  >ir 
Felix  Colvile's,  who  stands  as  low  in  my  estimation  as  he  seems  to 
stand  high  in  his  own.  The  single  spot  of  earth  where  he  has  a  rigliC 
to  stand  high  —  the  counting-house  of  the  city  firm  in  which  be  is 
senior  partner,  —  is  the  only  one  wherein  he  never  deigns  to  make  his 
appearance.  Perhaps  because  the  Lane  in  which  it  is  situated  is  to« 
narrow  to  admit  his  drag,  and  that  to  reach  any  distant  point  of  tbe 
metropolis  otherwise  than  four-in-hand,  is  out  of  the  question.  His 
father,  honest  man,  used  to  make  Itis  way  to  his  house  of  business,  firrt 
with  a  cotton  umbrella  under  bis  arm,  and  lostly  in  a  buggy  ;  a  pn>- 
fituble  modesty  of  conveyance,  which  caused  the  house  itself  to  make 
its  way  in  the  world  till  the  acting  partner  had  bequeathed  half  a  mil« 
lion  to  his  family  ! 

Half  a  million  I — If  a  young  fellow,  inheriting  half  a  million,  in 
addition  to  good  health  and  spirits,  be  not  a  happy  man,  the  deuce  is 
in  it,^-or  in  Aim  /  To  be  sure,  the  half-million  is  the  thing  likeliest 
on  earth  to  teach  him  to  get  rid  of  his  health  and  spirits,  unless  the 
health  and  spirits  teach  him  to  get  rid  of  his  half-million;  for  those | 
three  things  have  a  most  remarkable  incompatibility  for  dwelling  to- 
gether in  unity. 

Mr.  St.  Chads  has  got  rid  of  a  considerable  portion  of  all  three  ;  — 
thereby  reducing  himself  to  mediocrity,  and  obtaining  nothing  in  re- 
turn save  the  delight  of  being  called  "  Leo"  by  those  whom  the  new«> 
papers  call  "  the  leading  fashionables"  ;  whereas,  had  he  stuck  to  the 
city,  he  might  atiU  have  been  called  only  Leonard,  like  his  father  befisra 
him. 

When  I  admit  that  a  portion  of  the  said  half-million  has  disappear- 1 
ed  in  the  shape  of  loans,  and  another  portion  in  the  shape  of  losses,  I 
shall  perhaps  be  thought  ungenerous  in  protesting  that  St.  Chadst 
whether  Leonard  or  Leo,  is  incapable  of  a  generou.^  action.  He  has 
lent  money,  indeed, — but  to  whom  ?  —  to  his  poor  relations  ?  —  to  his 
humble  fnends  ?  —  to  needy  tradesmen  ?  — to  struggling  ortials  ?  By- 
no  manner  of  means  !  To  his  proud  friends  —  to  out-at-elbow  lords, 
and  fashionable  foreigners !  He  has  thrown  out  sops  in  the  shape  of 
thousand-pound  notes,  to  tbe  Cerberus  of  fashion.     He  has  purchased 
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'  into  the  forbiilden  precincts  of  ton,  at  the  cost  of  teti  tbou- 
tas  iin  inch  !  Ills  losses  are  not,  like  those  of  his  lirni,  in 
le speculations  in  hidesi  and  talluiv,  but  at  hazard  or  roulette  ; 
St  step  on  quittinj?  Oxford  was  into  an  exclusive  club,  \ihtre 
ly  borne  with  on  due  attestation  that  he  had  heen  pigeoned 
utable  quarters  to  the  amount  of  eighty  thousand  pounds ! 
fiiith  of  that  pigeoning  he  first  came  to  be  called  "  Leu  " — 
le,  and  leo  by  nature :  for  he  was  the  lion  of  that  sporting 
the  greeu-horn  at  Epsom, — the  Jolinny  Raw  of  Ascot, —  the 
t  Uoiaciister  and  Newmurket!  By  the  following  spring  he 
right  to  be  called  "  Leo,  my  boy  !  "  by  all  the  best  fellows 
n. 

ind  they  all  were  of  him  !  How  they  used  to  come  and 
on  his  woodcock  pies, — tat>te  his  litjueurs  at  luncheon-time, — 
vith  him  either  in  his  showy  apartment  or  at  the  Claretidon  ! 
ed  himself  witli  Ilavannahs  on  a  scale  almost  as  gigantic  ns 
lations  of  his  hide  and  tallow  concern,  exclusively  for  their 
■  and  Pontet's  books  can  attest  the  cwt.  after  cwt.  of  carotte 
aba,  of  which  dandies  liaving  coronets  on  their  cabs,  were 
nough  to  lighten  his  canisters.  He  had  a  box  at  the  Olym- 
bojf  at  the  Opera,  in  which  (so  obliging  were  his  friends  in 
»e  of  his  tickets,)  there  was  seldom  room  for  him  to  sJiuw  his 
'.sa  on  benefit  nights ;  and  though  Leo  would  have  seen  one 
ads'  country  cousins  at  Greenock  before  he  had  the  good- 
oblige  him  with  a  lift  into  any  place  of  public  resort,  he 
have  it  earnestly  at  heart  that  all  tLe  junior  branches  of  the 
'  should  be  duly  accommodated  with  udvaiitageuus  places  for 
ballet. 

was  gratified  with  a  view  of  Leo's  banker's  book.  I  am  only 
it  of  the  Blue  Chamber.  I  write  myself  neither  honourable, 
le  to  some  foreign  embassy;  and  am,  consequently,  without 
IS  to  the  notice  of  a  millionary  lord-hunter-  But  I  know  from 
luthority  that  the  chief  items  of  the  same,  witli  the  exception 
irtling  entries  as  "  Jan.  «,  to  Self,  £24,(XK),"— (for  St.  Chads 
;ar  a  fellow  not  to  delight  in  paying  his  hotel  bill, — from  the 
vho  ride^  a  bit  of  hlwid  worth  three  hundred  guineas,  to  the 
■aiter  of  the  establishment,  who  rides  nothing  but  a  clothes' 
s  tailor,  trowserer,  jeweller,  stationer,  shirt-njilliner,  clear- 
Sec.  &c.  &c.  from  hand  to  hand,  for  the  personal  enjoyment  of 
itude  and  conges,)^ — the  chief  items,  I  say,  consist  of  "  To 
two  hundred  guineas," — "  ToBkaheh,  five  hundred  guineas," 
KAKKR,  one  thousand  pounds,"  and  so  forth.  When  this  was 
ed  to  me,  the  innocence  of  my  soul  suggested  that  the  said 
might  be  treasurers  of  public  charities,  or  secretaries  of 
nstitutious.  But  the  head  of  my  informant  was  sarcastically 
1  with  a  sigoificant  smile  he  informed  me  that — by  an  appro- 
entalisin, —  these  Bearers  were  all  Tigkks  ;  the  tw«  hun- 
ea  tiger  wearing  a  noble  crest  on  Lis  button, — tiger  iT>(>0,  tlie 
a  Marquis; — and  that  concerning  the  thousand  pound  tiger, 
lid,  the  better ! — These  neat  little  sums  were,  in  short,  «o 
s  with  which  Leo  had  been  setting  his  lord-trap. 
.,  as  a  genus,  are  an  object  of  very  general  contempt.  The 
tt  wholesale  dealer,  has  no  leisure  on  its  hands  to  make  dis- 
^etweeti  toady  and  toady.     Now  there  are  toadies  who,  un- 
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ftkilled  bj  education  to  become  governe,sses  or  tutors,  and  unfitted  bf  | 
birth  to  sink  into  butlers  or  ladies*  maids,  are  converted  per  force  «iiFl 
starvation  into  hangers-on  upon  great  or  wealthy  per&onacea  affiictial 
with  a  vveakneas  for  having  their  ears  tickled.  Such  toadies  are  ob- 
jects of  compassion  rather  than  scorn.  "  They  cannot  dig,  to  beg  they 
Bre  ashamed  ;"  and  the  ostentatious  of  this  world  have  hitherto  omitted 
to  set  aside  a  portion  of  their  superabundance  (duly  advertising  tlic 
name  in  the  morning-papers),  for  the  maintenance  of  the  self-respect 
of  the  shabby  genteel. 

But  the  Toady  Gratuitous, — the  Toady  Wanton, — the  Toady  wl» 
toadies  in  the  abjectness  of  his  soul, — the  Toady,  who  with  his  golde* 
spurred  heel  tramples  on  the  Humble  while  performing  Ko-Too  to  lh» 
Proud,  is  u  dirtier  fellow  than  we  care  to  mention  in  these  pages. 

Others  beside  myself  entertain  the  same  opinion.  The  iVliirquises 
and  Honourubli's,  whose  friendship  costs  the  presumptuous  St.  Chad* 
pretty  nearly  the  same  annual  sum  as  his  bunting-kennel  costA  tbc 
Duke  of  Crawley,  indulge  freely  in  grimaces  and  gestures  concerning 
their  dear  Leo  whenever  bis  back  is  turned  ;  of  which,  bad  I  not 
craved  interpretation  of  a  lamplighter  in  my  neighbourhood,  with 
whom  I  keep  up  a  running  acquaintance,  the  meaning  might  bsv« 
been  stili  hieroglyphical  in  my  sight.  I  now  perfectly  comprebend 
their  purport  to  be,  "  Hides  and  tullow.  thou  art  a  very  sorry  crea 
ture  !  " — "  Surves  him  right,"  as  the  Cornish  jury  returned  it, — "  sarre 
him  perfectly  right."  Whatever  may  be  the  measure  of  their  ingrati- ' 
tude,  he  is  only  punished  as  he  deserves. 

It  is  a  great  gratification  to  my  feelings  that  I  have  never  once  de- 
tected my  favourite.  Lord  John,  at  Leo's  levee.    They  are  acquainted  ; 
not  to  the  point  of  slang  siilutations  or  insolent  pantomime.     But  I  mtn 
convinced  that  it  is  the  cool  tone  in  which  my  young  neighbour  ex- 
claim.*, "  How  are  you,  St-  Chads.* "  as  Leo  passes  him  on  the  bux  of 
bis  drag,  which  reduces  the  jmrvenu  to  the  painful  necessity  of  replv- 
ing,  "  Good  morning,  Lord  John,"  instead  of  "  How  do,  Jac^  .^  "  as  &e 
would  be  entitled  did  the  tiger  of  Dora  Colvile's  idol  "  bear  "  to  Lon- 
bard  Street  those  missives  signed  "  Leonord  St.  Chads"  (private   ac- 
count), which  unite  him  in  the  holy  bonds  of  toadyism  with  the  rafliHh 
portion  of  the  aristocracy.     Yet  Leo  would  gladly  purchase  an  eitir^ 
to  Delmont  Castle  by  the  loan,  in  such  cases   infallibly  a  gift,  often 
thousand  pounds,     fiy  condescending  to  the  shabbineas  of  certain  of 
hi.s  titled  brethren.  Lord  John  might  consC(|uently  disencumber  himself 
of  bis  embarrassments,  and  become  free  to  re-enter  his  profession, — 
encumber  himself  with  a  ship, —  rt/mo*/ with  a  wife  !     But  I  know 
him  !  — The  lad  is  incapable  of  such  degradation  !  — Dora  is  right ! 
Lord  John   Devereux  will  go  on  saying, — "Good  morning,  Mr.  St. 
Chads,"  to  the  end  of  the  chapter. 

Within  these  few  days,  however,  I  have  noticed  the  lord-feeder 
growing  gradually  as  grumpy  as  the  nondescripts  in  seedy  coats  who 
knock  at  the  door  of  Lord  John.  At  first,  I  was  amazingly  puzsled 
what  could  ail  biro-  Stocks  were  up,  —  hides  and  tallow  "briak." 
What  could  be  the  matter  with  the  monied  man  of  fashion  ? 

But  this  was  not  all.  I  discerned  in  the  countenances  of  the  ad- 
mirably got-up  specimens  of  Human  Nature  who  lounge  in  at  break- 
fast to  the  woodcock  pies,  and  mount  the  roof  of  the  drag  in  the  after- 
noon, for  a  party  to  Ivovegrove's,  with  "  that  capital  fellow,  Ltm,"  a 
scarcely  repressed  smile  of  delight, — a  twinkling  of  triumph  in  the 
eye  — a  certain  saucy  elevation  of  the  head,  as  they  extended  their  forv- 
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Ulutation.     What  can  be  the  casualty  which  has  canaed  the 
Leo's  mouth  to  curve  downwards,  and  those  of  his  satellites 
wards,  like  a  crescent  moon,  reversed  in  the  several  cases  ? 
'  Murder  will  out ;  "  that  is,  "  Love  and  murder  will  out .'" 
Jtnally  presumed  upon  one  of  his^ukases,  "  Pay  to  bearer 
ind  pounds,"  to  throw  himself  at  the  feet  of  bearer's  lovely 
ly  Olivia ;  and  the  haughty  Lady  Olivia  has  sent  him  hack 
,  like  his  cheque,  with  a  very  unpleasant  hint  in  his  ear, — 
the  assurance  of  her  amazement,  or  rather,  her  amazement 
ranee.     Bearer  protests  that  it  was  Lady  Olivia  who  whin- 
startling  circumstance  to  her  intimates;    whereas.  Lady 
I  too  dignifiedly  indignant  to  utter  a  syllable  about  the  mat- 
he  contrary,  Leo  himself,  in  his  first  petulant  resentment, 
IS  mortification  to  her  brother, — and  her  brother  has  no  pad- 
I  empty  head  any  more  than  for  his  empty  strong-box.    And 
le  Crockfordites  are  looking  grave  at  Leo,  to  prevent  them 
ing  too  broadly  in  his  face ;  while  Leo  pretends  to  laugh  in 
f  all  the  Crockfordites,  to  prevent  their  perceiving  his  iil- 
rhe  farce  is  kept  up  among  them  with  a  degree  of  forced 
clumsy  art,  worthy  the  boards  of  one  of  the  patent  theatres. 
)  has  conceived  a  plan  of  singular  revenge.     Among  the 
fis  refused  by  Sir  Felix  Colvile  for  his  supposed  heiress  last 
I  the  Bbakes  whose  necessities  and  meannesses  are   the 
his  nefarious  imbroglio.     At  that  time,  Leo  would  sooner 
(d  down  St.   James's  Street  arm-in-arm   with   one  of  hig 
n  condescend  to  matrimony  with   the  child  of  an  ancient 
fneral  officer,  K.C.B.  and  so  forth.     As  regards  their  per- 
;ies,  Dora  or  Olivia  were  perfectly  immaterial  in  the  scale, 
ion  lay  between  a  Ladtf  Olivia  and  a  Misg  Colvile,  and  he 
sitate.     It  was  impossible  to  stand  the  notion  of  a  mere 
Chads.     They  could  not  call  her  "  Leo,"  —  she  must  be  a 
on-p!ace  respectable  "  Mrs-  St.  Chads." 
iss  Colvile,  by  whom  Bkarer  had  been  rejected,  and  for 
John  DevereuXj  (the  Lord  John  who  chose  to  remain  Lord 

0  Mr.  Leonard  St.  Chads,)  was  supposed  to  entertain  a 
;achment,  is  becoming  a  person  of  some  consequence,  —  of 
insequence,  indeed,  to  determine  him  to  the  humiliation  of 

however,  whether  Leo  is  likely  to  fare  better  with  little 
vith  Lady  Olivia,  or  with  the  General  than  his  daughter, 
eems  to  have  forgotten  that  the  half  a  million  of  money 
;o  render  him  acceptable  in  the  great  world  has  been  gra- 
ing  away  in  fees  to  the  doorkeepers  thereof;  and  that  he 
twelve  thousand  a-jear  left  in  the  tvorld.  Now  twelve 
•year,  arising  out  of  a  Lane  in  Lothbury,  has  very  little 
the  estimation  of  a  professor  of  worldly  wisdom,  against 
of  thirty  thousand,  emanating  from  one  of  the  prettiest 
!>e  Three  Ridings ! 

gh  I  have  no  fear  of  seeing  the  modest,  gentle  Dora  trans- 
e  drivinw-seat  of  Leo,  I  can  understand  that  the  shattered 
'Oor  Lord  John  will  not  be  placed  more  at  ease  by  finding 

1  to  the  pretendants  to  her  hand.  He  haa  nut  the  shadow 
;  he  must  be  aware  that  he  has  not  the  shadow  of  a  chance. 

as  she  looks  so  pretty,  when  springing  upon  her  bay  mare 
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every  day  to  accompany  the  General  into  the  Park  ;   and    so  Inng  at 
her  idight  salutations  to  lier  old  partner  are  accompanied  by  (cUuicCC 
mure  in  sorrow  thitn  in  un<;er,  it  is  but  natural  he  should  curse  hiit  ad> 
verse  fortunes,  while  he  admits  that  all  the  happiness  lie  is  ever  Hk*ly 
to  enjoy  in  this  world  is  throU(j;h  the  panes  of  his  dra«'iiig-rooni  win- 
dows !    (If  I  did  not  scorn  to  play  on  words,  the  occasion  is  propitious.) 
Lady  Catherine  Rodenton,  meanwhile,  is  working  herself  up  into  a 
state  of  nervous  excitement  at  what  she  regards  as  a   most  vexatioti^ 
traverse  to  tlie  projects  of  her  son.     Nothing  can  stand   more  widi  ly 
apart  from  the  conntry-gentlcmon  world,  than  the  section    of  vx-ieiy 
whicli  performs  its  mummeries  and  morris-dances  round  such  Jack*  ia 
the  Green  as  St.  Chads.     It  is  perhajis  in  consequence  of  this  entrance- 
ment  tliat  mutual  jealousy  and  mutual  deference  are  entertained  be- 
tween them.     The  country-gentleman  interest,  whose  rents   are  usu- 
ally in  arrear,  and  who  are  consequently  sadly  in  want  of  ready  money 
to  enable  them  to  construct  quays,  roads,  or  bridges, — to  sink  ahaf^, 
und  erect  steam-engines, — build  churches  for  the  parish,  or  •tvinj^  fur 
their  family  mansion, "  to  enable  it  to  fly  away  with  the  estate." — are 
apt  to  view  with  uncommon  reverence  those  who  twice  in  every  year,  as 
sure  as  the  sun  crosses  the  equator,  receive  in  the  dividend  otJice,  in 
Thrcadneedle  Street,  moneys  in  hard  coin  of  the  realm,  such  as  Mry 
would  mortgage  a  considerable  jwrtion  of  their  farms  to  carry  off  in 
their  pockets.     Lady  Catherine,  having  vaguely  heard  the  word  mil- 
lion connected  with  a  vulgar  fellow  of  the  name  of  Leonard  St.  Chad*, 
has  ever  since  reg:u-ded  him  an  a  sort  of  golden  calf,  an  image  resen>- 
bling  that  set  up  by  Nebuchadnezzar,  for  the  squirearchy  to  fall  doim 
and  worship.     She  has  never  heard  of  either  his  lendings  or  liis  cprad- 
ings  ;  and  probably  conceives  that  the  annual  savings  of  the  said  miUiaa 
have  been  put  out  at  compound   interest,  till  he  has  grown  tis  rich  •■ 
DemidotF  or  the  ex-King  of  Holland.     She  believes  Leo  to   be   the 
ass  whose  stables   are  stalled   with  varnished  mahogany,  and  whpM 
boot-jack  is  of  virgin  gold ;  and  has  little  hope  that  even  Rodrntoa 
Hall  and  its   old  oaks  will   stand   their   ground   against   the   charm 
of  riches,  enabling  a  woman  to  outshine  her  fair  contemporaries  no  l«n 
by  the  brilliancy  of  her  entertainments  and  equipages,  than  by  personal 
attractions.     It  is  perhaps  as  a  sort  of  counterbalance  to  the  niisdiief,  i 
that  her  ladyship  appeared  the  other  day  at  the  dniwing-room   in   ihe] 
full  blaze  of  her  faniiiv  diamonds.    On  the  strength  of  their  etfulgenoe, 
she  seemed  to  rise  in  Ker  own  estimation  cubits  above  the  stature  of  « 
house  of  business  in  a  Lane  the  width  of  her  gravel- walk  ;  which,  if  it  \ 
wanted  diamonds  for  the  wife  of  its  senior  partner,  must  gu  and  haf\ 
them  on  Ludgnte  Hill.     New  diamonds  and  new  point-lace  are  noi»- 
existent  in  the  ideas  ofa  Duchess,  and  matters  of  consequent  contempt 
in  the  estimation  of  a  squire's  lady.     Lady  Catherine,  whose  nocklaco 
formed  part  of  the  endowments  of  the  notorious  Lady  CastU-nmine.  ( 
and  whose  old  point  figured  on  the  shuulders  of  the  renowned  Ladf.l 
Yarmouth,  soon  after  tiie  accession  of  the  Huu)>c  of  Hanover,  would  feell 
as  though  she  were  on  the  tread-mill,  if  arrayed  in  ornaments  pur-j 
chased  in  the  year  of  Railways  5,  with  money  emanating  from  a  couut-^ 
ing-house  in  Crooked  Lane  I     She  has  too  much  respect  fur  her  future  ' 
daughter-in-law,  net  to  attribute  to  her  what  the  French  call  the 
distinguished  sentiments.     Little  Dora,  however,  may  chance  to  be 
A  different  opinion.    I  have  my  conjectures;  but  I  reserve  them 
the  SEcnKTi!  or  my  Bluk  Chambkr. 
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B  RAMBLETON  AND  HIS  BROTHER  SIR  JOHN. 

\y  paints  of  resemblance  between  these  gentlemen  were — 
from  the  north  of  Ireland — both  literally  rejoiced  in  the 
;,  for  great  was  their  pritle  of  birth — both  suffered  under 
;utional  affection  of  an  everlasting  thirst,  which  they  most 
ssuage  with  whiskey  and  water — and  both  Celt  it  impera- 
easary  in  the  career  of  their  existence  to  finish  their  even- 
her  top  up  their  morning,  at  least  seven  days  in  the  week, 
hundred  and  sixty-five  days  in  the  year,  at  old  Frawley's. 
jpearing  together,  they  were  more  to  be  commended  than 
T8  of  Helena,  Itteida  sidera  ;  for  the  great  room  nt  Offley'g 
n  consequence,  an  advantage  denied  to  the  heavens.  The 
,  in  spite  of  the  Shaksperiau  assertion  as  to  the  jmpossibi- 
h  an  occurrence,  did  keep  their  motion  in  one  sphere.*  It 
IS  with  Castor  the  horse-courser,  and  Pollux  the  bruiser, 
that  Bob  should  set  to  enable  Sir  John  to  rise.  On  the 
they  very  often  rose  together ;  and  such  was  their  wnani- 
ideavouring  to  enlighten  the  company,  that  a  simultaneous 
d  always  to  be  enforced. 

ther  respects,  physical  and  moral,  they  were  signally  dif- 
f,  too,  they  met  constantly  at  Offley's,  they  took  right  good 
3  meet  anywhere  else.  There  were  divers  matters  of  djs- 
een  them,  arising  partly  from  one  gentleman's  having  had 
y  bequeathed  to  him,  which  the  other  had  marked  so  de- 
his,  that  for  a  number  of  years  he  was  in  the  daily  prac- 
eighing  against  the  owner  for  keeping  him  out  of  it,— and 
from  the  circumstance  that  each  brother  held  the  intellect 
er  in  tlie  inverse  ratio  to  the  estimate  he  had  formed  of  his 
b  thought  Sir  John  was  a  fool,  though  he  had  got  the 
'ealth,  and  although  he  acknowledged  him  to  be  the  head 
V  branch  of  the  tluca!  and  thrice-tamous  house  of  Rjnnble- 
Sir  John,  for  his  part,  was  positively  ol'  opinion  that  Bob 
!,  and  something  more,  as  he  was  "  a  Whig,  and  something 
id  there  was  a  great  deal  to  be  said  upon  both  sides  ;  and 
juently  a  great  deal  wa.s  said.  Let  me,  however,  before  I 
irther,  hasten  to  declare  that  both  were  good-natured,  good- 
,  hospitable,  excellent  fellows ;  and  no  men  could  have  a 
aftier  sense  of  honour,  or  a  livelier  feeling  of  what  was  in 
lue  to  the  name  they  boasted,  than  the  Rambletons.  Bob 
a  soldier.  He  entered  one  of  our  gallant  Highland  rcgi- 
Hxteen,  and  served  in  the  same  corps  throughout  the  war 
awning  glory  of  Waterloo.  His  career  commenced  as  a 
,  or  gentleman-cadet.  He  never  had  money  to  purchase  a 
he  succeeded  in  attaining  the  rank  of  Captain  ofGrena- 
prouf  were  needed,  none  better  could  be  given,  that  where 
irave  and  true,  he  had  done  his  duty  conspicuously.     Be- 
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fore  I  knew  him,  he  had  been  compelled  by  some  pecuniary 

rassments  to  go  on  half-pay.  The  title  of  Captain,  which,  by 
way,  was  never  accorded  to  him,  except  upon  the  ceremony  of  ."»oine 
introduction  to  a  stranger;  for  it  was  "destiny  unshunnable  u 
death"  that  whoever  sat  with  him  for  half  an  eveninjf  »»»/*/  call  him 
ever  after  Bob, — a  Waterloo  medal,  which  Bob  would  never  wear, 
and  always  declared  "  ought  to  have  been  a  Peninsular  one,  you 
know;  because  we  deserved  it  better  in  the  Peninsula,  you  know," 
— and  the  half-pay  constituted  all  that  remained  to  him  in  reward 
for  hia  European  and  American  campaigns,  and  his  services  in 
every  climate  and  country  of  the  liritish  empire,  with  the  exception 
of  India  only.  In  appearance  and  bearing  he  was  every  inch  a  gre- 
nadier. He  stood  some  six  feet  two,  and  was  built  nobly  in  propar< 
tion.  In  Homeric  language,  he  had  a  girth  worthy  of  Mars,  and 
chest  and  shoulders  that  would  not  disgrace  the  Earth-shaker  N 
tune.  The  limbs  were  long,  but  most  firmly  knit.  He  had 
cially  that  great  length  and  strength  of  arm  for  which  "  the 
outlaw  "  of  that  country  from  which  he  proudly  traced  his  descent 
was  distinguished ;  and  I  can  well  believe  that  the  claymore  in  his 
hand  could  have  scarcely  been  a  less  formidable  weapon  than 
that  of  Rob  Roy  himself.  He  was  five-and-forty,  "  or  by  'r  Ltsdye,' 
inclining  to  fifty  years  of  age,  yet  still  as  erect,  and  apparently  of  ■• 
sturdy  a  structure  as  a  ramrod.  All  the  softer  parts  of  the  hunuui 
frame  would  seem  to  have  been  worn  away;  nothing  but  bone,  brawn, 
and  muscle,  thews  and  sinews,  remained.  The  face  and  forehead, 
baldish  head,  and  the  neck  always  half-bare,  were  dark,  and  all  of 
one  unchanging  and  unchangeable  dark  red  hue,  and  proclaimed 
him  a  soldier  who  had  experienced  every  form  of  hardship  and  every 
variety  of  climate,  until  the  consummation  of  their  various  influences 
had  produced  for  him  a  composite  colour,  as  the  fusion  of  the  metals 
gave  forth  the  Corinthian  bratus.  The  form — the  features  bony  and 
bold  in  outline,  calm,  impassive,  well-nigh  rigid — the  deep  grey  eye, 
generally  cold,  but  obviously  capable  of  being  cruel  —  all  seemed 
such  a.s  would  well  befit  the  chief  of  a  clan  in  his  national  garb,  and 
with  his  foot  upon  his  native  heather. 

Sir  John  had  inherited  the  paternal  property,  with  its  large  rental, 
— its  scanty  and  precarious  income,  and  its  mortal  incumbrances. 
For  the  first  fifty  years  of  his  life  he  had  lived  like  La  Fleur,  en- 
he  fell  into  Yorick's  service,  "  as  it  pleased  God."  He  acquired  no 
profession  — he  pursued  no  avocation.  Probably  he  had  not  the 
means  for  the  one,  nor  the  capital  necessary  for  the  other,  in  any 
shape  which  his  family  pride  would  have  tolerated.  He  had  n€>- 
thing  to  do,  and  he  did  nothing ;  and  he  did  it  in  a  very  honourable 
and  exemplary  manner,  just  like  the  placemen  of  the  old  French 
court,  of  whom  Madame  de  Sevigne  said,  "Qu'il  exerfoit  tres  bien 
sa  charge  quand  il  n'avoit  rten  a  faire." 

At  length  a  cousin — an  ex-captain  of  dragoons  in  a  crack  regi- 
ment, a  man  of  fashion,  and  moreover  of  cultivated  tastes  and  pur- 
fuits,  and,  best  of  all,  of  good  property,  died,  and  to  John's  great 
surprise,  and  Bob's  infinite  dismay,  left  the  former  all  he  bad  to 
leave — money  in  the  funds,  house  and  furniture,  plate  and  linen, 
library  and  wines,  horses  and  dogs,  yacht  and  appointments, —  and 
lastly,  tliose  matters  of  which  Jack  Falstaff  in  nis  philosophixing 
mood  seemed  most  to  approve,  "  land  and  beeves."     I  have  said  to 
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irpnse,  antl  Bob's  dismay,  because  the  cousin  in  his  life- 
not  noticed  the  elder  brother,  whereas,  upon  the  contrary, 
een  very  liberal  in  supplying  Bob's  extravagances, 
iptain,  however,  had  cut  his  rich  relation  with  infinite  in- 
ice  and   magnanimity,  in  consequence  of  his  having  pre- 
usly  refused    upon  an  emergency  to  honour  some  detnand 
am    Ca8tle-Sl<>wman,    Castle  Se  I  by,    Castle-Levi,    or    Home 
those  feudal  keeps  which  to  the  disgrace  of  the  civilized  age 
o  be  seen  in  this  Metropolis.     Bob,  however,  that  he  might 
ite  clear  with  the  world,  took  the  precaution  of  writing  to 
ve  to  express  his  sense  of  the  ungentlemanly  mode  in  which 
lob  aforesaid,  had  been  treated,  and,  moreover,  to  demand 
nly  satisfaction  ere  he  proceeded  to  the  terrible  justice  of 
sxcommunicatory.     In  this  instance  the  usual   fornitda  of 
,nd  deliver"  had  been  inverted;  but  to  the  refractory  and 
idividual  in  question  it  might  just  as  well  have  been  pri>- 
in  the  ordinary  way.     Whether  the  "  stand  "  were  first  or 
id  he  would  nut:  and  he  had  already  made  up  his  mind  not 
!r.     The  delivery  was  closed.      Bob   said  his  cousin,  was  a 
and  this  was  cordially  assented  to  by  all  Bob's  pot-compa- 
'he  comfort  was,  that  even  a  coward  could  not  live  for  ever. 
;oon  said  nothing,  at  least  in  this  life;  but  perhaps  like  the 
1  the  fable,  he  thought  the  more.     Certain  it  is,  however, 
I  voice  from  the  grave,  awful  to  Bob  as  that  of  the  Trojan 
5neas,  he  (th.it  is,  the  Englishman,  not  the  Dtijr  Troj'attus,) 
he  had  to  Jofm. 
had  been  in  the  Irish  branch  of  th^  Rambleton  family 
ies  both  in  the  male  and  female  line,  but  each  in  the  name  and 
)use  of  Rambleton.     To  these  John  considered  himself  heir : 
hout  troubling  Prince  or  Parliament,  Attorney-General,  or 
or,  in  point  of  fact,  asking  anybody's  leave  but  his  own  ; 
I,  of  course,  without  conforming  to  the  ceremony  of  paying 
assumed  the  title  of  Sir  John  Rambleton,  Bart.     And  it  was 
;ht  and  nice  as  if  he  had  paid  ten  thou^simd  pounds  for  the 
;.     He  was  quite  as  much  as  boastful  Falstaff"  Sir  John  to 
pe."     Every  man  he  knew  upon  this  ancient  continent,  from 
Dr  waiter  to  the  great  Frawley  himself  (including,  of  course, 
itermediate  ranks  of  the  haftiitn^s,  from  the  'prentice  to  the 
yled  him  "  Sir  John  •  "     In  truth,  the  only  piece  of  adverse 
I  I  ever  heard  pronounced  upon  his  proceeding  came  from 
of  his  brother  Bob,  and  this  related  solely  to  the  phraseology 
tie.     The  last  baronets  in  the  line,  it  appeared,  had  been  re- 
ly "  Sir  Charles  "  and  "  Sir  John."     Bob,  after  invoking  the 
I  of  the  infernal  powers  to  his  brother  in  honour  of  his  stu- 
jvent  on  to  say,  "  he  ought  to  have  been  '  Sir  Charles,'  you 
ind  not  'Sir  John,*  you  know,  for  ' Sir  Charles '  was  the 
ronet,  you  know." 

was  the  state  and  condition  of  Sir  John  when  I  first  knew 
ir  John's  personal  a]>pearance  and  physical  powers  contrast- 
gely  with  those  of  his  brother.  The  elder  was  scarcely  of 
ile  size :  he  had  fallen  clumsily  into  flesh,  and  of  course  it 
:  healthy  flesh  :  he  was  of  a  somewhat  bulky,  and  obviously 
ly  frame  :  and  he  evinced  in  his  countenance  that  his  organ- 
iras  not  of  the  perfect  order,  and  that  his  constitution  was 


416 


HOU£    OFPLEAN£. 


weakly ;  his  face  was  ghosfly  pale,  and  perhaps  looked  the  more  so  frcQ 
'being  slightly  pitted  with  the  smull-pox:  a  sickly  shadow  seemed  to 
dwell  ulwuvH  in  its  valleys:  hewas  very  near-sighted — sooth  to  say, pur- 
blind :  and  he  wore  perpetual  spectacles — i.  e.  day  and  nif^ht — auerp 
and  awake  (that  is  the  just  collocation  of  the  words  to  suit  the  facts,) 
1  and  he  had  that  lank,  greasy,  uncontortible  iire-proof  hair^  against 
which  no  curling-iron  can  prevail,  and  which  is  generally  suppuM^i 
to  be  monopolized  by  Methodist  parsons.  Yet  the  drawing  uf  the 
'  countenance  was  good  and  pleasant  to  behold,  for  the  kind-hearted- 
ness and  honesty  that  stood  mirrored  in  it  were  undeniably  visible 
to  the  most  dull  and  cynical.  Sir  John  possessed  many  of*  tboie 
negative  qualities  which  are  praised  as  adorning  pbiloaophy,  und 
conducing  to  happiness.  He  was  as  much  addicted  to  the  "  nti 
admirari "  principle  as  any  sage  it  was  ever  my  fortune  tu  meet. 
And  baa  not  wise  Horace  told  us, 

"  Not  to  atlmirt  \%  all  ilie  art  I  know, 
To  make  men  Kappy,  nnd  to  keep  them  so  !  " 

Sir  John  saw  little  to  admire,  for  the  natural  reason  that  he  could 

not  see  much  of  anything;  and  he  knew  as  little  to  admire,  because 

bis  mental  field  of  view  was  rather  less  expanded  than  his  physical. 

,  He  was  accordingly  as  little  taken  with  the  gew-gnws  of  the  world 

[as  Diogenes  the  Cynic,  and  as  insensible  to  all  female  blandishments 
as  Charles  the  Twelfth  of  Sweden.  The  only  strong  feelings  he  bad 
in  addition  tu  those  he  shared  with  liob,  namely  admiration  of  his 
pedigree,  love  of  liquor,  and  love  of  Offley's  and  its  glorious  noises, 

■•were  the  utnujst  devotion  to  two  "urns"  (the  learned  reader,  we 
trust,  will  understand  the  term,  and  the  unlearned  believe  in  it,)  and 
witli  Sir  John  they  were  strictly  "  urns,"  and  not  entities,  and  these 
"isms"  were  Toryism  and  Protestantism.  It  is  true  he  did  noC 
understand  the  least  in  the  world  about  any  political  question  or 
creed  ;  but  this  made  him  only  the  firmer  an  adherent  uf  the  politics 
in  which  he  had  been  born,  inasmuch  as  he  had  no  doubt  or  qualms 
to  trouble  the  serenity  of  his  convictions.  He  wus  not  much  better 
skilled  in  the  easier  science  of  theology;  but  this,  again,  made  him 
all  the  more  disinterested  and  zealous  as  a  religious  partizan.  ^VTien 
he  arrived  at  a  certain  degree  of  potatory  elevation,  he  never  failed, 
no  matter  in  what  company,  to  endeavour  to  propose,  "  The  glori- 
ous, pious,  and  immortal  memory  of  the  great  and  good  King  Wil- 
liam, who  saved  us  from  popery,  slavery,  brass  money,  and  wooden 
shoes!  "  or  else  another  toast  in  elevation  of  the  Pope,  which  em- 
bodied a  votive  wish  that  his  Holiness  might  be  put  in  the  pillory, 
and  pelted  with  priests  by  our  arch-enemy  in  some  convenient 
corner  of  his  own  dominions;  and  as  Sir  John  had  great  zeal  and 
unction,  and  one  of  the  most  ear-piercing  voices  in  the  world,  it 
was  very  difficult  for  his  friends  to  prevent  him  from  carrying  his 
pious  designs  into  execution,  no  matter  how  adverse  might  be  the 
majority  of  the  company.  Generally  wc  got  him  off  by  declaring 
stoutly  he  was  Sir  Harcourt  Lees,  and  thus,  as  it  were,  pleading 
privilege ;  but  on  more  than  one  occasion  we  had  to  make  a  stand-up 
fight  for  him- 

Upon  the  borders  of  Windsor  Great  Park  he  had  one  of  the  most 
perfect  little  places  I  ever  saw  in  ntiv  country.  1  he  grounds  were 
exquisite  :    the  scenery  all  around  ctiarming ;    the  huutc    fitted   up 
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:Ri08t  elegance  and  comfort.     His  cousin  had  lalioiiretl  to 

all   its  details  and  appointments  n  perfect   thing  uf  its 

he   succeeded.      There  was   nothing  that   convenience 

ire,  or  taste  exact,  from  the  library  to  the  cellar,  which 

esent  in  variety  and  abundance.     Yet  it  was  not  London; 

wa*  not  Offley's  !  and  he  could  not,  acconlingly,  bear  to 

Nine-tenth.H  of  his  time  were,  as   might  l)e  expected, 

indon,  —  his  days  in  bed  at  the  Old  Bell,  Holborn,  —  his 

►ffley's.     lie  confessed  n  short  time  before  he  died  at  the 

that  the  only  satisfactory   week    he  ever   passed  at  his 

idge  was  one  when  he  had  contrived  to  fill  it  with  a  dozen 

;e8t-going  of  his  young  friends  from  town.     It  was  one 

revel ;  and  I  am  credibly  informed  that,  what  with  whis- 

ater,  brandy- and- water,  and  above  all,  champagne  and 

,  there  was  liquor  enough  drunk  to  floot  the  yacht  of  hia 

elative ;  and  that  if  the  songs  sung  and  speeches  made 

only  after  the  ballad-inongering  fashion  printed  by  the 

'  would  have  stretched  over  the  whole  twenty  miles  to 

:an  not  help  recording,  upon  the  part  of  Sir  John,  an  ad- 

kit  of  prudence  on  that  occasion,  ere  I  turn  to  the  more 

character  of  the  brother.  Sir  John,  on  the  party's  retiring 

i  bla/.e  of  sunshine,  used  nevertheless  U>  insist  upon  being 

his  servants  into  every  man's  room  to  see  that  the  candle 

put  out.     Nothing  would  induce  the  cautious  baronet  to 

ivn  repose  until  he  had  performed  these  rountis.     I  think 

ts  way  quite  as  good  as  the  story  of  the  man  who  went  to 

ipe  at  the  pump,^ —  and  that  of  him  who  took  out  the  can- 

'rtain  the  hour  on  the  sun-dial :  besides,  it  has  the  advan- 

ng  true. 

iber  poor  Sir  John  seduced  me  to  his  Tusculan  retreat,  on 
re  of  enabling  rae  to  pass  a  quiet  week^or  t/ie  .m/ce  of  »ti/ 
ml  such  a  salubrious  week  I  certainly  never  did  put  in  be- 
ice,  and  never  perhaps  in  the  world  were  there  such  mate- 
uietude  congregiitcd.  Were  it  only  the  wear  and  tear  of 
er  in  shouting  and  laughing,  it  was  enough  to  knock  a 
>r  a  twelvemonth  ;  and  the  voice  of  Jack  Spenser  in  troU- 
"  Fair  ninid  of  Wick  ham,"  or  "Neil  Govv's  farewell  to 
was  in  itself  sufficient  to  rouse  "  the  sheetet!  dead,"  of  the 
metery  in  Europe.  Then  such  and  so  constant  was  the 
if  corks  from  the  champagne-bottles  during  the  wliole  day 
nen  subsided  into  claret,  that  a  fanciful  ear  might  lead  you 
ief  you  were  listening  to  a  regiment  practising  to  fire  by 
B.  But  to  make  an  end,  this  quiet  week,  which  fell  at  the 
;ment  of  August,  crowned  my  season,  and  I  was  obliged  to 
rly  to  grass  for  the  next  six  months. 

n  was  not  a  stoic,  though  such  was  his  horror  of  locomo- 
he  would  have  at  any  time  preferred  a  seat  in  a  porch  to  a 
ation  in  the  open  air  on  the  finest  summer  day.  He  was 
lentary  order  of  philosophers.  Bob,  on  the  contrary,  was  a 
c.  A  peripatetic,  however,  he  was  of  a  very  different  cha- 
m  that  of  those  ancient  Greeks  upon  whom  the  title  was 
.  Bob  every  day  of  his  life  made  a  progress,  not  much,  it 
W  the  model  of  Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress,  or  the  pro- 
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"  Fum  the  Fourth,  our  royal  bird," 

but  still  a  progress,  and  of  a  nature  quite  as  interesting  as  at  1< 
the  latter  of  the  others.  He  moved  about  from  place  to  place  unll 
near  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  when  lie  settled  down  steadtl/  i 
Frawley's  for  "the  remainder  of  the  evening."  One  might  hat 
fancied  he  was  a  marine,  and  not  an  infantry-man,  for  he  cour 
his  time  by  glasses.  He  remained  at  each  place  he  visited  the  whill 
he  was  employed  in  emptying  unv  glass  of  whiskey  and  water.  H^ 
then  proceeded  on  his  "rounds;"  and  as  tlie  ancient  mariner  wa» 
guided  in  liis  course  by  the  stars  and  constellations,  "the  signs 
wonders  of  the  heavens,"  so  was  Bob  by  the  signs  of  public  hou* 
The  mode  in  which  I  heard  him  direct  an  acquaintance  of  mill 
on  his  road  to  a  Sunday-dinner  at  Chelsea  will  cxemplity  this.  Bo 
said,  "When  you  leave  Buckingani  Gate,  you  know,  you'll  moK 
with  right  shoulders  forward,  you  know,  until  you  get  to  ' 
Gun  ;'  and  then  you'll  go  on  right  a-head,  you  know,  until  yc 
come  to  '  The  Prince  of  Wales ;'  then  you'll  keep  on,  vou  knos 
till  the  road  turns  a  little  to  the  right,  and  you  '11  see  'The  Thr« 
Compasses,'  you  know,  before  you  ;  then  you  '11  go  straight 
till  you  come  to  '  The  Duke  of  York,*  you  know  ;  and  you  ' 
on,  you  know,  through  the  Hospitiil,  til!  you  come  to  Don  Sail 
you  know,  where  the  Scotch  whiskey  is  excellent,  you  know  ; 
Waldie,  the  landlord,  you  know,  is  a  fine  old  fellow  ;  then  you 
go  on,  and  turn  up  by  the  'Black  Horn,'  to  a  street  that  will  brini 
you  to  the  'Cadogan  Anns,'  which  you  "11  leave  on  your  right,  yc 
know,  and  stretch  on  to  '  The  Man  in  the  Bloon,'  you  know ; 
when  you  're  there,  you  "11  see  •  The  World's  End,'  which  is  in 
common  nearly  opposite ;  and  if  you  ask  anybody  there,  he  1\  te| 
you  where  Torakins  lives,  for  he  has  his  beer  from  '  The  World'* 
End,'  you  know. 

There  is  a  love-letter  of  his  in  memory,  which  may  serve  as  an, 
additional  illustration  of  his  hubitu<les.  He  wrote  to  his  1ady-Iuv#| 
to  inform  her  gentleness  where  she  might  find  her  faithful  ^waiiul 
But,  to  make  tlie  note  intelligible,  I  must  inform  the  reader  that 
both  in  writing  aud  speaking.  Bob  had  an  utter  contempt  for  prt 
sitions,  conjunctions,  and  such  other  paltry  parts  of  speech,  and  gc 
nerally  omitted  them.  With  this  explanation,  I  give  the  amatory^ 
effusion. 

"  Dkarkst  Janb, 

"  Until  six  o'clock  I  am  the  Goat  in  Boots,  and  after  that  the  Six 
Bells,  Chelsea. 

"  Thine, 

"  Robert  Ramblbton. 

Bob's  constant  occupation  and  perennial  pleasure  consisted  in  Mp<-i 
ping  whiskey  and  water,  smoking  cigars,  and  telling  lies.  He  ws«' 
the  most  unmitigated  liar  I  ever  knew  ;  and  yet  his  lying,  like  Jack 
FalstafT's,  was  of  such  a  peculiar  order,  that  it  was  impossible  to 
despise  him  for  it.  He  never  said  an  unkind  or  an  ill-natured  thin^ 
of  any  human  being.  Like  Uncle  Toby,  he  would  not  injure  a  fly, 
nor  would  he  even  go  so  far  as  to  give  it  a  bad  word.  Nor  di  i  he 
ever  boast  of  "  disastrous  chances — of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and 
field,"  nur  vex  your   cars   with  stories  about   Smith   or  Jones   of 
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No  ;  the  fielcl  in  which  Bob  used  to  lie  was  that  of  natural 

■y.     He  consorted  with  the  beasts  of  the  firld  and  the  birds  of 

air ;  and  he  would  allow  no  man  breathing  to  outdo  him  in  ex- 

tiling  the  powers  and  wisdom  of  these  his  chosen  themes  of  pane- 

~  "  r.     He  used  to  swear  that  of  his  own  knowledge  there  was  a 

at  Nevis,  who  crowed  so  shrill  and  loud  that  he  could  be  heard 

Martinique,  and  so  punctually  at  the  instant  of  sunrise,  that  Bob's 

regiment  always  fired  the  gun  and  set  their  clocks  and  watches  by 

faim.     "  Come,"  said  a  man  one  night  at  Krawley's,  "  here  "s  Bob 

JUmbleton  ;  now  let 's  have  a  little  natural  history."     Sim  Fairfield 

then  proceeded  to  tell,  that  when  he  was  in  Portugal  he  fell  in  with 

sterling  at  a  nunnery  tliat   could  repeat  one  of  the  penitential 

1ms.     Bob  spoke  in  a  very  slow  somniferous  voice,  and  when  he 

opened,  he  never  cracked  cry  whether  his  audience  were  asleep 

awake  until  he  had  exhausted  his  imagination.     "Yes,"  said  Bob, 

starling,  you  know,  is  a  clever  bird ;  but  he  is  nothing  to  a 

itoo,  you  know.     When  I  was  quartered  at  Demerara,  in  the 

Indies,  you  know,  I  went  out  one  day  to  walk  in  the  woods, 

there  upon  the  top  of  a  tree,  you  know,  I  saw  a  great  big  cock- 

»too.     He  was  a  very  peculiar  fellow,  you  know  ;  he  had  a  sky-blue 

bill,  and  a  red  back,  and  green  wings,  and  a  black  belly,  you  know, 

uid  that  was  the  reason  I  always  knew  him  again  when  I  saw  him. 

And  while  this  chap  and  I  were  looking  at  each  other,  you  know, 

*nd  taking  marks  of  each  other,  up  came  Tom  Macdonnell,  of  the 

!3rJ  Fusileers,  you  know  ;  they  wore  blue  facings,  you  know,  be- 

tMa*f  they  were  a  royal  regiment ;  and  says  Tom  to  me,  holding  out 

hij)  hand, '  How  d  'ye  do.  Bob  Rambieton  .' '  and  I  said,  '  Very  well.' 

And  we  walked  away  together,  and  I   thought  no  more  about  it. 

But  nearly  a  month  after  I  happened  to  walk  into  the  place,  and 

tbere  I  saw  that  same  old  cockatoo,  and  says  he  to  me,  throwing  his 

li«»d  on  one  side,  and  casting  a  knowing  look  at  me,  •  How  d'ye  do. 

Bob  Kambleton  ?  '     And  then  I  thought  he  began  to  laugh,  but  I  'm 

fiot  «ure  of  it,  you  know,  and  I   would  not  take  my  oath  of  it ;  but 

tlii»  I  11  swear  to,  that  all  the  cursed  little  cockatoos  in  the  wood, — 

*nd  there  were  three  hundred  of  them, — all  cried  out  together, 

'  How  d'  ye  do,  Bob  Rambleton  ? '  an«l  their  screaming  was  so  hor- 

Hble  that  it  hurt  the  drum  of  my  ear,  and  I  was  deaf  for  a  long  time 

■fter,  and  I  never  dared  to  show  myself  in  that  wood  afterwards." 

He  also  told  a  story  very  much  to  the  honour  of  a  monkey's  saga. 
tity,  though  not  creditable  to  his  honesty.  The  regiment  were  in 
W-huts,  and  Bob  happened  to  lose  the  key  of  his  peculiar  domicile. 
He  did  not  change  the  lock  ;  he  contented  himself  with  getting  a 
new  key.  After  this  accident,  he  was  constantly  annoyed  by  the 
diuppearance  of  sundry  portions  of  his  property,  and  particularly  of 
uif  cigars.  At  last  the  circumstance  of  his  losing  his  kilt  and  best 
drtw-coat  led  to  the  detection  of  the  thief;  for  he  saw  a  monkey 
pUying  with  them  on  the  top  of  a  tree  forty  feet  liigh,  and  upon 
•Mrching  this,  all  his  effects  were  recovered,  with  the  exception  of 
liii  cigars,  which  the  rascal  had  smoked.  It  seems  he  stole  the  key, 
*nd  was  in  the  habit  of  watching  until  Liob  and  his  servant  Elsworth 
>^creout  of  the  way,  when  he  let  himself  in,  took  what  he  fancied, 
Wil  locked  the  door  carefully  as  he  retired. 
I'll  was  never  at  a  loss  in  his  natural  history.  Passing  a  fish- 
r'&  abop  with  him  one  day,  1  a;sked,  "  What  the  deuce  fish  is 


4«0 


HOR£    OPFLEAN^. 


thftt  ?     I  never  saw  such  an  ugly  fish  before."     Nor  ditl  Bob  either 
but  he  promptly  and  pravely  replied,   "  That  is  the  cat-fish,  you 
know,  l}ecau8e  he  cotnes  out  of  the  water,  and  catches  the  micej  you 
know.     He  belongs  to  the  West  Indies,  you  know." 

He  told  us  one  night,  that  at  Honduras  there  was  a  tree  called  the 
iron  tree,  because  it  was  harder  than  iron,  and  that  it  was  useil  in- 
stead of  the  metal  for  various  purposes. 

'•  But  how,"  said  old  Frawley,  "  could  it  be  cut  ?  I  'm  blowed  if 
you 're  not  a-going  it !     Steel  would  be  of  no  use  ag'in  it."  i 

"Oh  i  they  cut  it  down  with  itself,"  says  Bob.  ' 

"  Ay,"  retorted  Frawley,  "  but  bow  did  they  get  down  the  Jirtt 
tree?" 

"  They  burnt  it  at  the  root,  you  know,"  rejoined  the  Capt.iin. 

So  remote  from  ill-nature  were  the  feelings  of  poor  Bob,  that  no 
man  was  more  given  th»n  he  to  exalting  his  friends  and  acquaint- 
ance. On  coming  into  Frawley *»  of  an  evening,  I  saw  him  sitting 
in  a  box  with  a  man  of  colour,  a  sort  of  dirtily  whitewashed  mgser, 
and  I  declined  the  invitation  to  join  hira.  When  this  fellow  had 
gone,  he  took  his  place  near  me,  and  I  said  something  reproachfully. 

"  Who  was  that  cursed  ugly  nigger  you  were  talking  to  ?  " 

"  That,"  replied  Bob,  "  is  Buckatuo,  you  know.  He  is  master  of 
.the  horse  to  the  Queen  of  Madagascar." 

Poor  Bob,  like  Sir  John,  has  glided  under  the  earth,  and  their 
branch  of  the  family  is  extinct.  Bob  trusted  one  of  those  enemies  of 
human  kind,  an  attorney,  and  he  robbeil  him  of  every  farthing  he 
possessed.  He  died  in  a  garret,  in  the  rules  of  the  Queen's  Bench  ; 
jind  would  have  died  without  a  drop  of  toast  and  water  to  moisten 
bis  lips,  and  been  left  to  be  buried  by  the  parish,  if  it  had  not  been 
for  the  generosity  of  that  noble  fellow,  the  Hon.  George  Talbot, 
who  is  now  (alas  the  while  !)  tike  himself  numbered  with  the  dead. 
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OFFLEIAN  CORRESPONDENCE, 

WITU 

BENTLEIAN  GLOSSES. 

We  liavc  great  pleasiiririii  complyini^  with  the  request  contained  in  the  fgllov* 
in^  ele^rant  vpi&tle ;  uni  thu»  procred  to  jEcive  publicatiuti  to  the  c Ifutioa  of  < 
ciuitled  to  all  §ort  uf  udmiralioo  ai  •  proverbial  pertODiige — "  the  WiM  Child  "  af  ] 
the  ancient  adage. 

Si  a, 

I  hare  perused  an  artide  in  Bentley'ii  Miscellany  for  thii  month,  entitled  "  Hortt 
OiBeanar.'"  Being  a  iu>n  of  the  late  Mr.  Offley,  I  may  prvteud  tii  know  MDiethinf; 
•Ixnu  him.  I  therefore  assert,  thut  tlie  Blalemoius  resjiecting  my  father  in  the 
article  in  <|ae»ti(>ii  iire  LIK.S  !  !  ! 

An  ilie»e  Kiatemencs  will  haTc  a  very  extended  cimilatiun  amon^  Bentley'n 
readers,  I  request  Uiat,  for  fair  play'b  sake,  you  will  afford  a  tpace  for  this  bri«f 
oominunication  in  the  next  number. 

I  am,  sir,  your  obedient  servant, 
24,  Henrietta  .Street,  Covcnt  Garden,  Ocobok  OrrLKr. 

March  1,  l»4l. 


ths  man  about  town  to  r.  brntley,  esq. 
Six, 

I  tliank  you  for  sending  me  the  letter  signed  George  Offley,and  think  this  police 
Puhliran,  who  has  converted  himself  into  a  Scrihe,  should  be  allowed  to  cnrnplvte 
the  Judaic  circle,  mid  proclaim  himself  a  rhiirisee.  Though  he  us<'»  what  Docliir 
Johiuoii  was  pieaacti  to  style  "  the  sirtinji  ianguaj/e"  of  Bishop  M'artmnou,  oamely. 
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id  affects  aH  tho  indignation  of  a  Lally  Tallenilal,  in  vtiiilii:ating  the 
m  illustrious  and  injur«d  papa,  it  may  lie  questioned  whether  the 
h  actuated  his  desire  ta  rush  into  print  were  other  than  envy  uf  Fmw. 
(wliich  the  Mitotrlluiiy  ha»  nrnr  made  ininiortul),  and  hit  own  jenlouiy 
«  the  great  defunct.    Proud,  sir,  am  I  tu  feel  that  for  "  mine  old  host  '" 

"  Gxegi  monumeulum  a;re  perennius," — 

nt  not  to  be  aoiletJ,  nuich  less  sliakeu  by  tlie  breath  of  any  little  barker 
my  not  having  proclaimed  the  Virgilion  principle, 

'<■  Sic  canibus  catulos  similes," 

t  is  not  often  that  tlie  whelps  of  modern  days  come  up  to  the  ''old  doj^  " 
eneratiun  ;  nor  is  the  present  representative  of  the  House  of  Offley, 
,aa  excepdoo,  saving,  indeed,  in  the  articles  of  good  temper  and  gentlc- 
ision.  sir.  George  OJfley  lias  not  condescended  to  particuloni ;  he  votich- 
iipMe dixit.  Hedoesuoisay  which  of  my  statements  is  false.  In  this  he 
housandi  iu  town  could  prove  them  each  and  all  to  be  true.  I  have  de- 
Trawley  as  an  honest  and  strong-minded  man,  who,  without  the  advan. 
iition,  raised  himself  from  un  humble  station  in  iiule|>eiiilence  and  com- 
e  described  htm  as  a  "  merry  old  host,"  respn-ifiil,  attentive,  obli^png, 
1  M  the  gentlemen  who  frequented  bis  Iioum;.     I  have  des<.Tit)L>d  him  us 

sougs,  and  a  maker  of  speeches  which  invririably  pnHiuced  roars  of 
t  have  deacribeil  him  as  a  convivial  man  himself,  and  to  tlie  great  l)eub- 
liequer,  a  promoter  of  auiviviality  in  othei-s.  I  huve  described  him  as 
cook,  and  a  dis]>eniier  of  the  l>est  mutton-chops  tluit  ever  tizzed  upon 
i  gridiron.  And  '*  iu  spite  of  spite  "  all  this  he  was,  and  wiU  be.  Nam 
mm  vehit  inglorios  ac  ignobiles  oblivio  obruil,  sed  OfHeius  narratns 
.us  superstea  erit.  I  am,  sir,  your  obedient  servant, 

y's,  March  10,  1841.  A  JAah  about  Town. 

the  course  of  the  evening  I  will  ascertain  from  Nicholas  and  the  cuok 
isceacei  they  may  have  preserved  of  their  old  fellow-servant. 
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:t  are  coming  E  they  are  coming  !  fnim  the  regions  of  the  sun, 
Wiuter's  storms  are  ended,  and  sweet  May  is  begun  ; 
n  those  lands  where  summer  reigueth  in  all  lier  golden  prime, 
glad  and  gleesomo  wiiiiderers  are  hu.st'uing  to  our  dime, 
airs  have  kist'd  each  Ironklei,  litoa'ning  its  icy  chains, 
early  Qowexs  are  peeping  upon  the  vernul  plains  ; 
forest  trees  are  putting  on  their  garb  of  velvet  gi'een, 
1  in  the  wild  wood  dingles  young  violuts  are  seen. 
y  come  across  blue  ticean  !  tribes  of  the  restless  wing, 
ose  joyoutf  hours  are  ever  passed  amid  perpetual  spring  ; 
ly  left  us  in  brown  autumn  to  tiee  beyond  the  main, 
darksome  days  are  over,  and  lo  !  they  come  again. 
!   had  we  but  their  pinioiL%  what  blessed  lives  were  ours, 
would  travel  with  the  seasons,  and  sport  In  fadeless  bowers  , 
d  blossoms  never  dying,  with  mt'lndy  and  mirth, 
would  make  our  yearly  JDuriiey  around  the  smiling  earth, 
blight  >hould  overtake  us,  no  temjiests  black  appal ; 
len  fruits  were  ripe,  we  would  not  bide  to  see  them  pitie  and  fall  t 
:,  like  those  gentle  birds,  »j>eed  our  fleet  ojurso  away 
climes  of  glorious  sunshine,  iiiicoii;icinus  of  decay. 
!  happy,  happy  creatures  !  iLey  neither  weep  nor  sigh  ; 
t  forests  and  the  fountains  their  fiKid  and  driuk  supply  ; 
By  labour  not  far  riches,— for  fame  they  do  not  seek,— 
guilt  pollutes  their  bosoms,  no  cares  their  slumbers  break, 
ey  are  coming  !  they  are  coming  t  blithe  Rttendants  of  the  sun — 
'Winter's  reign  is  ended,  and  nveet  May  is  ln-gun — 
tm  lands  wliere  fairly  Hourish  the  orange  and  the  lime, 
B  little  winged  wanderers  are  haist'ning  to  our  clime  J 
>f  tite  Vare. 
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'<  And  Ood  wid.  Let  there  be  light,  and  there  wu  light." — Geo.  ch.  Lr.% 
Space  labour'd — quicken'd  by  Almighty  word, 
And  from  ita  shapeless  womb  unsightly  voided 
Chaos.    For  on  that  great  command.  Matter, 
Obedient  to  ita  great  Progenitor, 
Kush'd  amain  from  all  the  comers 
Of  eternity.    Each  atom  jostling 
Its  fellow — in  haste  to  pleasure  Him — so  form'd 
A  turgid  lump,  which  surging  to  and  fro 
On  a  black  sea  of  thickening  vapour. 
An  unwholesome  sweat  oozed  from  dte  sUmy  depths 
Of  this  miscarried  mass.    Helpless    still  with  ilu 
The  germ  of  life,  as  in  a  new-bom  babe. 
It  lay  upon  the  bosom  of  great  Space, 
Its  mother,  who  could  not  help  it  into  fiur 
Eslstenoei    •  •  •  • 

Ood  said,  «  Let  there  be  In/ht,  and  there  mu  It^.- 
The  muricy  vault  was  split :  Darkness  was  rent ; 
A  golden  orb  sprung  from  the  smile  of  Ood, 
StMd,  created, — Width  oped  her  mi^ty  jaws 
To  gape  at  this  new  wonder — ^for  Space  now 
Had  eves  to  see  her  own  immensity. 
The  Universe  awoke,  and  dress'd  in  regal 
Purple,  stood  in  all  the  silent  majesty 
Of  the  interminable  arch.    Empire 
Of  creation  !  Night,  so  late  a  tyrant. 
Shrank  to  some  pit  or  grave  within  the  boMMn 
Of  its  subject  mass.    The  infant  Globe,  smiling, 
Stretched  forth  its  cheek  towards  ita  novel  nurse, 
That  sung,  and  soothed  it  with  a  gentle  breese. 
Liand  sprung  up  to  meet  its  benefactor, 
And  straight  shot  forth  its  trees  and  shrubs,  which  sent  up 
An  odour, — the  only  language  they  could  speak. 
To  kiss  and  greet  the  light  uat  warmed  them 
Into  life.    Syren  myrtles  woo  the  fickle 
Slay-breeze  with  a  rustling  kiss  filch'd  of 
The  lagging  wind  ;  while  ev'ry  twinkling  leaf 
Whispers  a  lay  of  love-sick  melody. 
The  airy  multitudes,  distilling 
Sweetest  music  In  their  shrill  tale  of  first 
Aflfection,  swell  out  the  gentle  tumult 
Of  this  mellow  choir,  till  beaming  Nature 
Seems  one  song  of  universal  adoration. 

*  «  *  *  * 

"  Light  was — and  God  saw  that  it  was  good." 

•  •  •  •  « 

The  Day  went  down,  while  Heaven  blush'd  at  Evening's 
Fickle  flight.    Night  crept  from  the  caves,  keeping 
Far  off  the  dreaded  sun ;  and  as  it  came 
With  stealthy  crawl,  deserted  Earth  saw, 
And  its  latest  zephyr  moan'd  a  wailing  cry. 
Twilight,  the  day's  last  warm  embrace,  turned  bade 
From  following  tne  sun,  and  wept  dew  upon 
The  drooping  flowers  there,  with  a  mother's  slow 
And  struggling  gait,  with  f^ce  o>r  her  shoulder 
Bent,  fixed  a  last  fond  gaze  upon  the  mute-struck 
Loveliness  of  recumbent  Nature.    But 
Ere  she  went  she  oped  her  jewel-box,  and  clad 
The  dingy  darkness  in  a  blaze  of  angel's  tears. 
Shed  for  the  fallen  seraphs, — a  golden  filter 
For  up-wending  souls  to  strain  out  sin,  and  porge 
Mortality  withaL    Their  sparkle  dues 
Amuse  her  fright'ned  offspring,  who,  half 
Repelling,  half  accepting,  sobs  itself 
To  sleep.  D.  L.  Bouicicadlt. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

The  commencement  of  Stanley's  ipeculation. 

who  have  been  accustomed  to  view  only  the  unamiakle 

the  female  character,  as  developed  on  the  one  hand  by 
scheming  creature  of  the  world,  and  on  the  other  by  the 
ollow-hearted  courtezan,  the  mean,  cowardly  practice  of 
1  woman  is  sport;  but  by  married  men,  who  have  studied 
;r  deeply,  and  who  appreciate  those  beautiful  feelings  by 
essentially  distinguished,  that  practice  is  happily  held  in 
Marriage  induces  a  higher  estimation  of  t'emafe  virtue : 
uen  with  a  chivalrous,  gallant  spirit,  of  which  the  peculiar 

are  to  those  who  never  experienced  the  blessinjifs  which 
I  the  gentle  characteristics  of  an  amiable  wife,  altogether 

and  hence  Stanley — he  being  the  only  marrieil  man  pre- 
'  the  performance  of  the  disgraceful,  cruel  mockery  de- 
i  preceding  chapter — was  the  only  man  by  whom  it  was 

as  a  jest.  But  although  he  was  thoroughly  disgusted 
•artless  conduct  of  his  new  associates,  he  felt  bound  to 
igageraent  into  which  he  had  entered,  but  from  which  he 
1  moBt  gladly  have  withdrawn.  He  had  no  longer  the 
nfidence  in  the  men  ;  he  conceived  it  to  be  almost  impos- 
em  to  be  actuated  by  any  correct  feeling,  —  still,  having 
1  the  speculation  so  lar,  he  was  unable  to  see  how  he  could 
r  retire. 

■eflected  upon  the  matter  for  some  time,  vainly  hoping  for 
to  suggest  itself  whereby  the  speculation  might  with  grace 
edj  he  named  the  subject  to  Sir  William^  in  order  that 
r  possible,  point  out  the  means  by  which  an  honourable 
id  be  accomplished. 

0  indignant,"  said  he,  after  explaining  the  manner  in  which 
narriage  had  been  conducted,  "at  having,  although  un- 
,  been  made  a  party  to  so  disreputable  a  proceeding,  that 

0  you  I  would  almost  aa  soon  forfeit  the  money  I  have 
»  put  down,  than  have  any  farther  connection  with  the 

ou  taken  my  advice,"  said  Sir  William,  "you  would  not 
ed  into  it  at  all ;  but  I  don't  see  how  you  can  call  off 

)  I ;  and  yet  one  might  imagine  that  conduct  like  that 
ave  described  would  form  a  sufficient  pretext  for  with- 

ou  must  not  think  for  a  moment  of  making  that  a  pretext, 
to  do  80,  you  would  only  get  laughed  at." 

1  you  not  deem  it  disgraceful  ?  " 

I  must  say  that^  strictly  speaking,  it  isn't  the  thing  ;  but 
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in  the  circle,  my  dear  fellow,  in  which  (hetf  move,  aii  .iflkir  of  ( 
kind  is  really  thought  but  little  of.  Had  he  married  the  girl  ii 
reality,  the  case  would  have  been  widely  difterent  —  it  would  the«^ 
have  been  considered  disgraceful  indeed  ;  but  as  it  is.  being  merely 
a  nominal  marriage,  which  may  at  any  moment  be  dissolved,  why, 
his  family  are  free  from  the  stain  of  a  low  alliance,  and  hU  frteod* 
look  upon  him  of  course  as  before." 

"Notwithstanding,  he  has  utterly  destroyed  that  poor  girl  by 
blasting  her  happiness  for  ever." 

"  The  conduct  of  men  of  high  connexions  must  not,  my  good  fel> 
low,  be  scrutinised  too  closely.     You  must  consider  the  peculiarit 
of  their  position.     Suppose,  for  instance,  now,  that  this  had  bet?n 
absolute  marringc,  what  must  of  necessity  have  followed  ?      W^ 
his  family,  who  would  have  considered  themselves  thereby  eternal! 
disgracetl,  would  have  cut  him,  of  course,  dead;  while  his  fri< 
would  have  spumed  him  for  being  a  fool." 

'•  But  this  is  no  justification — " 

"  Justification  !     I  grant  you.     But  a  family  of  this  descriptit 
would  rather  there  should  be  five  hundred  mock  marriaj^es  than 
real  one  with  a  creature  of  plebeian  origin,  unless,  indeed,  she 
sess  a  mine  of  wealth.     The  influence  of  affection  or  love  in  such  ( 
case  is  never  allowed  ;  they  '11  not  hear  it.     Rank  or  wealth,  'i*bor_^ 
— ^rank  or  wealth.     No  other  influence  can  possibly  be   recoj^jfcd 
by  them.     And  perhaps  it  is  as  well  that  it  is  so.     Conceive,  for  ex- 
ample, the  absurdity  of  such  an  announcement  as  this  : — "  MAtmiAOK 
IN  High  Lifk. — We  have  authority  to  state,  that  the  Earl  of  CI 
dale  will  shortly  lead  to  the  hymeneal  altar  Miss  Sophonisba  Gilli 
the  lovely  daughter  of  the  late  Mr.  Timothy  Gills,  for  many  y* 
the  confidential  carman  of  the  celebrated  Jonas  Carp,  Esq.  the 
linguc  fishmonger  of  Billingsgate  Market," — Why  it  would  thro% 
every  member  of  the  noble  family  into  fits,  while  the  bridc^ 
himself  would  become  the  legitimate  laughing-stock  of  the  work 
And  then  look  at  the  position  of  the  girl.     Would  it  not  be  one 
perpetual  misery?     Even  suppose  she  were  received  by  the  Cunil* 
in  question,  their  very  courtesy  would  make  her  wretdied,  if  even 
their  sarcasms  failed  to  break  her  heart.     The  absurdity  of  per»oiu 
wishing  to  form  alliances  in  a  sphere  far  above  that  in  which  thrv 
have  been  accustomed  to  move  is  really  monstrous.     As  far  as  hap. 
piness  is  concerned,  the  ambition  is  fatal  if  the  object  be  attained. 
They  cannot  be  happy.     Even  their  servants  will  sneer  at  the  nu-a» 
ness  of  their  birth.     In  a  word,  Tiiorn,  the  belief  that  anything  bu 
bitter  mortification  on  either  side  can  spring  from  a  marriage  of  tfati 
character  i^  based  upon  ignorance  the  most  gross." 

"  All  this  I  admit  to  be  correct,"  rejoined  Stanley.    "  In  an  ess 
tially  artificial  state  of  society  it  invariably  is  so ;  and  none  bi 
densely  ignorant  persons  would  dream  of  forming  such  a  coiinc 
But  that  is  not  the  point — " 

"•■  Why,  it  proves  that  this  girl,  for  example,  as  far  as  regard*  h«r 
happiness,  is  not  in  a  worse  position  than  she  would  have  been  had 
the  Earl  really  married  her." 

'^But  it  does  not  prove  the  conduct  of  the  Earl  to  be  a  whit 
leas  disgraceful." 

"Granted! — as  far  as  that  goes;  but  it  does  not  by  any  tat 
follow,  that  because  men  of  his  caste  delude  n  lot  of  ignorant  girli 
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'  consider  fair  game,  they  should   therefore  be  incapable 

I  all  other  respects  with  strict  honour.  As  I  said  before, 
igret  that  you  ever  entered  into  this  speculation ;  not  be- 
iffiiir  has  occurred,  for  that  is  too  paltry  to  be  considered 
!nt,  but  because  I  conceive  that  the  profits,  whatever  they 
ill  never  be  commensurate  with  the  trouble  it  may  occa- 
however,  you  are  in  itj  I  cannot  see  how  you  can  well 

lid  Stanley.  The  disgust  with  which  the  heartless  pro- 
il  inspired  him  was  not  in  the  sli;Thtest  degree  diminished  ; 
nee  in  tlie  honour  of  his  new  associates  had  not  by  the 
of  Sir  William  been  to  any  extent  increased  ;  still,  jealous 
utation  as  <i  man  of  spirit,  anxious  to  be  deemed  by  all  a 
fellow,  and  therefore  dreading  the  possibility  of  being 
of  meanness,  or  even  of  irresolution,  he  determined  at 
on  with  the  speculation  precisely  as  if  nothing  of  a  disre- 
nracter  had  occurred, 
lance  of  this  determination,  he  in  the  course  of  the  day 

II  Captain  Filcher.  whom  he  found  raost  appropriately  en- 
;he  honourable  occupation  of  fixing  an  entirely  new  rou- 

the  secret  springs  of  which  had  been  constructed  with 
ingenuity. 

ar  fellow  !  "  exclaimed  the  gallant  Captain,  as  Stanley  en- 
am  positively  too  glad  to  see  you.  I  feared  that  some- 
r  had  occurred,  you  cut  away  so  abruptly,  You  should 
ed.  Oh  !  I  'd  have  given  the  world  if  you  had  remained, 
it  up  till  daylight ;  and  such  sport !     I  thought  I  should 

But  how  came  you  to  leave  us  so  early  ?  " 
anxious  to  get  away,"  replied  Stanley;   "and  I  always 
be  safest  course  to  adopt  in  such  a  case  is  that  of  leaving 
ving  even  the  slightest  intimation." 

J  it  is ;  but  I  am  nevertheless  sorry  you  started."  Which 
tly  true.  The  sorrow  expressed  was  entertained  very  sin- 
i  moreover  very  affectionately,  considering  that  he  and  a 
nd  had  laid  a  well-conceived  plan  for  fleecing  Stanlej*  to  a 
pectable  extent.  "  But  I  say,  my  dear  fellow,"  he  conti- 
>se  bills,  now — I  haven't  the  cash  for  them  yet.  It  seems 
it  the  money  market  is  in  such  a  slate.  I've  been  about 
morning,  Four-and-twenty  bills  returned  in  three  days! 
s  a  little  tale  !  However,  I  left  them ;  but  if  you  have 
el,  I  '11  get  them  out  of  his  hands." 
Jo  nothing  with  them,"  said  Stanley, 
.ell,  then,  a  day  or  two  probably  will  be  of  no  import- 
whatever." 

ys  like  these  things  to  be  done  at  once  ;  but  to-morrow, 
ct  day,  I  shall  be  able,  no  doubt,  to  get  a  cheque  for  the 

vill  do  quite  as  well," replied  Stanley.     "But  when  do  we 

operations  ?  " 

I  should  say  this  day  week.  As  far  as  the  play  is  con- 
m  see  everything  now  is  nearly  ready ;  but  there  are 
te  fitted  up  for  the  Countess," 
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"  Will  she  reside  here  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  yes ;  and  mamma  is  to  be  the  comptroller  of  the  hi 
hold." 

"  Indeed  I     When  do  they  return  ?  "  ^_ 

"  To-morrow,  I  hear ;  and  gome  excellent  sport  we  shall  haTe. 
Did  you  ever  see  anything  more  admirably  managed  ?  Oh !  thr 
whole  thing  was  capital !  " 

"Stanley  made  no  observation  upon  this,  but  directed  his  attentii 
to  the  arrangement  of  the  tables,  more  with  the  view  of  ch 
the  subject  than  of  ascertaining  what  had  been  done.  The  Captai 
however,  entered  into  a  variety  of  minute  explanations  having  refi 
ence  to  the  course  they  intended  to  pursue  ;  and  when  he  had 
plained  all  he  wished  him  to  know,  Stanley  left  with  the  und< 
standing  that  he  wa-<  to  call  the  next  morning  for  the  cheque. 

On  the  following  day  he  accordingly  went ;  but  the  Captain 
been  still  unsuccessful.     He  was  to  have  it  the  next  day  ;  and   b»" 
called  the  next  day,  and  the  next;  in  short,  he  continued  to  call  day 
after  day  until  the  time  had  been  fixed  for  putting  down  the  first  fiv' 
hundred  each,  as  per  agreement,  when  he  mortgaged  his  estate 
the  two  thousand  pounds,  and  regretted  that  he  had  not  pursued 
course  at  once,  without  exposing  his  poverty  to  the  Captain. 

Having  effected  this  mortgage,  he  at  once  expressed  his  sorrow 
that  gallant  person  that  he  should  have  given   him  so  much  trouble, 
and  stated,  that  as  he  had  then  sufficient  money  in  his  possession,  he 
no  longer  required  the  bills  to  be  done. 

"  I  'm  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  the  Captain,  on  receiving  this  intelli- 
gence, "although  I  gave  them  this  morning  to  a  friend  of  mine, 
who  promised  to  bring  me  the  cash  in  the  course  of  the  day.  Hut 
as  it  is,  why,  they  had  better  be  destroyed.  I  regret  exceed!:^ I, 
that  I  should  have  been  unable  to  get  the  thing  done  without  delay  ; 
but  you  know  what  bill  discounters  are." 

"  1  've  never  h.id  anything  to  do  with  them,"  said  Stanley  ;  *♦  bot 
I  believe  they  are  not  angels." 

"Angels! — devils,  sir — absolute  devils.  However,  I'll  get  the 
bills  together,  and  see  that  they  are  destroye*!." 

Stanley  thanked  him,  and  was  satisfiec^.  Scarcely  knowing  the 
nature  of  bills,  it  never  struck  him  that  he  himself  ought  to  see  them 
destroyed  ;  and  if  it  h.id,  he  possessed  too  much  delicacv  to  hint 
that  he  deemed  it  essential.  That,  in  his  view,  would  have  been  a 
direct  imputation  upon  the  honour  of  the  Captain,  which  he  w  ould 
not  have  cast  even  if  he  had  thought  of  the  possibility  of  the  bills 
getting  into  circulation  ;  but  the  fact  is,  as  tne  Captain  undertook 
to  destroy  them,  he  thought  nothing  more  about  the  matter. 

The  time  now  arrived  for  making  up  the  first  bank  to  commence 
with,  and  they  met  at  their  own  clidj,  which  they  had  named  the 
European,  and  put  down  five  hundred  pounds  each.  The  Karl  and 
his  friends,  however,  manifested  no  inconsiderable  surprise  at  ih« 
unaccustomed  promptitude  of  the  Captain  in  this  particular.  The 
evidently  anticipated  nothing  more  substantial  from  him  than  aa 
I.  O.  U.,  and  therefore  looked  at  each  other  with  great  significance,' 
when,  on  drawing  forth  his  pocket-book,  he  put  down  ten  fifties 
with  the  air  of  a  man  having  the  power  to  produce  fifty  more  of  the 
same  sort  at  a  moment's  notice.  It  was  held  to  be  mysterious  obvi- 
ously by  them  nil,  although  nothing  was  said  on  the  subject  at  the 
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-•  money  was  taken,  the  bank  was  formed,  and  the  "  Euro- 
;ned  the  fullowing  night, 


CHAPTKB    XXXIX 


Is  one  which  the  ladies  will  appreciate  highly. 


my  precious,"  observed  Mrs.  Gills,  addressing  the  "  Count- 
noming  aller  the  speculation  had  commenced,  "  now  your 
I  little  bit  tranquil,  you  know,  you  must  begin  to  look 
as  a  Indy  of  title  ought,  and  take  care  you  "re  not  imposed 
mything  of  that;  because  now  you  are  a  Countess,  my 
must  do,  of  course,  as  Countesses  does,  and  keep  up  a 
irit  and  dignity." 
na,"  mildly  replied  the  Countess. 

ou  mustn't  be  put  off  neither,  my  dear.  You  raust  have 
way,  as  all  Countesses  has.  Insist  upon  having  all  you 
you  '11  get  it." 

have  all  I  want,  ma,  already." 

nse,  child  ! — truly  ridiculous  !     Oh!  don't  tell  me!     You 
ave  a  separate  carridge,  and  a  box  at  the  opperer,  and  give 
serious  of  parties,  and  all  that,  and  have  all  the  new  no- 
larps,  and  planers — " 
la  know,  ma,  I  never  learned  to  play." 
of  that  ?     The  whole  world  needn't  know  it     When  you 
■e,  you  know,  or  anything  of  that,  engage  them  to  play, 
8  gets  their  living  by  it.  Countesses  never  plays  in  public, 
know,  my  dear,  that  that 's  beneath  their  dignity  ?  Never 
•,  and  then  nobody  '11  know  you  can't.     There 's  no  occa- 
the  world  what  you  don't  know." 
a,  nor  more  their  isn't." 

■veil,  then,  my  dear,  then  you  don't  ought  to  do  it." 
t,  ma ;  I  '11  always  make  believe  that  I  can  play." 
irse.  And  mintf,  never  suffer  them  stuck  up  things  of 
address  you  as  anything  but '  ray  lady,' or  'your  ladyship." 
ir  ladyship  please  to  ring  for  me,  my  lady.'' ' — '  May  it  please 
hip,'  and  so  on.  I 'm  not  sure  it  don't  ought  to  be  'your 
t  '  your  ladyship  '  will  do  for  the  present.  Be  sure  and 
stick  to  that ;  if  they  don't,  ask  'cm  who  they  are  speaking 
ir  imperenee.  Mind  that  particular.  Always  keep  them 
rspectable  distance:  they  are  sure  to  take  liberties  where 
If  you  give  'era  an  inch,  they  '11  take  an  ell,  and  you 
t  to  do  it.  Always  know  what  is  due  to  your  dignity,  my 
nd  make  'em  conduct  theirselves  in  a  way  as  becomes  'em. 
at  low  vulgar  feller,  the  porter.  The  ideor  of  bringing  up 
bill  in  his  naked  hand,  for  ail  the  world  as  if  there  warnt 
plate  upon  the  premises.  And  then  look  at  that  imperent 
m.  She's  always  a-giggling  and  going  on.  /  see  her, 
[le  thinks  I  don't.  What  does  she  mean,  I  should  like  to 
erhaps  she  thinks  the  situation  ain't  good  enough  for  her, 
!r  a  month's  warning  :  she  don't  know  her  place.  I  don't 
8  much  better  than  she  should  be,  my  dear.  Look  at 
What  business  has  a  low  common  housemaid  with  all 
^  curls  ?     Twelve  pound  a-year,  my  love,  won't  support 
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No,  my  love  ;  I  think  I  do 
Her  level !      I  don't  think 


that.     Besides^  she  don't  treat  me  with  proper  respect  ;  and  I  'd  hsf 
her  to  know,  that  although  I  'in  not  a  Countess  mjself,  I  *in  the  I 
ther  of  a  Countess,  and  that,  too,  of  as  good  a  Countess  as  any  in  i 
kingdom.     What  does  she  mean  by  laughing,  and    sneering, 
opening  her  ignorant  eyes  to  the  other  servants,  when  I  'm  giv 
'em  the  necessary  orders?   Does  she  think  I  '11  put  up  with  her  lo 
bred  ways  ?     The  insolence  of  such  dressed-up  things  is  exclusiv 
Either  stie  or  me  must  ijuit." 

"  Dear  ma,"  observed  the  Countess,  "  don't  drop  yourself  down  \ 
the  level  of  her." 

"  /  drop  mys^elf  doivn  to  her  level! 
know  myself  better  than  that  comes  to. 
I  'd  go  quite  so  low  as  that,  neither  !  " 

"  Well,  never  mind,  ma  ;  I  '11  give  her  warning." 

"In  course.  And  very  proper.  1  shall  make  a  woman  of  «perit 
of  you  yet.  But  that,  my  darling,  isn't  all.  You  mustn't  let  the 
noble  Earl  take  no  advantage  of  your  innercence  ;  for  Earls  is  but 
men,  and  all  men  in  this  regard  is  alike  ;  they  "11  all  impose  where  ihej- 
can ;  and  you  don't  ought  to  suffer  him  to  do  it.  Assume  enough, 
my  precious.  Begin  as  you  mean  to  go  on.  There  's  nothing  like 
striking  the  iron  while  it's  hot.  It  saves  a  world  of  trouble,  mi 
dear.  If  you  wait  till  a  man  gets  cool,  you  '11  find  him  very  diffico 
to  bend  to  your  own  shape ;  but  if  you  tell  him  at  first  what  y< 
mean,  you  'stablish  your  dignity,  and  when  he  knows  what  he  hu 
to  expect,  why,  he  ain't  after  that  disapp'inted.  You  take  my 
advice,  my  love,  and  insist  upon  doing  what  you  please  ;  there's 
nothing  Uke  it.  A  woman  ain't  a  woman  of  sperit  as  don't,  and 
'specially  a  Countess.  You  must  go  out  a-pattemizing  people,  par- 
ticular them  foreigners  as  sings ;  and  give  blankets  away  to  the  poor 
in  cold  weather:  it  all  tells,  my  love,  to  make  a  noise  in  the  world. 
And  when  you  go  a-shopping,  make  'em  bring  the  goods  out  to  the 
carridge,  instead  of  going  in ;  and  when  you  don't  want  your  car- 
ridge,  have  a  footman  behind  you  with  a  long  stick,  with  a  large 
gold  nob  at  the  top.  Nothing  on  earth,  my  dear,  looks  so  respect- 
able as  that ;  and  the  taller  the  footman,  and  the  longer  the  stick  is, 
the  better.  Besides,  you  haven't  been  to  court  yet ;  nor  I  haven't 
seen  your  name  a  single  once  in  the  papers !  And  another  thingj  the 
Earl  hasn't  once  introduced  you  to  his  family  !  " 

"  Oh  !  ma  !  "  exclaimed  the  Countess,  "  I  should  tremble  like  any- 
thing, I  know,  if  he  was." 

"'rremble!  Fiddlededee!  Why  should  you  tremble?  You  *i« 
as  good  as  them  any  day  in  the  week." 

"  Oh  dear,  ma !  I  shiver  at  the  very  thought.  What  I  should  do 
when  I  saw  'em  I  can't  think.  I  am  sure  I  should  turn  as  pale  as  • 
I  don't  know  what." 

"  Pale,  my  precious !  What  do  that  signifies  ?  Paint~-all  Count- 
esses paints — and  then  nobody  '11  know  whether  you  turn  pale  or 
not" 

"  Oh  !  but  I  should  feel  so  queer,  I  know  I  should." 

"  Rubbish,  my  love  !     What 's  to  make  you  feel  queer  ?     Aiwa] 
look  upon  people  as  being  beneath  you ;  there  's  nothing  on 
gives  such  confidence  as  that.     If  you  look  up  to  them,  they  '11   It 
down   upon   you  ;  that 's  the  way  people  gets  over  people,  ray  pr 
cious.    And  then  there 's  another  thing :  where  is  your  carda? 
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d  of  such  a  thing  as  a  Countess  without  cards !  We  '11  go 
'em  this  blessed  morning,  my  love,  and  have  your  court  of 
1  'em,  you  know,  and  all  that.  Nothing  can  be  done, 
irds.  And  then  I  11  tell  you  what  we  '11  do  while  we  're 
Dear  me  f  now,  how  strange  it  never  struck  me  before ! — 
the  very  thing  — my  love,  we  '11  order  a  whole  lot  of  invi- 
Is  at  the  same  time.  And  then  we'll  get  up  a  party,  and 
he  other  nobility  in  town  ;  all  the  Duchesses,  and  all  the 
'3,  and  all  the  Earls,  and  all  the  foreign  ambassadors  and 
.  Oh  !  we  'U  have  such  a  jolly  night  of  it,  my  precious  !  " 
•ill  my  lord  like  it?" 

'b  not  the  least  occasion,  my  love,  to  let  him  know  any- 
ut  it  until  they  all  come,  and  then,  oh  !  won't  it  be  an 
surprise  !  But  let's  see — who  can  we  get  now  to  manage 
la  ?  It  must  be  somebody  that  knows  all  about  it,  you 
here's  the  Captain ;  but  I  don't  like  that  Captain :  he's 
sneering,  and  smirking,  and  going  on  so,  as  if  we  warn't 
IS  him,  and  a  precious  sight  better.     I  can't  a-bear  such 

r  's  Mr.  Thorn,  ma  !  "  sugt^ested  the  Countess, 
■je  's  a  nice  gentleman.     He'd  be  the  one.     He  knows  how 
hisself.    Nobody  can  contluct  theirselvea  more  gentleman- 
lim.     He  '11  manage  it  for  us.     I  know  he  will,  if  I  ask 

moment  Stanley  was  dashing  down  the  street  in  his  cab, 
/iew  of  ascertaining  the  result  of  the  previous  night's  play  ; 

pulling  up,  he  happened  to  see  a  person  in  livery  at  the 
le  European,  he  laid  the  whip  into  Marraion  with  so  much 
t  the  animal,  darting  ofl'  in  an  instant,  left  Bob,  who  had 

with  all  his  wonted  alacrity,  a  considerable  dist.ince  in 
before  he  had  time  to  recover  his  faculties,  the  whole  of 
d  been  thus  unceremoniously  upset.  Feeling,  however, 
id  not  a  single  moment  to  lose,  and  being  moreover  ex- 
wift  of  foot,  he,  by  virtue  of  making  a  desperate  rush,  soon 
the  cab.  and  remounted. 

"  he  exclaimed,  "I  should  on'y  just  like  to  know  what's 
ow  t  There's  something  in  the  weather-glass,  safe!  As 
m  alive,  I  don't  know  what's  come  to  all  the  masters.   It's 

they're  all  a-going  stark  naked  mad.  Here's  a  mess — 
pickle  !  "  —  he  added,  taking  a  retrospective  view  of  his 
-"splashed  up  to  the  very  eyes]  —  a  full  hour  and  arf's 
;  it  ain't  to  be  done  under.  1 'm  blessed  if  it  ain't  enough 
'ate  a  bishop,  If  he  didn't  mean  to  stop  there  at  all,  what 
ike  believe  to  pull  up  for?  " 

as  the  point;  and  while  Bob  was  thus  occupied  in  giv- 
issiori  to  his  own  private  feelings  upon  it,  Stanley's  rage 
lunded ;  for  as  Venerable  Joe  was  the  person  whom  he 
ut  whom   Bob  in  his  de.s])cratc  haste   failed  to  see,  —  he 

once  to  the  conclusion  that  the  General,  having  heard  of 
lation  into  which  he  had  entere<l,  had  planted  liim  there 

ras,  however,  by  no  means  the  fact ;  and,  in  order  to  prove 
IS  not,  it  will  be  highly  correct  to  accompany  the  venerable 
n,  who,  after  laughing  very  heartily  at  Bob's  rapid  move- 
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ntents,  and  wondering  very  naturally  what  it  all  meant, 
admitted  between  the  outer  doors  of  the  "  European,"  when  he  Mfit 
up  his  name  tn  Mr8.  Gills,  whom  he  had  had  the  honour  of  knowing 
fur  a  series  of  years. 

Airs.  Gills,  on  the  name  being  announced,  blushed  deeply  a>  the 
repeated  it  again  and  again,  marvelling  who,  in  the  name  uf  all  that 
was  gracious,  it  could  be,  and  bit  her  lips  with  due  violence  as  she 
protested  that  the  singular  cognomen  of  the  individual  lived  not  in 
her  memory ;  still  she  thought  somehow  she  had  heard  the  name 
somewhere  —  but  where?  Eventually  by  a  miracle  she  recollected 
that  there  was  a  sort  of  person  of  that  name  in  the  service  of  General 
Johnson,  a  very  intimate  friend  of  hers,  from  whom,  she  had  no  doubt 
on  earth,  this  person  had  brought  some  strictly  confidential  cotn- 
munication.  She  therefore  directetl  the  servant  to  show  the  per- 
son into  the  parlour  ;  and,  after  having  explained  most  lucidly  to  the 
Countes.s  how  essential  to  the  preservation  of  dignity  it  was  to  re- 
pudiate all  low  connections,  descended  from  the  drawing-roomJ 
with  nil  the  severity  of  aspect  and  stateliness  of  deportment  at  he 
command. 

On  entering  the  room  in  which  the  venerable  gentleman  stood, ' 
marvelling  greatly  at  the  fact  of  his  being  shown  into  a  parlour, 
Mrs.  Gills  reared  her  chin,  and  bowed  with  such  surpassing  grrace, 
that  in  an  instant  he  felt  friendsliip  freezing.  He  nevertheless  ap- 
proached, and  was  about  to  take  her  hand,  which,  however,  she  with 
a  truly  icy  elegance  waved  towards  a  chair,  and  with  an  expression 
of  sublimity  desired  him  to  be  sealed. 

"  Your  manners  is  very  cold,  IVIrs.  Gills,"  observed  the  venerable 
gentleman,  who  could  not  but  deem  all  this  deeply  mysterioua. 
"  Have  I  offended  you  in  anythink  .*  " 

"  Oh,  dear  me,  no ! "  replied  the  lady^  tossing  her  head  with  mg 
most  superb  air. 

"  Oh  I  I  thought  p'raps  I  had,"  rejoined  the  venerable  gentlema]i,1 
"  as  you  seems  to  be  werry  much  changed.  I  shouldn't  a-called,  1 
on'y  I  'appened  to  'ear  that  Sophy  was  married." 

"  My  daughter,  sir,  the  Countess  of  Clarendale,  is  married,"  re^ 
turned  Airs.  Gills,  with  great  dignity. 

The  venerable  gentleman  loukecf  amazed.  Could  he  believe  it  1 
Could  he  believe  that  the  same  individual  Sophy,  whom  Mr*! 
Gills  tried  so  extremely  hard  to  plant  upon  him  was  a  Countess! 
He  was  about  to  take  a  comprehensive  view  of  the  matter,  in  order 
to  ascertain  whether  he  could  really  believe  it  or  not  ;  but  Mrs. 
Gills  interposed  at  the  moment  an  observation,  which  rendered  his 
imaginative  faculties  subservient  to  the  influence  of  straight-forward 
facts. 

"  As  circumstances  is  bo  much  changed," —  this  was  the  memor- 
able observation, — "  and  as  you  must  in  course  be  aware  that  there  "s 
now  a  propriety  as  is  proper  to  be  observed,  may  I  inquire  your 
object  in  honnering  us  with  this  visit?  " 

"  Oh  !  I  on'y  merely  thought  I  'd  look  in  to  give  Sophy — I  mean 
the  Countess — joy."  I 

"  Sir,"  said  the  lady,  apparently  quite  shocked  at  the  vulgar  idea," 
"  I  'd  have  you  understand  that  my  sun-iiulaw,  the  noble  Earl,  ain't 
a  mechanic." 


STANLEY    THORN. 


481 


I't  s'pose  he  vos.  There  '8  wery  few  noble  HurU  as  is.  But 
;  the  Countess  P  I  should  like  to  see  her." 
isible.  It  ain't  because  I'm  proud,  no  ;  but  what  would 
Earl  say?  Why,  he'd  think  it  a  disgrace  to  his 'scut- 
ikes  me  forcible,"  said  the  venerable  gentleman,  who  felt 
jued,  "  that  half  vot  you  know  about  'scutcheons  ain't 

I  'm  sure  !  I  'd  have  you  to  know  I  don't  tolerate  no  in- 
nd  so  you  needn't  come  it." 

werry  well,  mum.     But  I  must  say,  as  a  Jiold  friend,  I 
lect  to  be  treated  in  this  'ear  upish  vay." 
raay  think  yourself  honnered  that  I  saw  j'ou  nt  all.    I  know 
ught  to  do  it;  but  I  beg,  sir,  that  in  future  we  mayn't  be 
jy  your  calling  any  more." 

:hat  you  may  take  your  hoath  on.  But  as  I  remember 
little  trifle  atween  us  of  seventeen  and  sixpence,  p'raps  it 
■inconvenient  for  you  to  settle  vithout  my  summonsing  on 
3  court  of  requests  (  " 

do  you  mean  to  insiniwate?"  cried  the  lady, — "  seventeen 
nee,  or  seventeen  hundred  pound  seventeen  and  si.xpence ; 
le  to  rae!  I  'II  discharge  the  paltry  sum,  sir,  immediate ! 
foa  mean  ?  " 

ills,  being  highly  indignant,  was  about  to  bounce  out  of  the 
her  purse,  when  the  foltiing-doors  opened,  and  the  Countess, 
been  listening  in  the  adjoining  room,  appeared, 
ma  !  "  she  exclainied,  *'  here  's  a  purue  ;  but  don't  be  angry 
Joseph.  You  know  he  has  always  been  kind  to  us,  nia." 
extendetl  her  hami  to  the  venerable  gentleman,  who  was 
receive  it  with  the  utmost  respect,  when  Mrs.  Gills  prompt- 
)sed  her  person,  exclaiming, 

irecious!  What  would  the  noble  Earl  say?  —  what  would 
were  he  to  see  you  f^haking  hands  with  a  person  in  livery  ? 
love,  fie !  I  'm  pulrified  to  think  that  you  haven't  more 
ir  your  dignity." 

,  ma,  I  'm  sure  there 's  no  harm  in  shaking  hands." 
e  is  harm,  my  love!  Gracious!  what  would  the  world 
'hat  would  be  thought  of  you  in  high  life?  Why,  you 
be  received  in  good  society  !  Consider  !  " 
ady,"  said  the  venerable  gentleman, — "for  though  it  seems 
ni,  I  am  still  glad  to  call  you  my  lady — I  vornt  at  all  avare 
married  a  Hurl,  or  I  shoodn't  n-come  ;  no,  I  know  my  place 
>ut  I  s'pose  they  vos  havin'  a  game  vi'  me  rayther  ven  they 
i^our  address,  and  said  they  thought  I  ought  to  call.  IIow- 
m  glad  to  'ear  of  your  g<Hjd  I'ortun,  and  give  you  joy,  anil 
*il  alvays  be  'appy  ;  but  I  must  say  your  mother  aint  treated 
cos  under  the  circumstantials,  knowin'her  so  veil  as  I  have 
long,  and  bein'  alvaye  werry  glad  to  do  all  I  could  to  serve 
she  vos  but  a  servant  like  myself,  I  do  think  that  if  heven 
ecome  the  Queen  of  Hingland,  she  oughtn't  to  be  so  stuck 

g  the   delivery  of  this  eloquent  speech,  Mrs.  Gills,  with 
e  huHlctir  was  counting  out  the  seventeen  and  sixpence,  and 
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having  done  lo,  in  <1ue  form  tendered  the  amount,     fiut  the  fn 
ble  gentleman  disdained  to  receive  it. 

"I  '11  not  touch  it !  "  he  exclaimed  with  maf;naniitiity.      "  No ;  it 
aint  that  as  I  care  for;  twenty  times  the  sum  don't  make  tKt  bodttafl 
roe ! "  ■ 

"  But  1  insist !  "  cried  the  lady. 

"So  you  may,   mum:    but  1  'd  jist   as   soon   touch   a   dose  rf^ 
p'ison."  ^M 

"  But  you  shall  have  it,  sir  !  "  ™ 

"  Not  a  penny  on  it:  no  ;  I  vish  you  a  wcrry  good  day,  mnm.  I 
don't,"  he  continued,  addressing  the  Countess,  "mean  any  disrespect 
to  your  ladyship.  I  voodn't  offend  you  for  the  vorld  ;  but  it's* 
hold  sayin'  an'  a  true  un  about  the  beggar  on  ossback."  And  l>er»- 
upon,  feeling  much  better  in  consequence  of  having  made  this  ob^ 
servation,  he  quitted  the  house. 

"  The  low-bred  creature  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Gills  as  the  venerable 
gentleman  departed. 

"  But  you  shouldn't  go  on  so,  ma,"  said  the  Countess.  "  Peopki 
don't  like  it." 

"  Of  what  importance  to  us,  child,  what  tuch  people  like,  or 
what  they  don't  like?  You  must  know  what  is  due  to  your  own 
dignity,  my  love,  or  you  '11  never  be  (it  to  be  a  countesa.  I  declare 
I  'm  in  such  a  flu.stration  I  don't  know  how  to  contain  myselfl  Oh, 
I  only  wish  for  his  sake  I  'd  been  a  man." 

Before  the  nerves  of  this  amiable  lady  had  become  tranquil,  Stan- 
ley having  taken  an  impetuous  sweep  round  the  Park,  returned  with 
the  full  determination  lo  enter  the  chib,  no  matter  who  might  be  on 
the  watch.  Bob,  however,  allowed  him  to  make  a  dead  stop  before 
he  attempted  again  to  alight,  for  he  felt,  and  very  naturally,  that  be 
had  hnd  enough  running  for  one  day  at  least. 

"  You  look  like  a  scavenger,"  said  Stanley,  as  Bob  approached 
Alarmion's  head.     "  Where  did  you  pick  up  tnat  mud.*"  " 

"  A  pelting  arter  you,  sir,  when  you  made  believe  to  stop  here 
afore,"  replied  Bob. 

Stanley  smiled  as  he  entered  the  house,  and  Bob  thought  that  his 
reply  was  particularly  pointed  and  severe,  and  he  winked  confiden- 
tially at  Blarmion  on  the  door  being  closed,  with  the  view  of  inti- 
mating to  that  sagacious  animal  that  that  really  was  his  unbiassed 
opinion.  "  It  strikes  me  I  shut  up  his  shop,  then,"  he  observed- 
"  There's  nothing  like  getting  the  best  of  a  master.  Directly  they 
find  out  they  're  wrong,  they  cuts  their  sticks  with  their  tails  atweoi 
their  legs,  dead  beat." 

On  entering  the  principal  play-room,  Stanley  ascertained  fVom 
one  of  the  attendants  that  the  bank  had  been  on  the  previous  night 
well  nigh  broken.  He  was  also  informed  that  the  persons  who  had 
won  had  signified  their  intention  of  playing  that  night,  when,  doubt- 
less, the  luck  would  be  changed ;  and  that  it  was  deemed  by  the 
highest  authorities  politic  to  let  a  bank  lose  at  first,  in  order  not 
only  to  stimulate  players,  but  to  inspire  due  confidence  by  virtue  of 
its  stability  being  tested. 

To  this  fellow's  description  of  the  extraordinary  "run  of  luck" 
which  had  characterised  the  play,  Stanley  listened  with  the  roost 
marked  attention.     The  prospect  ssemed  cheerless.     Two  thousand 
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Ire  hundred  pounds  lost  in  one  night.  Hu  high  hopes  wm  dr- 
iressed.  It  was  a  "  Bear  "  account  with  kim  :  and  jet.  why  should 
t  despair  ?  Had  not  the  Karl  himself  told  him  before  they  com- 
Deneed  that  they  ought  as  a  matter  of  course  to  lose  at  first  i  Why 
ken  should  he  feel  disappointed?  He  tried  to  revive  hit  hapet  hf 
ooking  upon  their  depression  under  the  circumstances  as  the  mere 
realt  of  folly,  and  having  learned  that  his  partners  in  the  specula- 
tion had  appointed  to  meet  at  eight,  for  the  purpose  of  replenishing 
tbc  b&nk,  he  was  about  to  take  leave,  when  he  was  formally  sum- 
numed  by  the  Countess  and  her  mamma. 

On  entering  the  drawing-room,  he  was  received  with  unusual 
psnde.  Mrs.  Gills  was  particularly  fuasy,  and  hoped  that  he  was 
'wtUjSnd  rang  for  the  cake  and  wine,  and  most  eloquently  laboured  to 
(nrey  to  him  an  idea  of  the  delight  she  was  sure  she  should  derive 
fiom  on  early  introduction  to  Mrs.  Thorn.  "  Oh !  do  bring  her 
tith  Tou  some  day,"  she  continued,  "and  let  us  have  a  quiet  cup  of 
Iti.  ^t  will  be  so  delightful  you  can't  think.  I  'm  sure  she 's  a  dear 
nice  lady  :  I  am  sure  of  it,  judging  from  you." 

Stanley  smiled,  and  acknowlet^ed  the  compliment  profoundly, 
nd  laid  all  that  was  necessary  to  convince  3Irs.  Gills  that  he 
tluttgbt  her  extremely  polite. 

"  And  now,  Mr.  Thorn,  I  've  a  secret,"  she  continued, — "  a  secret 
vhich  I  don't  want  anybody  to  know  on  but  you.  I  know  I  can 
tnu  you,  and  I  'm  sure  you  11  assist  us.  The  fact  is,  tny  daughter, 
til«  Countess,  and  me,  is  a-thinking  of  getting  up  a  party,  for  we 
finds  it  very  lonely  a-mumping  here  alune.  Now,  in  course  you 
tnow  all  about  the  other  nobility,  the  Dukes,  Lords,  Wisecounts, 
Ambtsaadors,  and  such  like;  and,  as  we  have  never  yet  given  a  jol~ 
liScition,  all  we  want  is  for  you  just  to  put  us  in  the  way  of  it." 

"I  should  think,"  returned  Stanley,  "that  the  Earl  would  be  the 
Wore  proper  person  to  apply  to." 

"Oh!  but  we  want  to  do  it  unbeknown  to  him!  We  want  to 
"tfprise  him  !  to  show  him  just  what  we  can  do.  Oh,  it  will  be  so 
;;lonou8  !  You  and  IMrs.  Thorn  must  come  and  meet  all  the  nobi- 
lity-   Oh  !  we  shall  have  such  a  frolic !  " 

J  Stanley  could  not  help  laughing.  He  thought  the  conception  ex- 
^Brely  rich,  and  one  which  ought  to  be  carried  into  immediate 
^Bbtion.  Feeling,  however,  that  he  was  not  in  a  position  to  enter 
''to  the  spirit  of  the  thing  himself,  he  advised  them  to  apply  to  Cap- 
'»in  Filcher,  whom  he  described  as  being  perfectly  conversant  with 
■Mtters  of  that  description,  and  who,  he  doubted  not,  would  be  but 
•oo  happy  to  aid  them. 

"Out  does  he  know  all  about  tlie  invitation-cardi,  the  etiquettes, 
"^d  «ll  that  .•'  "  enquired  Mrs.  Gills  anxiously. 

"  My  firm  impression  is,"  replied  Stanley,  "  that  in  a  case  of  this 
P*culiar  character  you  cannot  fiave  the  aid  of  a  more  useful  man." 

"Oh,  well  then,  I  'm  sure  I'll  apply  to  him.  I'm  certain  he  won't 
'•fuse.    But  do  you  think  he  '11  keep  the  thing  a  secret?  " 

"  I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  of  it,"  said  Stanley.  Nor  had  he. 
V^ltelieved  him  to  be  the  very  man  to  carry  out  the  idea  to  perfec- 
^ ;  and,  having  explained  to  them  how  strongly  he  felt  that  the 
^*PUin  would  be  delighted  to  serve  them  in  such  a  merry  cause,  he 

"ceived  their  warmest  thanks,  an 
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Ii  one  which  Oantlcmen  will  not  condemn. 

As  the  bank  was  impoverished  every  night,  notwithstanding  im- 
mense sums  of  money  were  lost  by  the  majority  of  the  players,  Stan- 
ley  soon  began  to  view  the  speculation  as  a  failure.      He  thought  it 
strange,  that  with  the  chances  in  favour  of  the  table,   and  irith  ex-, 
perienced  men  for  managers,  the  bank  should  so  constantly  lo»ie' 
and  that  he  did  think  it  strange  was  not  extraordinary,  seeing  tlut 
he  was' perfectly  unconscious  of  the  fact  that  the  projectors  of  the 
scheme,  through  the  instrumentality  of  confederates,  were  realiving 
fortunes.     He  knew  nothing  of  the  villanous  systeon  jiursued :  be 
had  no  idea  of  knaves  being  dejtuted  nightly  by  the  two  persons 
with  whom  the  speculation  originated,  to  fleece  the  fair  players,  and 
to  plunder  the  bonk.     He  thought  that,  of  course,  all  was  square  as 
far  as  they  were  concerned,  and  yet  it  struck  him  as  being'  singular 
that  their  spirits  should  be  raised  after  each  night's  loss.      Instead, 
however,  of  thinking  of  confederacy,  false  dice,  "despatching,"  and 
"  securing,"  and  thereby  attributing  all  to  the  true  cause,  he  im- 
bibed the  pernicious,  soul-enslaving  doctrine  of  Destiny,  and  madlj 
ascribed  all  his  losses  to  Fate. 

This  made  him  wretched,  irascible,  and  occasionally,  although 
perhaps  involuntarily,  brutal.  He  was  satisfied  with  nothing  :  every- 
thing displeased  him  :  trifles,  at  which  before  he  would  have  smiled, 
now  inspired  him  with  rage  ;  in  his  sleep  he  would  constantly  start 
and  talk  wildly,  and  when  awake  he  would  fitfully  pace  the  room, 
with  pursed  lips  and  overhanging  brows. 

This  change  poor  Amelia  perceived  with  alarm.  To  her  gentle 
spirit  it  was  a  source  of  deep  affliction  :  it  filled  her  heart  with  sor- 
row, and  her  eyes  with  scalding  tears.  She  wept  bitterly,  but  in 
secret :  before  /liin  she  assumed  a  soft  gaiety,  and  laboured  to  cheer 
him;  and  when  she  perceived  upon  his  brow  a  more  than  usually 
dark  cloud,  $he  in  silence  caressed  him  the  more. 

Days  of  misery  passed ;  and  whenever  he  returned  she  would 
watch  his  clouded  countenance  anxiously,  in  the  fond  hope  of  find- 
ing his  spirit  soothed,  but  in  vain:  still,  fearing  it  might  vex  him, 
she  never  breathed  a  syllable  having  reference  to  his  depression, 
until,  finding  her  caresses  repulsed  as  an  annoyance,  she  became  ap- 
prehensive that  she  herself  might  be,  although  unconsciously,  the 
cause. 

At  first  the  bare  thought  of  this  being  possible  dreadfully  distress- 
ed her  ;  but  on  reflection,  being  unable  to  recollect  any  single  act  of 
hers  at  all  likely  to  have  excited  his  displeasure,  she  began  to  hope 
that  sonietliing  she  had  either  said  or  done  had  been  by  him  miscon- 
strued, feeling  convinced  that  if  that  were  all,  she  should  be  able  by 
reinnving  the  misconception  to  restore  his  tranquillity. 

Having  dwelt  upon  tliis  for  some  time,  to  the  exclusion  of  all 
other  considerations,  she  resolved  to  embrace  the  earliest  opportunity 
of  alluding  to  the  subject,  and  blamed  herself  for  having  permitted 
»  mere  misapprehension — for  that  she  felt  sure  it  was  then — to  con- 
tinue in  existence  so  long. 

When  this  resolution  was  formed  Stanley  was  absent  from  home : 
he  hud  left  to  meet  his  partners  by  appointment,  with  the  view  of 
putting  down  the  fourth  and  lost  five  hundred  each ;  and  as  be  had 
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le  up  hiii  mind  that  the  whole  was  irrevocably  lost,  he  re- 
lore  sullen  and  peevish  than  ever. 

entered,  Amelia  Sew  as  usual  to  meet  him,  and  when  he  had 
I  received  her  fond  welcome,  he  sunk  into  a  chair  in  the 

less  style,  and  with  a  countenance  enveloped  in  gloom. 

ive  something,  dear,  to  say  to  you,"  she  observed,  with  a 

r  expression  which  contrasted  strongly  with  his  di>imal  as- 

"  something,  my  love,  of  importance.     It  is  a  question,  and 

ch  must  be  answered  distinctly  too." 

uestion  ?  "  cried  Stanley,  peevishly.     "  Well,  what  is  it  ?  " 

',  do  not  be  cross,  dear  Stanley.     And  yet  perhaps  I  must 

lu  to  be  so  until  you  have  answered  my  question,  and  1  have 

'   She  then  threw  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and  while  Razing 

y  in  his  face  said,  in  tones  of  surpassing  sweetness,  "  Have  1 

ed  you?  " 

pleased  me  ?     Nonsense ;  no." 

y,  Stanley,  tell  me.     1  fear  that  I  have." 

)  tell  you  that  you  have  not.     Don't  annoy  me." 

\T  Stanley,  do  not  be  unkind  !    You  have  been  for  some  time 

1,  dear ;  my  heart  bleeds  to  see  you.     I  cannot  be  happy  if 

nut  so.  Indeed,  my  dearest  love,  if  I  have  in  any  way  of- 
you — " 

It  you  again  that  you  have  not !  " 
jn  what  is  the  cause  of  your  sadness  ?     Pray  let  me  know 

can  bear  it,  my  love  ;  let  it  be  what  it  may,  I  can  bear  it. 

me,  I  can  endure  with  more  fortitude  the  knowledge  of  the 
>rBt  calamity  that  could  befall  us  than  ignorance  of  tlie  cause 

affliction,  which  is  unhappily  so  apparent.  Uo,  dear,  pray 
<■  all.  Do  not  keep  me  longer  in  suspense.  You  kindly, 
let  me  share  your  joys, — am  I  not  bound  to  share  your  sor- 

Believe  me,  dear  Stanley,  it  will  to  me  be  an  a<iditional  joy 
V  that  your  confidence  in  me  is  unbounded." 
rebellious  tear  glistened  in  his  eye,  Stanley  kissed  her,  and 

her  to  his  heart. 
;ss  you  !  "  she  continued,  as  she  wiped  the  tear  away.     "  But 

not  see  that:  anything  but  that  I  can  bear.     But  you  will 
,  dear,  will  you  not?" 
f  good  girl,  what  have  I  to  tell  you  ?  " 

not  allow  me  to  be  tortured  by  conjectures.  They  afflict 
mley,  far  more  than  a  knowledge  of  the  real  cause  can,  let  it 
t  it  may." 

lelia,  rest  satisfied  with  this,  that  that  which  vexes  me  is  not 
permanent  importance." 

hank  Heaven  for  that  ]  And  yet  if  it  be  not,  why  do  you 
t  to  toruient  you  thus?     Come,  be  cheerful,  dear  Stanley  ;  it 

such  a  delight  to  me  to  see  you  smile  again  !  But  I  cannot 
tent  with  this  assurance.  If  I  had,"  she  continued  archly, 
lent  influence  over  you,  I  would  insist  upon  knowing  more  ; 

1  have  not,  I  must  of  course  in  the  tone  of  a  suppliant 
you  to  tell  me  all  about  it.  Come,  dear,  as  a  favour  ?  1  may 
!  to  assist  you.  Besides,  have  I  not  ,i  right  to  know?  Upon 
rd,  I  am  anything  but  sure  that  I  have  not.  It  strikes  me  that 
ihould  be  no  secrets  between  us.  I  may  be  wrong;  but  I 
,  nevertheless,  to  the  belief  that  a  wife  absolutely  ought  to 
ill  that  perlains  to  licr  hu.<ib.iud." 
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"But  even  assuming  that  she  ought,  would  it  be  wise,  w^ould  it! 
be  kind  on  the  part  of  a  man  to  suffer  his  wife  to  be  annoyed  by  tlw 
knowledge  of  every  difficulty  he  has  to  encounter  ?  " 

"  He  frequently,  I  apprehend,  annoys  her  far  more  by  wjthbdd* 
ing  that  knowledge.    When  we  see  you  depressed, — and  that  we  can 
see,  my  love,  in  an  instant,  however  much  you  may  endeavour  to 
conceal  it, — the  conjectures  which  arise  in  most  cases    create  far 
more  pain  than  would  be  induced  by  an  actual  knowledge  of  the 
facts.     When  you  good  creatures  keep  us  thus  in  dcu-kness.  that  we 
may  not  be  afflicted  by  the  troubles  you  endure,  you  little  think  thai 
the  kind  generous  object  you  have  in  view  is  not  thereby  attained. 
We  are  troubled  by  seeing  that  you  are  troubled  ;  the  very  fact  of 
your  spirits  being  depressed,  depresses  ours  ;  and  althoug^h  we  en- 
deavour to  cheer  you  when  dull,  the  gaiety  we  assume  is  Itui  as- 
sumed, dear  Stanley,  and  the  assumption  of  itself  costs  many  a  latent 
fiang.     But,  come,  let  me  prevail  upon  you.     What  is  the  matter  ? 
t  is  true  my  reputation  for  ingenuity  is  not  yet  established,  but  a 
thousand  things  might  be  suggested  even  by  me.     Stanley,  is  there 
anything  papa  can  do  for  you  f     If  there  be,  let  me  know,  there  's  a 
dear  !    Nothing  could  delight  him  more  than  to  have  it  in  his  power 
to  render  you  assistance.     It  would  give  him,  believe  me,  the  purest 
joy  a  man  can  experience.     Tell  me,  dear,  —  do  pray  tell  me  if  he 
can  in  any  way  aid  you.     You  know  not  how  he  would  rejoice  in 
the  opportunity ;  indeed  you  do  not ;  but  be  sure  that  he  would 
serve  you  with  all  his  soul.     Let  me  name  it  to  him,  dear.     What  u 
it  .*     Do  tell  me." 

"  Amelia,"  said  Stanley,  regarding  her  intently,  "  let  ua  change 
the  subject.  Let  it  be  sufficient  for  you  to  know,  that  I  have  fell 
perhaps  far  more  annoyed  than  I  ought  to  have  felt.  The  affair  will 
soon  be  over,  and  you  will  then  find  me  as  cheerful  as  ever  ;  but  if 
you  do  not  wish  to  annoy  me,  and  I  cannot  think  you  do,  you  wiU 
not  in  any  way  allude  to  it  again." 

Amelia's  lips  were  thus  sealed,  and  the  subject  therefore  dropped. 

CHAPTER  XLI. 
The  Coontess  of  Clarendale's  Soiree  Mtuicale. 


Having  explained  to  Captain  Filcher  precisely  what  she  wanted, 
Mrs.  Gills  had  the  heartfelt  felicity  to  find  that  he  was  prepared  to 
meet  her  views  to  a  hair.  He  was  in  fact,  as  Stanley  had  intimated, 
the  very  man  to  carry  her  conception  fully  out.  He  was  in  raptures 
with  it.  Nothing  could  have  delighted  him  more  ;  and  so  heartily 
did  he  enter  into  the  spirit  of  the  thing,  and  so  promptly  did  lie 
settle  the  preliminaries,  feeling  well  convinced  that  before  many 
days  had  expired  the  club  would  be  completely  broken  up,  and  thie 
glorious  opportimity  thereby  lost,  that  he  got  cards  engraved  ex- 
pressly for  the  occasion  with  the  Earl's  arms  thereon  emblazoned, 
and  all  his  plans  laid  down  to  absolute  perfection,  in  a  space  of  time 
almost  incredible  in  point  of  shortness. 

It  became,  however,  essential  to  the  due  execution  of  these  plans 
that  the  Earl  should  be  temporarily  absent ;  and  it  happened  most 
conveniently  that,  having  put  down  his  share  of  the  bank,  which 
was  doomed  to  be  the  last,  and  just  as  the  Captain  had  arranged  to 


down  to  Ne 
p  Brighton  for  a  da 
kiised  visit. 

I  For  Brighton  he  therefore  started,  and  no  sooner  had  he  left 

nan  the  gallant  Captain  issued  the  cards.     He  sent  them  to  all  the 

inisters,  to  all  the  peers  and  peeresses  in  town,  to  all  the  ambassa- 

s,  to  all  the  members  of  the  House  of  Commons  witliout  disiinc- 

to  all  the  Judges  and  chief  members  of  the  Bar  and  their  ladies, 

principal  literary  men  of  the  day,  to  the  Lord  Mayor  and  the 

Court  of  Aldermen  ;  in  short,  he  proceeded  in  such  an  exem- 

lilary  spirit,  that  no  person  of  distinction  in  town  could  complain  of 

>eing  slighted. 

It  was  to  be  a  soiree  musicale ;  and  as  such  was  the  case,  he  pa- 
Iraniaed  the  two  most  fashionable  bands,  and  engaged  not  only  the 
thief  Italian  singers,  but  all  the  native  talent  available.  His  views 
in  that,  as  indeed  in  all  other  respects,  were  extremely  comprehen- 
Bve ;  in  a  word,  he  was  firmly  determined  to  do  the  whole  thing  on 
»»cale  of  magnificence  not  to  be  surpassed. 

"  Now,  my  dear  madam,"  said  he,  having  settled  this  necessary 
part  of  the  business  to  the  entire  satisfaction  of  Mrs.  Gills,  "  pray 
»hat  do  you  intend  to  give  them  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  they  shall  have  such  a  capital  hot  supper,"  replied  the  Lidy, 
"and  just  as  much  wine,  rum,  brandy,  and  gin  as  they  like  to  lay 
into.  There  shall  be  no  stint  of  nothing.  And  then  we  '11  have 
Mmc  punch;  the  punch  alley  Roman,  I  hear,  is  the  nicest;  they 
ihall  have  some  of  that.  And  I  '11  tell  you  what  jints  I  mean  to  have. 
Krrt,  for  instance,  there  shall  be  a  tremendious  biled  round  of  beef 
at  the  lop,  and  another  siriine  at  the  bottom  ;  a  large  plum-pudding 
11  the  middle,  two  saddles  of  mutton  near  that,  a  line  of  pork,  a 
flirt  of  veal  and  ham,  a  turkey  and  sassages,  lots  of  mince  pies,  a 
goose  and  apple  sarce,  carrots,  turnips,  taters,  sparrowgrass,  and 
ffTx  other  delicacy  in  season  ;  and  if  they  can't  manage  to  make 
•decent  supper  off  that,  why,  it  will  be  a  strange  thing  to  roe." 

"  It  will  be  strange,"  observed  the  Captain.  "  I  should  say  that 
wfy  have  not  had  such  a  supper  lately." 

"Is  there  anything  else  besides  that  you  think  we  ought  to  have  ? 
wcausc  if  there  is,  you  know,  Captain,  we'll  have  it." 

"  No ;  I  am  really  unable  to  suggest  anything  else.     Your  ar- 

"ngements  appear  to  be  excellent.    You  must  have  enough  porter." 

"  Oh !  they  shall  have  lots  of  that.     But  what  tune  do  you  think 

^HB|^y,  I  should  say  that  they  '11  begin  to  arrive  about  nine." 
^^^hat  will  do  nicely.     Oh  !  won't  the  Earl  be  surprised !     But 
you  'U  excuse  me,  I  know,  for  I  've  got  a  world  of  business  in  hand  ; 
but  if  you  should  think  of  anything  more  in  the  mean  time,  please 
•ellme." 

The  Captain  promised  faithfully  to  do  so,  and  Mrs.  Gills  went 
*''Ottt  her  business. 

In  less  than  an  hour  after  that,  however,  certain  of  the  noble  Earl'a 
aoily  called,  and  on  being  informed  that  he  was  then  out  of  town, 
•w Marchiuness,  being  resolved  to  have  the  matter  explained,  sent 
"«  Card  at  once  up  to  the  Countess. 

On  receiving  this  card,  the  Countess  almost  fainted.  "  Oh,  ma  ! " 
*"*  Cried,  tremulously,  "  I  never  can  go  down ;  I  should  drop." 
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her  mamma.      "  Why.  wh«t 
Besides,  you  're  every  bil  at 


The  very  look  of  b*r 


"  Rubbish,  my  precious  !  "  exclaimed 
Imve  you  to  fear  ?     She  won't  eat  you. 
good  as  her." 

"  Oh  !  I  saw  her  get  out  of  her  carriage, 
was  enough.     She  'a  sucfi  a  lady  ! — oh  !  " 

"  Well,  my  love,  and  ain't  you  a  lady  ?  And  can't  you  get  oat  of 
your  carridgc  ?     I  '11  go  down  myself  and  see  her.' 

"  Do,  ma,  pray  do."  ^_ 

"  Oh  !  if  she  thinks  to  come  any  of  her  stuck-up  fine  ^rays  ovtr 
me,  she  '11  find  I  can  give  her  as  good  as  she  sends.      /  ain't  to 
frightened — don't  think  it." 

Whereupon  she  adjusted  her  comprehensive  cap,  which  was  richly 
embellished  with  roses  and  lilies,  and  having  completely  satisfied 
herself  that  she  could  look  fiercely  if  occasion  should  demand  a  look 
of  fierceness,  she  tossed  her  head  proudly,  and  descended. 

"  The  Connless  of  Clarendale,"  observed  the  Marchioness,  who  wm 
certainly  a  most  majestic  woman,  "  is  the  lady  whom  I  am  anxious  to 
see." 

"  The  Countess,"  returned  Mrs.  Gills,  who  tried  very  laudably  to 
look  as  tall  as  possible.  "  The  Countess  is  rather  poorly  ;  but  I  am 
her  mother  !  " 

This  announcement  had  the  effect  of  almost  stunning  the  lilarch- 
ioness,  who  drew  back  a  trifle,  and  looked  at  Mrs.  Gills  with  the 
most  intense  earnestness  of  which  she  was  capable,  while  two  of  her 
sons,  by  whom  she  was  accompanied,  seemed  ready  to  burst  into  a 
roar,  they  enjoyed  the  thing  so  highly. 

"  It  is  really  very  strange,"  said  the  Marchioness  on  recovering 
herself  somewhat,  "  that  I  should  not  have  even  heard  of  ray  son's 
marriage  until  this  morning." 

"  Well,  it  is  odd  he  didn't  let  you  know." 

"  At  what  church  were  they  married  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  it  was  done  here,  by  special  licence  !  " 

"  Indeed !     Can  I  not  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  the  Countmi 

"Oh,  yes  ;  I  '11  go  and  fetch  her  ;  but  she's  such  a  timid  thiog^ 
you  don't  know." 

"  Well,  this  is  a  start ! "  exclaimed  one  of  the  tons  as  Mrs.  Gills 
quitted  the  room. 

" He'a  not  married !  "  cried  the  other.     " He 's  not  such  a  fool." 

"  I  only  hope  to  Heaven  that  he  is  not !  "  exclaimed  the  Marchion- 
ess.    "  But  you  hear  what  she  says  !  " 

"  Oh,  I  don't  care  what  she  says.  Depend  upon  it  they  are  not 
married.  But  I  long  to  see  what  sort  of  creature  she  is.  If  she  be 
anything  like  her  mamma,  she  's  a  beauty  *  " 

While  they  were  thus  engaged  Mrs.  Gills  was  endeavouring  to 
prevail  upon  her  precious  to  "  come  down,  and  make  no  bones  at  all 
about  the  matter  ;"  but  the  Countess  was  still  extremely  tremulous. 

"  Oh !  ma,"  she  cried,  "  I  'ra  fit  to  faint," 

"  The.ideor  I  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Gills.  "As  if  you  expected  she  'd 
gobble  you  up !  I  never  see  such  a  thing !  Pluck  up  your  sperits, 
and  bemean  yourself  like  a  Countess  as  you  are," 

"  Oh  !  but  I  feel  so  frightened,  ma." 

"  What  are  you  got  to  be  frightened  on  ?  I  'ra  shocked  at  you. 
Why  ain't  I  frightened  ?  A  mere  common  paltry  servant  would 
have  more  sperit.  You  don't  look  as  if  you  belonged  to  the  nobilitv 
at  all!"  ' 
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I  can't  help  it,  ma." 

rbitant ! — don't  tell  me  I     You  should  have  a  little  more 
cy  about   you !     Come,  come,  my  precious  ;    come,   lake 
ire  knots  out  of  your  hankecher,  aud  come  down  witliout 
e  affected  ways." 
I't,  ma :  no,  indeed,  I  can't." 

pervoke  me  !  I  shall  never  make  anything  on  you.  What 
y  more  than  you  are  ?  She 's  only  a  lady  of  title  like  your- 
never  beered  tell  of  such  a  thing  !     I  'm  ashamed  of  you, 

having  delivered  herself  to  this  effect  she  again  with  due 
descended  alone. 

daughter,  the  Countess,  saj's  as  you  must  excuse  her,"  she 
I  as  she  hastily  re-entered  the  room.  "  She  don't  feel  at  all 
f  this  morning.     At  any  other  time  you  like  to  come  she  'd 

f" 

The  Marchioness  could  do  no  more.  She  could  not  insist 
•ing  her,  certainly,  although  she  much  wished  to  arrive  at  the 
id  therefore  feeling  it  to  be  useless  to  press  the  point  then, 
.  and  without  any  unnecessary  ceremony,  left  the  house,  in- 

that  she  was  not  by  any  means  satisfied,  and  that  she  felt 
pound  to  see  into  the  matter  further. 

.'  soiree  had  been  fixed  to  come  off  on  the  morrow,  the  Cap- 
te  to  the  Earl  by  that  night's  post,  to  inform  him  that  his 

in  town  at  a  certain  hour  was  absolutely  indispensable ; 

he  made  it  appear  that  this  special  command  had  been 
d  by  something  connected  with  the  speculation,  that  nolile 
uly  arrived,  and  found  his  partners  pretending  —  in  order 
e  might  appear  to  be  a  sufficient  excuse  for  the  summons  — 
eply  engaged  in  a  discussion  having  reference  to  the  pro- 
f  continuing  the  scheme. 

his  really  animated  discussion  the  noble  Earl  entered  with 
ith  the  view  of  proving  the  advantages  which  would  as  a 
f  necessity  spring  from  the  very  fact  of  putting  down  ten 
1  pounds  more;  and  as  it  was  then  but  eiglit  o'clock,  the 
in  was  kept  up  with  warmth  until  nine,  at  which  hour  the 
r  began  to  arrive. 

professional  people  came  first,  and  were  received  by  the 
i  and  her  mamma  with  unexampled  condescension ;  but  as 
ling  of  carriages  continued,  the  Earl  suddenly  enquired  if 
»w  what  it  meant? 

yes,"  replied  the  Captain.  "  The  Countess  gives  a  xoir^e 
!" 

ur^e  devil ' "  exclaimed  the  noble  Earl :  and  starting  up  in  a 
rushed  from  the  room  amidst  loud  peals  of  laughter. 
It  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?  "  he  demanded  on  reaching  the 
ly  illumined  xahn,  in  which  the  Countess  and  Mrs,  Gills  — ■ 
in  all  conceivable  colours,  and  further  embellished,  in  order 
tweetly  pretty,  with  a  greater  variety  of  artificial  flowers  than 
imed  the  active  person  of  a  sweep  on  May-day — were  enter- 
ihe  professional  people  with  characteristic  dignity  and  grace, 
t,  I  aak,  is  the  meaning  of  it  ail  ?  " 

noble  lord,"  replied  the  Countess.     "  We  are  only  going  to 
ittle  party  I " 
ttle  party  !     Are  you  mad  ?  " 
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"  But  it  'b  the  Countess's  own  party  ! "  interposed  Mrs.  Oilla, 

"  I  '11  have  no  parties !  "  thundered  forth  the  Earl.  "Why  didjoo 
not  let  me  knov  of  it,  madam  ?  " 

"We  thought  it  wouWVbe  an  agreeable  surprise!  " 

"  Tom  !  ■'  cried  the  Earl,  calling  loudly  to  the  porter.  "  Do  yoa 
hear  ?  Lock  tliat  door !  Open  it  to  no  one !  Not  another  wol 
shall  enter  to-night.  Whr.t  persons  are  these  ?  "  he  added,  turning 
to  the  Countess  with  a  look  which  made  her  tremble.. 

"  They  are  the  singers,  my  lord." 

"  Dismiss  them  !     I  '11  not  have  them  here  :  they  're  not  'wanted." 

Whereupon  he  returned  to  his  associates,  who  were  all  extremely 
merry,  and  demanded  of  them  why  they  had  not  informed  him  ot 
the  issue  of  the  cards  for  this  soiree  miisicaU  ?  " 

"  We  thought  it  by  far  too  good  a  joke,"  was  the  reply. 

"  A  joke  i  "  exclaimed  the  Earl.  "  It  maty  be  a  joke  to  you,  gvo- 
lemen ;  but  look  at  the  position  in  which  it  places  me  !  Tom  ?  "  he 
added,  calling  again  to  the  porter  as  the  knocking  at  the  door  b^ 
came  tremendous.  "Never  mind  their  knocking!  If  you  let  «a- 
other  creature  in,  I  '11  strangle  you.    Are  those  people  gone?  ** 

"  No,  my  lord." 

"  Turn  them  out !     Why  do  they  remain  ?  " 

The  reason  soon  appeared.  They  had  resolved  not  to  leave  th« 
house  without  being  paid  ;  and  no  sooner  was  the  Earl  I  of 

this  than  he  rushed  fiercely  up  to  tJiem  again,  with  a  iyn  ■  _rcl. 

inent  in  view. 

"  I  '11  hear  nothing  of  your  demands,"  said  he,  "to-m'gbt.  I  intut 
upon  your  leaving  instantly.  If  you  remain  another  moment  ycNi 
will  draw  upon  yourselves  consequences  which  may  not  be  pleasing." 

Several  of  the  professional  gentlemen  here  endeavoured  to  rcauuM 
with  him  on  the  subject,  but  he  would  not  hear  a  word,  and  e:ihibtl- 
ed  such  excessive  violence  that  they  eventually  deemed  it  expedimt 
to  depart. 

He  saw  them  out,  while  Tom  kept  on  guard,  and  then  closed  tlie 
door  upon  them  himself.  But  the  knocking  still  continued,  for  the 
street  was  full  of  carriages,  and  tlie  whole  neighbourhood  seemed  to 
be  in  a  state  of  commotion. 

"  Wrench  off  that  knocker,"  he  cried,  "  and  then  write  upon  tiw 
door." 

"  What,  mv  lord .'  " 

"  Gone  to  the  devil  I — to  let ! — anything  I — run  away  ! — no  matter 
what ! " 

Tom  mixed  up  some  whitening  with  great  expedition,  and  while 
the  cnr.aged  Earl  himself  kept  guard,  he  wrenched  off  the  knocker, 
and  marked  upon  the  door  in  legible  characters,  "To  I.ST.    GoN« 

AWAY." 

"Now,"  said  the  Earl,  "  let  them  thunder  if  they  can.  Snap  that 
bell-wire  ! — snap  it  at  once !  I  charge  you,  Tom,  not  to  let  another 
soul  in  to-night."  And  having  given  this  charge  with  violent  em- 
phasis, he  quitted  the  house,  leaving  the  Countess  and  her  mamma 
sobbing  over  each  other  like  children,  while  the  Captain  and  bia 
band  were  enjoying  themselves  higlily,  and  making  a  soiree  must- 
calc  ol'  it,  occasionally  looking  out  upon  the  long  line  of  carriages 
which  continued  to  arrive  and  to  depart  with  their  loads  until 
one  o'clock  in  tlie  morning. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

HOW   0V\   FAWKES   WAS    P()T  TO  THE   TORTURE. 

MATioN  of  the  arrest  of  Guy  Fawkea  having  been  sent  to 
iwer,  his  arrival  was  anxiously  expected  by  the  warders, 
Idlers  composing  the  garrison,  a  crowd  of  whom  posted 
slves  at  the  entrance  of  Traitor's  Gate,  to  obtain  a  sight 
I.  As  the  bark  that  conveyed  the  prisoner  shot  through 
n  Bridge,  and  neared  the  fortress,  notice  of  its  approach 
ven  to  the  lieutenant,  who,  scarcely  less  impatient,  had 
ed  himself  in  a  small  circular  chamber  in  one  of  the  tur- 
Saint  Thomas's  or  Traitor's  Tower,  overlooking  the  river, 
stily  descended,  and  had  scarcely  reached  the  place  of  dis- 
kation  when  the  boat  passed  beneath  the  gloomy  archway  ; 
imense  wooden  wicket  closed  behind  it;  and  the  officer 
imand  springing  ashore,  was  followed  more  dehberately 
wkes,  who  mounted  the  slippery  stairs  with  a  firm  foot- 
As  he  gained  the  summit,  the  spectators  pressed  forward, 
r  William  Waad,  ordering  them  in  an  authoritative  tone 
ad  back,  fixed  a  stern  and  scrutinizing  glance  on  the  pri- 

[any  vile  traitors  have  ascended  those  steps,"  he  said, 
none  so  false-hearted,  none  so  bloodthirsty  as  you." 
one  ever  ascended  them  with  less  misgiving,  or  with  less 
proach,"  replied  Fawkes. 

tiscrablc  wretch  !  Do  you  glory  in  your  villainy  ?"  cried 
utenant.  "If  anything  could  heighten  my  detestation  of 
irnicious  creed  you  profess,  it  would  be  to  witness  its  ef- 
m  such  minds  as  yours.  What  a  religion  must  that  be, 
can  induce  its  followers  toconimit  suchitionstrous  actions, 
3lude  them  into  the  belief  that  they  arc  pious  and  praise- 

!  " 
i  is  a  religion,  at  least,  that  supports  them  at  seasons  when 
most  require  it,"  rejoined  Fawkes. 

'eace  !  "  cried  the  lieutenant  fiercely,  "  or  I  will  have  your 
)U8  tongue  torn  out  by  the  roots."" 

rning  to  the  ofBcer,  he  demanded  his  warrant,  and  glancing 
gave  some  directions  to  one  of  the  warders,  and  then  re- 
I  his  scrutiny  of  Fawkes,  who  appeared  wholly  unmoved, 
.eadily  returned  his  gaze. 

an  while,  several  of  the  spectators,  eager  to  prove  their 
y  to  the  King,  and  abhorrence  of  the  plot,  loaded  the  pri- 
.  IX.  2r, 
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5uner  with  execrations,  and  finding  these  produced  no  effect, 
proceeded  to  f>ersoiml  outrage.  Some  spat  npon  his  face  and 
^rments;  some  threw  mud  gathered  from  the  sh'niy  steps  upcm 
him  ;  some  pricked  him  with  the  points  of  their  halberds  ;  «hil« 
others,  if  they  had  not  been  checked,  would  have  resor1«?d  lo 
greater  violence.  Only  one  bystander  expressed  the  slightest 
commiseration  for  him.  It  was  Ruth  Ipgreve,  who  with  her 
parents  formed  part  of  the  assemblage. 

A  few  kindly  words  pronounced  by  tliis  girl  moved  the  pri- 
soner more  than  all  the  insults  he  had  just  experienced.  He 
said  nothing,  but  a  slight  and  almost  imperceptible  quivering  of 
the  hp  told  what  was  passing  within.  The  jailor  was  extremely 
'indignant  at  his  daughter's  conduct,  fearing  it  might  prejudice 
him  in  the  eyes  of  the  lieutenant. 

"Get  hence,  girl,"  he  cried,  "and  stir  not  from  thy  rooai 
for  the  rest  of  the  day.  I  am  sorry  I  allowed  thee  to  come 
forth." 

"  You  must  look  to  her,  Jasper  Ipgreve,"  said  Sir  William 
Waad,  sternly-  "  No  man  shall  hold  an  office  in  the  Tower 
who  is  a  favourer  of  papsury.  If  you  were  a  good  Protestant, 
and  a  faithful  servant  of  King  James,  your  daughter  could 
never  have  acted  thus  unbecomingly.  Look  to  her,  I  say,— 
and  to  yourself." 

**  I  will,  honourable  sir,"  replied  Jasper,  in  great  confusion. 
"  Take   her  home  directly,"  he  added  in   an  undertone   to  his 
j^wife.     "  Lock   her  up  till  I  return,  and    scourge  her  if   thou 
|l»ilt.     She  will  ruin  us  by  her  indiscretion," 

In  obedience  to  this  injunction,  Dame  Ipgreve  seized  her 
'daughter's  hand,  and  dragged  her  away.  Kuth  turned  for  a 
moment  to  take  a  last  look  at  the  prisoner,  and  saw  that  his 
gaze  followed  her,  and  was  fraught  with  an  expression  of  the 
deepest  gratitude.  By  way  of  showing  his  disapproval  of  his 
daughter's  conduct,  the  jailer  now  joined  the  bitterest  of  Guy 
Fawkes's  assailants;  and  ere  long  the  assemblage  became  infu- 
riated to  such  an  ungovernable  pitch,  that  the  lieutenant,  who 
had  allowed  matters  to  proceed  thus  far  in  the  hope  of  shaking 
the  prisoner's  constancy,  finding  his  design  fruitless,  ordered 
him  to  be  taken  away.  Escorted  by  a  dozen  soldiers  with  cali- 
vers  on  their  shoulders,  Guy  Fawkes  was  led  through  the  arch- 
way of  the  Blootiy  Tower,  and  across  the  green  to  the  Beau- 
champ  Tower.  He  was  placed  in  the  spacious  chamber  on  the 
first  floor  of  that  fortification,  now  used  as  a  mess-room  by  the 
Guards.  Sir  William  Waad  followed  him,  and  seating  himself 
at  a  table,  referred  to  the  warrant. 

"  You  are  here  called  John  Johnson.  Is  that  your  name  ?'* 
he  demanded. 

"  If  you  find  it  thus  written,  you  need  make  no  further  inquii^ 
from  me,"  replied  Fawkes.  "  I  am  the  person  so  described. 
That  is  sufficient  for  you.^ 
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8o,"  replied  the  lieutenant ;  "ami  if  you  persist  in  this 
demeanour,  tlie  severest  measures  will  be  ailoptcd  to- 
•u.     Your  sole  chance   of  avoiding  the  torture  is  in 
full  confession." 

not  desire  to  avoid  the  torture,"  replied  Fawkes.  "It 
t  nothing  from  me." 

1  think  till  they  have  experienced  it,"  replied  the  lieu- 
*  but  greater  fortitude  tnan  yours  has  given  way  be- 
■ngines." 

i  smiled  disdainfully,  but  made  no  answer, 
utenant  then  gave  directions  that  he  should  be  placed 
mall  cell  adjoining  the  larger  cliamber,  aiid  that  twu  of 
should  remain  constantly  beside  him,   to  prevent  hini 
g  himself  any  violence. 

need  have  no  fear,"  observed  Fawkes.  "  I  shall  not 
y  chance  of  martyrdom."" 

i  juncture,  a  messenger  arrived,  bearing  a  despatch 
Earl  of  Salisbury.  The  lieutenant  broke  the  seal,  and 
iedly  perusing  it,  drew  his  sword,  and  desiring  the 
tation  themselves  outside  the  door,  approaclied  Fawkes. 
rithstanding  the  enormity  of  your  offence,"  he  ob- 
I  find  his  Majesty  will  graciously  spare  your  life, 
you  will  reveal  the  Dames  of  all  your  associates,  and 
^ery  particular  connected  with  the  plot." 
iwkes  appeared  lost  in  reflection,  and  the  lieutenant, 
J  he  had  made  an  impression  upon  him,  repealed  the 

am  I  to  be  assured  of  this  ?  "  asked  the  prisoner. 

iromise  must  suffice,"  rejoined  Waad, 

J  not  suffice  to  me,"  returned  Fawkes.     '*  I  must  have 

signed  by  the  King." 

shall  have  it  on  one  condition,""  replied  Waad.    "  You 

itly  troubled  with  few  scruples.     It  is  the  Earl  of  Sa- 

onviction  that  the  heads  of  many  imjiortant  Catholic 

■e  connected  with  this  plot.     If  they  should  prove  to 

,  to  be  plain,  if  you  will  accuse  certain  persons  whom 

:ify,  you  shall  have  the  pardon  you  require." 

s  the  purport  of  the  Earl  of  Salisbury's  despatch  ?" 

r  Fawkes. 

utenant  nodded. 

e  look  at  it,"  continued  Fawkes.    "  You  may  be  prac- 

n  me." 

own  perfidious  nature  makes  you  suspicious  uf  treach- 

ers^"  cried  the  lieutenant     *'  Will  thia  satisfy  you." 

held  the  letter  towards  Guy  Fawkes,  who  instantly 
t  from  his  grasp. 

ho  [  "  he  shouted,  in  a  loud  voice,  "  what  ho ! "  and 
s  instantly  rushed  into  the  room.  "  You  shall  learn 
were  sent  away.     Sir  William  Waad  has  offered  me 
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my  life,  on  the  part  of  the  Earl  of  Salisbury,  provided  I  ^l 
accuse  certain  innocent  parties — innocent,  except  that  they  at% 
Catholics — of  ho\ng  leagued  with  me  in  my  design.     Read  tiir 
letter,  and  see  whether  I  speak  not  the  truth." 

And  he  threw  it  amon<r  them.     But  no  one  stirred,  except 
warder,  who  picking  it  up,  delivered  it  to  the  lieutenant. 

"  You  will  now  understand  whom  you  have  to  deal  with,^ 
pursued  Fawkes. 

*'  I  do,""  replied  Waad ;  **  but  were  you  as  unyielding  as 
walls  of  this  prison,  I  would  shake  your  obduracy." 

*'  I  pray  you  not  to  delay  the  experiment,"  said  Fawkea. 

"  Have  a  little  patience,"  retorted  Waad.     "  I  will  not  baulk 
your  humour,  depend  upon  it." 

With  this,  he  departed,  and  repairing  to  his  lodgings,  wrot^i 
a  hasty  despatch  to  the  Earl,  detailing  all  that  had  passed,  aa^H 
requesting  a  warrant  for  the  torture,  as  he  was  apprehensive  i^^ 
the  prisoner  expired  under  the  severe  application  that  would  be 
necessary  to  force  the  truth  from  him,  be  might  be  called 
account.     Two  hours  afterwards,  the  messenger  returned  wi 
the  warrant.     It  was  in  the  handwriting  of  the  King,  and  ci 
tained  a  list  of  interrogations  to  be  put  to  the  prisoner,  coi 
eluding  by  directing  him  *'  to  use  the  gentler  torture  first,  et 
per  ^ruiliis  ad  ima  lenditur.     And  so  God  speed  you  in  yoi 
good  work  !  " 

Thus  armed,  and  fearless  of  the  consequences,  the  lieutenant 
summoned  Jasper  Ipgreve. 

"  We  have  a  very  refractory  prisoner  to  deal  with,"  he  said, 
as  the  jailer  appearecl.     "  But  I  have  just  received  the  royal 
authority  to  put  him  through  all  the  decrees  of  torture  if 
continues  obstinate.     How  shall  we  begin  r" 

"  With  the  Scavenger's  Daughter  and  the  Little  Ease,  if 
please  you,   honourable  sir,"  replied  Ipgreve.     "  If  these  U 
we  can  try  the  gauntlets  and  the  rack  ;  and  lastly,  the  dun, 
among  the  rats,  and  the  hot  stone." 

"  A  good  progression,"  said  the  lieutenant,  smiling.     "  I 
now  repair  to  the  torture  chamber.    Let  the  prisoner  be  brought 
there  without  delay.     He  is  in  the  Beaucbamp  Tower." 

Ipgreve  bowed,  and  departed,  while  the  lieutenant,  calling 
to  an  attendant  to  bring  a  torch,  proceeded  along  a  narrow 
passage  communicating  with  the  Bell  Tower,  Opening  a  secret 
door  within  it,  he  descended  a  flight  of  stone  steps,  and  travers- 
ing a  number  of  intricate  passages,  at  length  stopped  before  a 
strong  door,  which  he  pushed  aside,  and  entered  the  chamber 
he  had  mentioned  to  Ipgreve.  This  dismal  apartment  has  al- 
ready been  described.  It  was  that  in  which  Viviana's  constancy 
was  so  fearfully  approved.  Two  officials  in  the  peculiar  garb  of 
the  place — -a  sable  livery  —  were  occupied  in  polishing  the  va- 
rious steel  implements.  Besides  these,  tliere  was  the  chirurgeoi 
who  was  seated  at  a  side  table  reading  by  the  light  of  a  brwi 
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Te  instantly  arose  on  seeing  tlie  lieutenant,  and  began 

other  officials  to  make  preparations  for  the  prisoner's 

The  two  latter  concealed  their  features  by  drawing  a 

ck  capoch,  or  hood,  attached  to  their  gowns  over  them, 

disguise  added  materially  to  their  lugubrious  appear- 

ne  of  them  then  took  down  a  broad  iron  hoop,  opening 

itre  with  a  hinge,  and  held  it  in  readiness.     Their  pre- 

i  were  scarcely  completed  when    heavy   footsteps  an- 

tjie  approach  of  Fawkes  and  his  attendants.     Jasper 

ushered  them  into  the  chamber,  and  fastened  the  door 

hem.     All  the  subsequent  proceedings  were  conducted 

utmost  deliberation,  and  were   therefore  doubly  im- 

No  undue  haste  occurred,  and  the  officials,  who  might 

n  mistaken  for  phantoms  or  evil  spirits,  spoke  only  in 

Guy  Fawkes  watched   their  movements  with   unal- 

nposure.     At  length,  Jasper  Ipgreve  signified  to  the 

t  that  all  was  ready^ 

opportunity  you  desired  of  having  your  courage  put  to 
s  now  arrived,"  said  the  latter  to  the  prisoner. 
it  am  1  to  do  ?"  was  the  reply, 
iove  your  doublet,  and  prostrate  yourself,"  subjoined 

i^awkes  obeyed,  and  when  in  this  posture  began  audibly 

a  prayer  to  the  Virgin. 

silent,"  cried  the  lieutenant,  "or  a  gag  shall  be  thrust 

r  mouth." 

ing  upon  the  prisoner's  shoxdders,  and  passing  the  hoop 

is  lees,  Ipgreve  then  succeeded,  with   the  help  of  his 

s,    who   added    their   weight  to  his  own,  in  fastening 

with  an  iron  button.  This  done,  they  left  the  prisoner, 
limbs  and  body  so  tightly  compressed  together,  that  he 
cely  able  to  breathe.  In  this  state  he  was  allowed  to 
or  an  hour  and  a  half.  The  chirurgeon  then  found  on 
tion,  that  the  blood  had  burst  profusely  from  his  mouth 
rils,  and  in  a  slighter  degree  from  the  extremities  of  his 
,d  feet. 

must  be  released,"  he  observed  in  an  undertone  to  the 
it.  "  Further  continuance  might  be  fatal.'' 
dingly,  the  hoop  was  removed,  and  it  was  at  this  mo- 
at the  prisoner  underwent  the  severest  trial.  Despite 
ts  to  control  himself,  a  sharp  convulsion  passed  across 
e,  and  the  restoration  of  impeded  circulation  and  respir- 
Misioned  him  the  most  acute  agony. 

chirurgeon   bathed   his  temples   with  vinegar,   and  his 
eing   chafed    by    the    officials,    he    was    placed    on   a 

warrant  directs  me  to  begin  with  the*  gentler  tortures,' 
proceed  by  degrees  to  extrcniities,'"  observed  the  lieu- 
ligniticantly.    *'  You  have  now  had  a  taste  of  the  milder 
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sort,  and  may  form  some  conjecture  what  the  worst  are  IUh:. 
Do  you  still  continue  contumacious  ?  " 

"  1  am  in  the  same  mind  as  before,"  replied  Fawkes,  io  • 
hoar&e  but  firm  voice. 

•'  Take  him  to  the  Little  Ease,  and  let  him  pass  the  nigfcl 
there,"  said  the  lieutenant.  "  To-morrow,  I  will  continue  tbe 
investigation.'" 

Fawkes  was  then  led  out  by  Ipgreve  and  the  officials,  and 
conveyed  along  a  narrow  passage,  until  arriving  at  a  low  door, 
in  which  there  was  an  iron  grating,  it  was  opened,  and  disckMed 
a  narrow  cell  about  four  feet  high,  one  and  a  few  iDches  wide, 
and  two  deep.  Into  this  narrow  receptacle,  which  seemed  wholly 
inadequate  to  contain  a  tall  and  strongly-built  man  like  hiow 
self,  the  prisoner  was  with  some  dilBculty  thrust,  and  tbe  door 
locked  upon  him. 

In  this  miserable  plight,  with  his  head  bent  upon  his  breast, 

—  the  cell  beiog  so  contrived  that  its  wretched  inmate  coald 
neither  sit,  nor  recline  at  full  length  within  it, — Guy  Fawkes 
prayed  long  and  fervently,  ami  no  longer  troubled  by  the  uneasy 
feelings  which  had  for  some  time  haunted  him,  he  felt  happier 
in  his  present  forlorn  condition  than  he  had  been  when  antici- 
pating the  full  success  of  his  project. 

"  At  least,'"  he  thought,  *'  I  shall  now  win  myself  a  crown  of 
martyrdom,  and  whatever  my  present  sufferings  may  be,  they 
will  be  speedily  effaced  by  the  happiness  I  shall  enjoy  heK^ 
after." 

Overcome,  at  length,  by  weariness  and  exhaustion,  he  fell  into 
a  sort  of  doze, — it  could  scarcely  be  called  sleep, — and  while  in  i 
this  state,  fancied  he  was  visited  by  Saint  "Winifred,  who,  ap- 1 
proaching  the  door  of  the  cell,  touched  it,  and  it  instantly  open- 
ed.    She  then  placed  her  hand  upon  his  limbs,  and  the  pain  be 
had  hitherto  felt  in  them  subsided. 

*'  Your  troubles  will  soon  be  over,"  murmured  the  saint, 
"  and  you  will  be  at  rest.  Do  not  hesitate  to  confess.  Your 
silence  will  neither  serve  your  companions,  nor  yourself." 

With  these  words  the  vision  disappeared,  and  Guy  Fawkes 
awoke.  Whether  tt  was  the  effect  of  imagination,  or  that  his 
robust  constitution  had  in  reality  shaken  off  the  effects  of  tbe 
torture,  it  is  impossible  to  say,  but  it  is  certain  that  he  felt 
his  strength  restored  to  him,  and  attributing  his  recovery  en- 
tirely to  the  marvellous  interposition  of  the  saint,  he  addressed 
a  prayer  of  gratitude  to  her.     While  thus  occupied,  he  beard 

—  for  it  was  so  dark  he  could  distinguish  nothing — a  sweet 
low  voice  at  the  grating  of  the  cell,  and  imagining  it  was  the 
same  benign  presence  as  before,  paused  and  listened.  i 

"  Do  you  hear  me  ?  "  asked  the  voice. 

•'  I  do,"  replied  Fawkes.  "  Is  it  the  blessed  Winifreil  who 
again  vouchsafes  to  address  iiic?  " 

••  Alas,  no  !  "  rcplietl   the  voice  ;  '*  it  is  one  of  mortal  mould. 
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luth  Ip^eve,  the  jailer"?  daughter.  You  may  remember 
jxpressed  some  sympathy  in  your  behalf  at  your  land- 
Traitor's  Gate  to-day,  for  which  I  incurred  my  father's 
sure.  But  you  will  be  quite  sure  I  am  a  friend,  when  I 
1  I  assisted  Vtviana  KadcliiFe  to  escape."" 
1 !  "  exclaimed  Guy  Fawkes,  in  a  tone  of  great  emotion. 
»as  in  some  degree  in  her  confidence,"  pursued  Ruth ; 
if  I  am  not  mistaken,  you  are  the  object  of  her  warmtst 

prisoner  could  not  repress  a  groan. 

>u  are  Guy  Fawkes,"  pursued  Kuth.     *'  Nay,  you  need 

0  fear  of  me.     I  have  risked  my  life  for  Viviana,  and 
risk  it  for  you." 

will  disguise  nothing  from  you,"  replied  Fawkes.  "  I  am 
have  named.  As  the  husband  of  Viviana, —  for  such  I 
feel  the  deepest  gratitude  to  you  for  the  service  you  rvn- 
ler.  She  bitterly  reproaclied  herself  witli  having  placed 
so  much  danger.  How  did  you  escape  ?  " 
was  screened  by  my  parents,"  replied  Ruth.  "  It  was 
>ut  by  them  that  Viviana  escapetl  through  the  window  of 
ison,  and  I  was  thus  preserved  from  punishment.  Where 
aow  ?  " 

1  safety,  I  trust,"  replied  Fawkes.     "  Alas  !  I  shall  never 
her  again." 

o  not  despair,"  returned  Ruth.    "  I  will  try  to  effect  your 
ion  ;  and  though  I  have  but  slender  hope  of  accomplishing 

there  is  a  chance." 
do  not  desire  it,"  returned  Fawkes.     "  I  am  content  to 

All  I  lived  for  is  at  an  end." 
dig  shall  not  deter  me  from  trying  to  save  you,"  replied 

"  and  I  still  trust  there  is  happiness  in  store  for  you 
^iviana.  Amid  all  your  sufferings,  rest  certain  there  is 
ho  will  ever  watch  over  you.  I  dare  not  remain  here 
,  for  fear  of  a  surprise.     Farewell !  " 

then  departed,  and  it  afforded  Guy  Fawkes  some  solace  to 
r  on  the  interview  during  the  rest  of  the  night. 

the   following  morning,  Jasper   Ipgreve   appeared,   and 

before  him  a  loaf  of  the  coarsest  bread,  and  a  jug  of 
[^ater.  His  scanty  meal  ended,  be  left  him,  but  returned 
hours  afterwards  with  a  party  of  halberdier?,  and  desiring 
\  follow  him,  led  the  way  to  tlie  torture-chamber.  Sir  Wil- 
Vaad  was  there  when  he  arrived,  and  demanding  in  a 
:one  whether  he  stilt  continued  obstinate,  and  receiving  no 
r,  ordered  him  to  be  placed  in  the  gauntlets.  Upon  th's, 
s  suspended  from  a  beam  by  hi.s  hands,  and  endured  five 

of  the  most  excruciating  agony,  —  his  fingers  being  so 
.>d  and  lacerated  tfiat  he  could  not  move  them, 
was  then  taken  down,  and  still  refusing  to  confess,  was 
^ed  to  a  iiurriblc  pit,  adjoining  the  river,  called,  from 
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the  loathsome  animals  infesting  it,  "  the  duneeon  among 
tats."     It  was  about  twenty  feet  wide  and  twwve  deep,  and  at 
high  tide  was  generally  more  than  two  feet  deep  in  water. 

Into  this  dreadful  chasm  was  Guy  Fawkes  lowered  by  his  «u 
tendanta,  who,  warning  him  of  the  probable  fate  that  awaited 
him,  left  him  in  total  darkness.  At  this  time,  the  pit  was  free 
from  water ;  but  he  had  not  been  there  more  than  an  hour,  when 
a  bubbling  and  hissing  sound  proclaimed  that  the  tide  was  rising, 
while  frequent  plashes  convinced  him  that  the  rats  were  at 
hand.  Stooping  down,  he  felt  that  the  water  was  alive  with 
them, — that  they  were  all  around  him, — and  would  not,  proba^ 
hly,  delay  their  attack.  Prepared  as  he  was  for  the  worst,  he 
could  not  repress  a  shudder  at  the  prospect  of  the  horrible 
death  with  which  he  was  menaced. 

At  this  juncture,  he  was  surprised  by  the  appearance  of  a 
light,  and  perceived  at  the  edge  of  the  pit  a  female  figure  bear- 
ing a  lantern.  Not  doubting  it  was  his  visitant  of  the  former 
night,  he  called  out  to  her,  and  was  answered  in  the  voice  of 
Kuth  Ipgreve. 

"  I  dare  not  remain  here  many  minutes,'"  she  said,  "  because 
my  father  suspects  me.  But  I  could  not  let  you  perish  thus. 
1  will  let  down  this  lantern  to  you,  and  the  light  will  keep 
away  the  rats.     When  the  tide  retires  you  can  extinguish  it.** 

So  saying,  she  tore  her  kerchief  into  shreds,  and  tying  the 
slips  together,  lowered  the  lantern  to  the  prisoner,  and  without 
waiting  to  receive  his  thanks,  hurried  away. 

Thus  aided,  Guy  Fawkes  defended  himself  as  well  as  he  could 
against  his  loathsome  assailants.  The  light  showed  that  the 
water  was  swarming  with  them,  —  that  they  were  creeping  by 
hundreds  up  the  sides  of  the  pit,  and  preparing  to  make  a  gene- 
rul  attack  upon  him. 

At  one  time,  Fawkes  determined  not  to  oppose  them,  but  to 
let  them  work  their  will  upon  him ;  but  the  contact  of  the 
noxious  animals  made  him  change  his  resolution,  and  he  in- 
stinctively drove  them  off.  They  were  not,  however,  to  be 
easily  repulsed,  and  returnetl  to  the  charge  with  greater  fury 
than  before.  The  desire  of  self-preservation  now  got  the  belter 
of  every  other  feeling,  and  the  dread  of  being  devoured  alive 
giving  new  vigour  to  his  crippled  limbs,  he  rushed  to  the  other 
side  of  the  pit.  His  persecutors,  however,  followed  him  in 
myriads,  springing  upon  him,  and  making  their  sharp  teeth 
meet  in  his  flesh  in  a  thousand  places. 

In  this  way  the  contest  continued  for  some  time,  Guy 
Fawkes  speeding  round  tlie  pit,  and  his  assailants  never  for  one 
moment  relaxing  in  tfie  pursuit,  until  he  fell  from  exhaustion, 
and  his  lantern  being  extinguished,  the  whole  host  darted  upon 
him. 

Thinking  all  over,  he  could  not  repress  a  loud  cry,  and  il  was 
scarcely   uttered,  when  lights   appeared,   and    several   gloomy 
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>earing  torches  were  seen  at  tlie  edge  of  the  pit.  Among 
'  distinguished  Sir  William  Waad,  who  offered  instantly 
«  him  if  he  would  confess, 

ill  rather  perish,'^  replied  Fawkes,  "  and  I  will  make  no 
effort  to  defend  myself.    I  shall  soon  be  out  of  the  reach 

malice.'" 

is  must  not  be,"  observed  the  lieutenant  to  Jasper  Ip- 

vha  stood  by.     "  The  Earl  of  Salisbury  will  never  for- 

if  he  perishes." 

en  not  a  moment  must  be  lost,  or  those  ravenous  brutes 
luredly  devour  him,"  replied  Ipgreve.  "They  are  so 
lat  I  scarcely  like  to  venture  among  them." 
Ider  was  then  let  down  into  the  pit,  and  the  jailer  and 
I  officials  descended.  Tliey  were  just  in  time.  Fawkes 
ised  to  struggle,  and  the  rats  were  attacking  him  with 
ry  that  his  words  would  have  been  speedily  verified,  but 
reve's  timely  interposition, 
eing  taken  out  of  the  pit,  he  fainted  from  exhaustion  and 

blood  ;  and  when  he  came  to  himself,  found  he  was 
id  upon  a  couch  in  the  torture-chamber,  with  the  cliirur- 
ad  Jasper  Ipgreve  in  attendance.  Strong  broths,  and 
estoratives,  were  then  administered ;  and  his  strength 
ufficiently  restored  to  enable  him  to  converse,  the  lieu- 
again  visited  him,  and  questioning  him  as  before,  re- 
1  similar  answer. 

le  course  of  that  day  and  the  next,  he  underwent  at  in- 
various  kinds  of  torture,  each  more  excruciating  than 
Hieding,  all  of  which  he  bore  with  unabated  fortitude. 
^  other  applications,  the  rack  was   employed  with   such 

that  his  joints  started  from  their  sockets,  and  his  frame 
torn  asunder. 

the  fourth  day,  he  was  removed  to  another  and  yet 
er  chamber,  devoted  to  the  same  dreadful  objects  as  the 
It  had  an  arch  stone  ceiling,  and  at  the  further  extremity 
I  a  deep  recess.  Within  this  there  was  a  small  furnace, 
rh  fuel  was  placed  ready  to  be  kindled,  and  over  tlie  fur- 
ly  a  large  black  flag,  at  either  end  of  which  were  stout 
n  straps.  After  being  subjected  to  the  customary  inter- 
■ns  of  the  lieutenant,  Fawkes  was  stripped  of  his  attire, 
und  to  the  {\a^.  The  fire  was  then  lighted,  and  the  stone 
lly  heated.  '1  he  writhing  frame  of  the  miserable  man  ere 
bowed  the  extremity  of  his  suffering,  but  as  he  did  not 
tier  a  groan,  his  tormentors  were  compelled  to  release 

this  occjision,  there  were  two  personages  present  who  had 
ittended  any  previous  interrogation.  They  were  wrapped 
^  cloaks,  and  stood  aloof  during  the  proceedings.  Both 
peated  with  the  most  ceremonious  respect  by  Sir  William 
,  who  consulted  thcni  as  to  the  extent  to  which  he  lihould 
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continue  the  torture.  When  the  prisoner  was  taken  off  the 
heated  stone,  one  of  (hose  persons  advanced  towards  hini»  and 
gazed  curiously  at  him. 

Fawkes,  upon  whose  brow  thick  drops  were  standing,  and  who 
was  sinking  into  the  oblivion  brought  on  by  overwrouglu  endur- 
ance, exclaimed^  "  It  is  the  King,'^  and  fainted. 

"  The  traitor  knew  your  Majesty,"  said  the  lieutenant.  "  But 
you  see  it  is  in  vain  to  attempt  to  extort  anything  from  him.'* 

"  So  it  seems,"  replied  James,  "  a(nd  I  am  greatly  disappoint- 
ed, for  I  was  led  to  believe  that  I  should  hear  a  full  confession 
of  the  conspiracy  from  his  own  lips.  How  say  you,  good  Mas- 
ter chirurgeon,  will  he  endure  further  torture?  " 

"  Not  without  danger  of  life,  your  Majesty,  unless  he  has 
some  days'  repose,"  replied  the  chirurgeon,  "  even  if  be  can  en- 
dure it  then." 

"  It  will  not  be  necessary  to  apply  it  further,"  replied  SaU»- 
bury.  "  I  am  now  in  full  possession  of  the  names  of  all  the 
principal  conspirators,  and  when  the  prisfjner  finds  further  con- 
cealment useless,  he  will  change  liis  tone.  To-morrow,  the 
commissioners  appointed  by  your  Majesty  for  the  exan)ination  of 
all  those  concerned  in  this  dreadful  project,  will  interrogate  him 
in  the  lieutenant's  lodgings,  and  1  will  answer  with  my  life  xhtt 
the  result  will  be  satisfactory." 

"Enough,"  said  James.  *' It  has  been  a  painful  spectacle, 
which  we  have  just  witnessed,  and  yet  we  would  not  have  miss- 
ed it.  The  wretch  possesses  undaunted  resolution,  and  we  can 
never  be  suiHcieutty  grateful  to  the  beneficent  Providence  that 
prevented  him  from  working  his  ruthless  purpose  upon  us.  The 
day  on  which  we  were  preservetl  from  this  Gunpowder  Treason 
shall  ever  hereafter  be  kept  sacred  in  our  church,  and  thanks 
shall  be  returned  to  Heaven  for  our  wonderful  deliverance." 

"Your  Majesty  will  act  wisely,"  replied  Salisbury.  "The 
ordinance  will  impress  the  nation  with  a  salutary  horror  of  til 
Papists  and  traitors,  for  they  are  one  and  the  same  thing,  and 
keep  alive  a  proper  feeling  of  enmity  against  them.  Such  a 
fearful  example  shall  be  made  of  these  miscreants  as  shall,  it  is 
(o  be  hoped,  deter  all  others  from  following  their  cause.  Not 
only  shall  they  perisli  infamously,  but  their  names  shall  forever 
be  held  in  execration." 

"  J3e  it  so,"  rejoined  James.  "  It  is  a  good  legal  maxim — 
Cretcaite  malitid,  crescere  debuit  et  pcena" 

Upon  this,  he  left  the  chamber,  and,  traversing  a  number  of 
subterranean  passages  with  his  attendants,  crossed  the  draw- 
bridge near  the  Byward  Tower  to  the  wharf,  where  his  barge 
was  waiting  for  him,  and  returned  in  it  to  VVliitehalL 

At  an  early  hour  in  the  following  day,  the  commissioners  ap- 
jKjinted  to  the  examination  <if  the  prisoner  met  together  in  a 
large  room  on  the  second  floor  of  the  lieutenant's  lodgings, 
afterwards   denominated,  from  its  use  on    thits    (>ccu.siun,    Uic 
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Council  Chamber.  Affixed  to  the  walls  of  this  room  may  be 
seen  at  the  present  day  a  piece  of  marble  sculpture,  with  an  in- 
KriptioD  commemorative  of  the  event.  The  commissioners  were 
nine  in  number,  and  included  the  Earls  of  Salisbury,  Northamp- 
ton, Nottingham,  Suffolk,  Worcester,  Devon,  Marr,  and  Dun- 
bar, and  Sir  John  Pophara,  Lord  Chief  Justice.  With  these 
were  associated  Sir  Edward  Coke,  attorney-general,  and  Sir 
William  Waad. 

The  apartment  in  which  the  examination  took  place  .is  still  a 
spacious  one,  but  at  the  period  in  question  it  was  much  larger 
and  loftier.  The  walls  were  panelled  with  dark  lustrous  oak, 
covered  in  some  places  with  tapestry,  and  adorned  in  others  with 

Ciintings.  Over  the  chimney-piece  hun^  a  portrait  of  the 
te  sovereign,  Elizabeth.  The  commissioners  were  grouped 
round  a  large  heavily  carved  oak  table,  and,  after  some  deli- 
beration together,  it  was  agreed  that  the  prisoner  should  be 
introduced. 

Sir  William  Waad  then  motioned  to  TopclifFe,  who  was  ia 
attendance  with  half  a  dozen  halberdiers,  and  a  few  moments  af- 
terwards a  panel  was  pushetl  aside,  and  Guy  Fawkes  was  brought 
through  it.  He  was  supported  by  Topclifle  and  Ipgreve,  and  it 
was  with  the  greatest  difficulty  he  could  drag  himself  along.  So 
serere  had  been  the  sufferings  to  which  he  had  been  subjected, 
that  they  had  done  the  work  of  time,  and  placed  more  than 
twenty  years  on  his  head.  His  features  were  thin  and  sharp, 
and  of  a  ghastly  whiteness,  and  his  eyes  hollow  and  bloodshot. 
A.  large  cloak  was  thrown  over  him,  which  partially  concealed 
his  shattered  frame  and  crippled  limbs;  but  hi^  bent  shoulders, 
and  the  difficulty  with  which  he  moved,  told  how  much  he  had 
undergone. 

On  seeing  the  presence  in  which  he  stood,  a  flush  for  a  mo- 
ment rose  to  his  pallid  cheek,  his  eye  glowed  with  its  wonted  fire, 
and  he  tried  to  stand  erect — but  his  limbs  refused  their  office — 
*Bd  the  effort  was  so  painful,  that  be  fell  back  into  the  arras  of 
^Js  attendants.     He  was  thus  borne  forward  by  ;hem,  and  sup- 
ported during  his  examination.     The  Earl  of  Salisbury  then  ad- 
""Pssed  him,  and  enlarging  on  the  magnitude  and  horrible  na- 
'•^fe  of  his  treason,  concluded  by  saying  that  the  only  reparation 
°*  could  offer  was  to  disclose  not  only  ail  his  own  criminal  in- 
**>tioas,  but  the  names  of  his  associates. 

^     **  1  will  hide  nothing  concerning  myself,"  replied  Fawkes ; 
•*ut  1  shall  be  for  ever  silent  respecting  others.'^ 
_      "I'he  Earl  then  glanced  at  Sir  Edward  Coke,  who  proceeded  to 
^^*Ce  down  minutes  of  the  examination. 

-j^  *'  You  have  hitherto  falsely  represented  yourself,"  said  the 
-^t].     **  What  is  your  real  name  ?  " 
**  Guy  Fawkes,"  replied  the  prisoner. 
*'  And  do  you  confess  your  guilt  ?  "  ])ursuod  the  Earl. 
**  I  admit  that  it  was  my  intention  to  blow  up  the  King  and 
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the  whole  of  the  lords  spiritual  and  temporal  assembled  in  the 
Parliament  House  with  gunpowder,"  replied  Fawkes. 

'*  And  you  placed  the  combustibles  in  the  vault  where  they 
were  discovered  ?  "  demanded  Sab'sbury. 

The  prisoner  answered  in  the  affirmative. 

*'  You  are  a  Papist  ?""  continued  the  Earl. 

"  I  am  a  member  of  the  Church  of  Rome,"  returned  Fawkes. 

"  And  you  regard  this  monstrous  design  as  righteous  and 
laudable  —  as  consistent  with  the  religion  you  profess^  and  as 
likely  to  uphold  it  ?  "  said  the  Karl. 

'*  I  did  so,"  replied  Fawkes.  **■  But  I  am  now  convinced  that 
Heaven  did  not  approve  it,  and  I  lament  that  it  was  ever  under- 
taken.'" 

*'  Still,  you  refuse  to  make  the  only  reparation  in  your  power 
L  ^you  refuse  to  disclose  your  associates  ?  "  said  Salisbury. 

"  I  cannot  betray  them,"  replied  Fawkes. 

"  Traitor  !  it  is  needless,'^  cried  the  Earl ;  "  they  are  known 
to  us — nay,  they  have  betrayed  themselves.  They  liave  risen  in 
open  and  armed  rebellion  against  the  King ;  but  a  sufficient 
power  has  been  sent  against  them  ;  and  if  they  ore  not  ere  this 
defeated  and  captured,  many  days  will  not  elapse  before  they 
will  be  lodged  in  the  Tower." 

'*  If  this  is  the  case,  you  require  no  information  from  me," 
rejoined  Fawkes.     "  But  1  pray  you  name  them  to  me." 

"  1  will  do  so,"  replied  Salisbury  ;  "  and  if  I  have  omitted 
any,  you  can  supply  the  deficiency.  I  will  begin  with  Robert 
Catesby,  the  chief  contriver  of  this  hcU-en gendered  plot, — I  will 
next  proceed  to  the  superior  of  the  Jesuits,  Father  Garnet, — 
next,  to  another  Jesuit  priest.  Father  Oldcorne,  —  next,  to  Sir 
Everard  Digby, — then,  to  Thomas  Winter  and  Robert  NViotcTt 
—  then,  to  John  Wright  and  Christopher  Wright,  —  then  to 
Ambrose  Rook  wood,  Thomas  Percy,  and  John  Grant,  —  and 
lastly,  to  Robert  Keyes." 

*'  Are  these  all  ?  "  demanded  Fawkes. 

"  All  we  are  acauainted  with,"  said  Salisbury. 

"  Then  add  to  tnem  the  names  of  Francis  Tresham,  and  of 
his  broiher-in-law.  Lord  Mounteagle,"  rejoined  Fawkes.  '*  1 
charge  both  with  being  privy  to  the  plot." 

"  1  have  forgotten  another  name,"  said  Salisbury,  in  some 
confusion,  "  that  of  Viviana  RadclifTe,  of  Ordsall  Hall.  I  have 
received  certain  information  that  she  was  wedded  to  you  while 
you  were  resident  at  White  Webbs,  near  Epping  Forest,  and 
was  cognisant  of  the  plot.  If  captured,  she  will  share  your 
fate." 

Fawkes  could  not  repress  a  groan. 

Salisbury  pursued  his  interrogations,  but  it  was  evident,  from 
the  increasing  feebleness  of  the  prisoner,  that  he  would  sink 
under  it  if  the  examination  was  further  protracted.  He  was 
therefore  ordered  to  attach  his  signature  to  the  minutes  taken 
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Sir  Edward  Coke,  and  was  placed  in  a  chair  for  tliat  pur- 
A  pen  was  then  given  him,  but  for  some  time  his  shat- 
fingers  refused  in  f^rasp  it.     By  a  great  effort,   and  with 
iMute  pain,  he  succeeded  in  tracing  bis  Christian  name  thus:  — 


^^M/uHq 


CHAPTER    If. 
SHOWING   THE  TROUBLES   OP  TIVIANA. 


lue  endeavouring  to  write  his  surname,  the  pen  fell  from  his 
^^wd,  and  he  became  insensible. 

P^Pn  coming  to  herself,  Viriana  inquired  for  Garnet,  and  being 
told  that  he  was  in  his  chamber  alone,  she  repaired  thither,  and 

Hnd  him  pacing  to  and  fro  in  the  greatest  perturbation. 
•  If  you  come  to  me  for  consolation,  daughter,"  he  said, 
iou  come  to  one  who  cannot  offer  it.  I  am  completely 
prostrated  in  spirit  by  the  disastrous  issue  of  our  enterprise; 
and  though  I  tried  to  prepare  myself  for  what  has  taken  place, 
I  now  find  myself  utterly  unable  to  cope  with  it." 

"  If  such  is  your  condition,  father,"  replied  Viviana,  "  what 
must  be  that  of  my  husband,  upon  whose  devoted  head  all  the 
weight  of  this  dreadful  calamity  now  falls  ?  You  are  still  at 
liberty — still  able  to  save  yourself —  still  able,  at  least,  to  resist 
UDto  the  death,  if  you  are  so  minded.  But  he  is  a  captive  in 
the  Tower,  exposed  to  every  torment  that  human  ingenuity  can 
invent,  and  with  nothing  but  the  prospect  of  a  lingering  death 
before  his  eyes.     What  is  your  condition,  compared  with  his?  " 

"  Happy —  most  happy,  daughter,"  replied  Garnet,  "  and  I 
have  been  selfish  and  unreasonable.  I  have  given  way  to  the 
weakness  of  humanity,  and  1  thank  you  from  the  bottom  of  my 
heart  for  enabliug  me  to  shake  it  oft"." 

*•  You  have  indulged  false  hopes,  father,"  said  Viviana, 
*'  whereas  I  have  indulged  none,  or  rather  all  has  come  to  pass 
as  I  desired.  The  dreadful  crime  with  which  I  feared  my  hus- 
band's soul  would  have  been  loaded  is  now  uncommitted,  and 
1  have  firm  hope  of  his  salvation.  If  I  might  counsel  you,  I 
would  advise  you  to  surrender  yourself  to  justice,  and  by  pour- 
ing out  your  blood  on  the  scaffold,  wash  out  your  offence.  Such 
will  be  my  own  course.  I  have  been  involuntarily  led  into  con- 
nection with  this  plot ;  and  though  1  have  ever  disapproved  of 
it,  since  I  have  not  revealed  it,  I  am  as  guilty  as  if  1  had  been 
its  contriver.  I  shall  not  shun  my  punishment.  Fate  has  dealt 
hardly  with  me,  and  my  path  on  earth  has  been  strewn  with 
thorns,  and  cast  in  grief  and  trouble.  But  I  humbly  trust  that 
my  portion  hereafter  will  be  with  the  blessed." 
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"  I  cannot  doubt  it,  daughter,"  repbcd  Garnet ;  *'  and  though 
I  do  nnt  vk'w  our  design  in  the  light  that  you  do,  but  regard  it 
as  jiisliJiable,  if  not  necessary,  yet  with  your  feelings,  I  cannot 
sutficiently  admire  your  conduct.  Your  devotion  and  self-sacri- 
fice is  wholly  without  parallel.  At  the  same  time,  I  would  try 
to  di»8uade  you  from  surrendering  yourself  to  our  relentless 
enemies.  Believe  nic,  it  will  add  the  severest  pang  to  your  hus- 
band's torture  to  know  that  you  are  iu  their  power.  His  nature 
is  stern  and  unyielding,  and,  persuaded  as  he  is  of  the  justice 
of  his  cause,  he  will  die  happy  in  that  conviction,  certain  that 
his  name,  though  despised  by  our  heretical  persecutors,  will  be 
held  in  reverence  by  all  true  professors  of  our  faith.  No, 
daughter,  fly  and  conceal  yourself  till  pursuit  is  relinquished, 
and  pass  the  rest  of  your  life  in  prayer  for  the  repose  of  your 
husband's  soul." 

"  I  will  pass  it  in  endeavouring  to  bring  him  to  repentance," 
replied  Vi%'iana.  "  The  sole  boon  I  shall  seek  from  ray  judges 
will  be  permission  to  attempt  this." 

"  It  will  be  refused,  daughter,"  replied  Garnet,  "  and  you 
will  only  destroy  yourself,  not  aid  him.  Rest  satisfied  that  the 
Great  Power  who  judges  the  hearts  of  men,  and  implants  certain 
impulses  within  them,  for  his  own  wise  but  inscrutable  purposes, 
well  knows  that  Guy  Fawkes»  however  culpable  his  conduct 
may  appear  in  your  eyes,  acted  according  to  the  dictates  of  his 
conscience,  and  in  the  full  confidence  that  the  design  would  re- 
store the  true  worship  of  God  in  this  kingdom.  The  failure  of 
the  enterprise  proves  that  he  was  mistaken,  —  that  we  were  all 
mistaken, — and  that  Heaven  was  unfavourable  to  the  means 
adopted, — but  it  does  not  prove  his  insincerity." 

**  These  arguments  have  no  weight  with  me,  father,"  replied 
Viviana ;  "  I  will  leave  nothing  undone  to  save  his  sou),  and 
whatever  may  be  the  result,  1  will  surrender  myself  to  justice." 

•*  I  shall  not  seek  to  move  you  from  your  purpose,  daugh- 
ter," replied  (>arnet»  "  and  can  only  lament  it.  Before,  how- 
ever, you  finally  decide,  let  us  pray  together  for  directions 
from  on  high." 

Thus  exhorted,  Viviana  knelt  down  with  the  priest  before  a 
small  silver  image  of  the  Virgin,  which  stood  in  a  niche  in  the 
wall,  and  they  both  prayed  long  and  earnestly.  Garnet  was  the 
first  to  conclude  his  devotions,  and  as  he  gazed  at  the  up- 
turned countenance  and  streaming  eyes  of  his  companion,  his 
heart  was  filled  with  admiration  and  pity. 

At  this  juncture  the  door  opened,  and  Catesby  and  Sir  Ever- 
ard  Digby  entered.  On  hearing  them,  Viviana  immediately 
arose. 

"The  urgency  of  our  business  must  plead  an  excuse,  for  the 
interruption,  if  any  is  needed,"  said  Catesby  ;  "but  do  not  re- 
tire, madam.  We  liave  no  secrets  from  you  now.  Sir  Everard 
and  I  have  fully  completed  our  preparations,"  he  added  to  Gar- 
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Our  men  arc  all  armed  and  mounted  in  the  court,  and 
igh  spirits  for  the  enterprise.  As  tfie  service,  however, 
one  of  the  greatest  danger  and  difficulty,  you  had  belter 
fafe  asylum,  father,  till  the  first  decisive  blow  is  struck." 
vould    go  with  you,    my  son,"  rejoined  ttarnet,    "  if  I 

think  my  presence  might  be  an  hindrance.     I  can  only 

with  my   prayers,  and  those  can  be  more  efficaciously 

in  some  secure  retreat,  than  during  a  rapid  march,  or 
us  encoimter." 

u  had  belter  retire  to  Coughton  with  Lady  Digby  and 
I,"  said  Sir  Everard.  "  I  have  provided  a  sufficient  escort 
i  you  thither,  —  and,  as  you  are  aware,  there  are  many 
alaces  in  the  house,  where  you  can  remain  undiscovered, 
jf  search/' 

ace  myself  at  your  disposal,"  replied  Garnet.  *'  But  Vivi- 
esolved  to  surrender  herself." 

is  must  not  be,"  returned  Catesby.  "  Such  an  act  at  this 
e  would   be   madness,  and   would  materially  injure  our 

Whatever  your  inclinations  may  prompt,  you  must  con- 
remain  in  safety,  madam." 

ave  acquiesced  in  your  proceedings  thus  far,"  replied  Vi- 
'  because  I  could  not  oppose  them  without  injury  to  those 
me.     But   f  will  take  no  further  share  in   them.     My 

made  up  as  to  the  course  I  shall  pursue." 

ce  you  are  bent  upon  your  own  destruction — for  it  is 

less, — it  is  the  duty  of  your  friends  to  save  you,"  re- 
iHatesby.  *'  You  shall  not  do  what  you  propose,  and 
)u  are  yourself  again,  and  have  recovered  from  the  shock 
Jings  have  sustained,  you  will  thank  me  for  my  inter- 

t 

1  are  right,  Catesby,"  observed  Sir  Everard;  "it  would 
e  than  insanity  to  allow  her  to  destroy  herself  thus.** 
n  glad  you  are  of  this  opinion,"  said  Garnet.     "  I  tried 
a  her  out  of  her  design,  but  without  avail." 
esby,"  cried  Viviana,  throwing  herself  at  his  feet,  ♦'  by 
you  once  professed  for  me, — by  the  friendship  you  en- 
i  for  him  who  unhesitatingly  offered   himself  for  you, 
ir  cause,  I  implore  you  not  to  oppose  me  now  .'  " 
mil  best  serve  you,  and  most  act  in  accordance  with  the 
>f  my  friend,  by  doing  so,"  replied  Catesby.     *'  There- 
u  plead  in  vain." 

*!  "  cried  Viviana.  "  My  purposes  are  ever  thwarted. 
J  have  to  answer  for  my  life." 

lould,  indeed,  have  it  to  answer  for,  if  I  permitted  you 
is  you  desire,"  rejoined  Catesby.  "I  repeat  you  will 
ic  ere  many  days  are  passed." 

Everard,"  exclaimed  Viviana,  appealing  to  the  knight. 
eat  you  to  have  pity  upon  me." 
;o  sincerely  sympathize   with   your    distress,"    replied 
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Digby,  in  a  tone  of  the  deepest  commiseration  ;  "but  I  am  sure 
what  Catesby  advises  is  for  the  best.     I  could  not  reconcile  it  tn  | 
my  conscience  to  allow  you  to  sacrifice  yourself  thus.     Be  go- 
verned by  prudence." 

"  Oh  no, — no  !  "  cried  Viviana,  distractedly.  •*  I  will  not  be 
stayed.     I  command  you  not  to  detain  me." 

"Yiviana,"  said  Catesby,  taking  her  arm,  "  tliis  is  no  season 
for  the  display  of  silly  weakness  either  on  our  part  or  yotm. 
If  you  cannot  control  yourself,  you  must  be  controlled.  Fa- 
ther Garnet,  I  entrust  her  to  your  care.  Two  of  my  troop 
shall  attend  you,  together  with  your  own  servant,  Nicholai 
Owen.  You  shall  have  stout  horses,  able  to  accomplish  the 
journey  with  the  greatest  expedition,  and  I  should  wish  you  to 
convey  her  to  iier  own  mansion,  Ordsall  Hall,  and  to  remain 
there  with  her  till  you  hear  tidings  of  us.'" 

"  It  siiall  be  as  you  direct,  my  son,**  said  Garnet.  "I  am 
prepared  to  set  out  at  once." 

'*  That  is  well,"  replied  Catesby. 

"  You  will  not  do  nie  this  violence,  air,"  cried  Viviana.     "  I| 
appeal  against  it,  to  you,  Sir  Everard." 

"  I  cannot  help  you,  madam,"  replied  the  knight,  "  indeed,] 
I  cannot." 

"  Then  Heaven,  I  trust,  will  help  me,"  cried  Viviana,  •*  for  I 
am  wholly  abandoned  of  man." 

"  I  beseech  you,  madam,  put  some  constraint  upon  yourself," 
said  Catesby.  "  If,  after  your  arrival  at  Ordsall,  you  are  still 
bent  upon  your  rash  and  fatal  design.  Father  Garnet  shall  not 
oppose  its  execution.     But  give  yourself  time  for  reflection." 

"Since  it  may  not  be  otherwise,  I  assent,"  replied  Viviana. 
"  If  1  must  go,  I  will  start  at  once." 
"  Wisely  resolved,"  replied  Sir  Everard. 
Viviana  then  retired,  and  soon  afterwards  appeared  equipped] 
for  her  journey.     The  two  attendants  and  Nicholas  Owen  were 
in  the  court-yard,  and  Catesby  assisted  her  into  the  saddle. 

"  Do  not  lose  sight  of  her,"  he  said  to  Garnet,  as  the  latter^ 
mounted. 

*'  Rest  assured  I  will  not,"  replied  the  other. 
And  taking  the  direction  of  Coventry,  the  party  rode  off  at  a  ] 
brisk  pace. 

Catesby  then  joined  the  other  conspirators,  while  Sir  Everard 
sent  off  Lady  Digby  and  his  household,  attended  by  a  strong 
escort,  to  Cough  ton.  This  done,  the  whole  party  repaired  to 
the  court-yard,  where  they  called  over  the  muster-roll  of  their 
men,  to  ascertain  that  none  were  missing, — examined  their  armai 
and  ammunition,  —  and  6nding  all  in  order,  sprang  to  theii 
steeds,  and  putting  themselves  at  the  head  of  tne  band,  rode 
towards  Soulham  and  Warwick. 
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BY   HAL   WILLIS,   STUOKNT  AT   LAW. 

"  JInmp  "  is  a  slight  variation  of  the  "  Sponge."  The  difFer- 
,  that  the  former  possesses  more  sincerity,  or  impudence,  than 
;er,  and  ingenuously  commences  the  invasion  with  an  acknow- 
nt  of  his  or  her  intentions.  "  Well,  Tom,  I  Ve  come  to  mump 
r  with  you  ;"  or,  "  My  dear  Mrs.  B.  I  intend  to  mump  n  dish 
with  you  this  afternoon.  How's  the  little  dears?"  and  .so 
Both  Mumps  and  Sponges  are  of  very  ancient  origin.  The 
Qsed  to  call  tbein  "  musca: "  or  flies,  being  always  ready  to  ttute 
man's  dish  without  invitation. 

Wrigglesby  ivas  one  of  the  finest  specimens  (as  a  naturalist 
phrase  it)  of  the  genuine  "Mump"  that  ever  existed.  She 
ibout  sixty,  but  she  declared  that  "  she  should  never  see  seven- 
a ; "  to  the  surprise  of  her  friends,  for  really  her  gastronomic 
lances,  for  one  who  had  entirely  lust  her  moiares  or  grinders, 
•rfectly  astonishing. 

)ften  confessed  herself  that  she  could  (ivhat  she  elegantly  term- 
lay  a  good  knife  and  fork  ;"  but  always  shook  her  bead,  and  ex- 
her  fears  that  it  was  a  bad  sign,  which  she  did  not  at  all  like  ; 
sent,  by-the-by,  in  which  many  of  the  purveyors  sympathized, 
•re  was  one  point  in  the  diameter  of  Mrs.  Wrigglesby  which 
er  appear  in  a  different  light  from  the  generality  of"  Mumps." 
'rigglesby  was  a  widow,  without  "  chick  or  child,"  had  a  gen- 
ependence,  and  no  relations !  What  the  amount  of  her  income 
one  had  been  able  to  ascertain,  for  everybody  declared  "  that 
!Bby  was  very  close."  Some  said  that  she  was  worth  ii  great 
d  other*  went  so  far  as  to  assert,  that  tlie  Widow  Wrigglesby 
•th  "  I  don't  know  how  much  ;  "  which  latter  kind  of  intimation 
ly  intended  to  convey  the  idea  of  a  vast  sum.  The  mystery, 
*,  was  left  to  be  solved  by  the  opening  of  her  last  will  and  tes- 
and  the  expectation  of  that  "  mournful  occasion,"  kept  up  by 
clever  hints  and  inuendos  from  the  Mump,  served  to  feed  the 
f  the  whole  circle  of  her  acquaintance.  She  possessed  an  ex- 
nemory ;  and  liabit  and  experience  had  rendered  her  such  an 
I  calculation  that  she  was  a  perfect  rival  to  the  famous  "  Fnui- 
re.  Physician,"  the  only  difference  consisted  in  this  material 
lat  he  calculated  eclipses  and  tides  on  his  own  tables,  while 
rigglesby  made  hers  upon  the  tables  of  her  friends, 
new  to  a  nicety  whether  the  "  hot "  or  "  cold  "  was  in  the  as- 
,  or  graced  the  board  on  a  particular  day,  and  could  decide 
entering  the  house  (which  she  never  did)  when  there  was  a 
or  a  "  make  up."  As  she  preferred  the  first  appearance  of 
t,  she  usually  was  what  foolish  people  call  "  fortunate  enough  " 
in  just  as  the  cloth  was  laid,  and  the  dinner  served, 
she  made  such  careful  "  minutes  "  of  the  respective  hours  of 
time  observed  in  the  different  families,  that  she  was  infallibly 
ding-time." 

iways  made  it  a  rule  to  pat  the  children  on  the  head,  or,  want- 
),  the  pet-dog  or  cat  of  the  family,  and  never  forgot  the  names 
f  them.  A  wonderful  example  of  what  the  actors  technically 
X.  2  a 
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dennmiiiate  a  "  quick  stud)',"  especially  when  it  b  considered  ihe  I 
to  play  so  many  parts  at  so  short  a  notice. 

Although,  like  many  other  people  who  Lave  nothing  to  sa;-,  »li« 
talked  a  great  deal,  she  was  invariably  Listened  to  with  great  defer- 
ence, and  no  one  ever  intimated  the  slightest  indication  that  sbe  wai 
esteemed  a  bore- 
Opposite  to  the  house  where  she  rented  her  ready-furnished  "  sit- 
ting-room and  bed-room,  Avith  the  use  of  the  kitchen,"  —  which  she 
never  used,  for  she  gave  no  unnecessary  trouble  —  lived  the  familr  of 
the  Diggses.  Diggs  was  an  honest  man  in  a  "  situation."  Mrs.  Digga 
was  a  shrewd,  bustling  housewife,  who  could  make  a  guinea  go  aa  far 
as  most  people,  and  had  brought  her  dear  man  a  numerous  profjenr. 
Notwithstanding  there  were  so  many  mouths  to  feed,  the  thrifty  Mra. 
Diggs  having  made  Mrs.  Wrigglesby's  acquaintance  at  a  frieud's  in 
the  next  street,  was  always  glad  to  see  Mrs.  Wrigglesby  to  take 
a  snack  with  her  in  her  homely  way,  or  a  dish  of  tea,  or  a  bit  of 
supper ;  and  Jlrs.  Wrigglesby,  whose  whole  life  was  devoted  to  ber 
friends,  good-naturedly  obliged  her  with  more  frequent  calls  than  any 
of  the  rest  of  her  acquaintance.  There  were  two  other  c<^ent  reaaons 
besides  her  natural  good-nature  which  prompted  this  marked  predi- 
lection. The  climate  of  our  tight  little  island  being  rather  variable, 
just  crossing  the  road  in  any  weather  was  attended  with  slight  incon- 
venience either  to  Mrs.  Wrigglesby's  body  or  apparel,  and  secondly, 
although  the  Diggses  were  but  middling  people,  they  lived  well ;  and 
there  being  a  large  family,  the  consumption  was  great,  and  hot  joint* 
were  consequently  more  prevalent. 

Many  people  looked  with  rather  a  jealous  eye  upon  these  frequent 
visits ;  but  what  was  a  source  of  disquiet  to  others,  was  one  of  adf- 
gratulation  to  the  managing  Mrs.  Diggs,  who  prided  herself  upon  ber 
tact. 

One  evening,  when  Diggs  had  gone  to  his  club,  and  the  children 
M'ere  all  abed,  Mrs.  Diggs  had  the  infinite  pleasure  of  having  Mf» 
Wrigglesby  all  to  herself;  and  Mrs.  Wrigglesby  complaining  of  ipaana 
(having  been  pressed  by  her  host  to  take  part  of  a  capon  and  sauaagca, 
a  favourite  dish  of  hers,)  the  bottle  labelled  with  "  brandy  "  wrai  pro- 
duced with  the  accompaniments  of  hot  water  and  sugar,  and  the  two 
ladies  set  in  for  a  gossip,  The  spasms  of  course  went  off,  and  the 
Mump  began  to  be  very  confidential  and  conversant. 

Mrs.  Diggs  hugged  herself  with  the  idea  of  extracting  some  impor- 
tant communication.     She  drew  herself  closer  to  the  fire. 

"  Do  you  feel  any  draught  where  j'oa  sit,  my  dear  Mrs.  Wri^lea- 
by  ?  "  inquired  the  kind-hearted  Mrs.  Diggs.  "  Do  take  the  sofa  now. 
I  know  you  will  feel  more  comfortable." 

With  many  thanks,  Airs.  Wrigglesby  availed  herself  of  the  polita 
offer,  for  her  supper  bad  superinduced  an  inclination  to  a  reclining 
posture. 

"  You  don't  drink,  my  dear  Mrs.  W."  continued  Mrs.  Digga  aa 
she  brewed  her  dear  friend  a  third  tumbler  of  "stiff"  brandy'^nd- 
watcr. 

"Thank'ye,  my  dear  Mrs.  D.  There !— there  !  — hold  !  that's 
enough,"  cried  the  faintly-resisting  Mump.  "  Really,  now,  you  have 
made  it  too  strong.  I  vow  I  shall  never  reach  my  apartmenta  to- 
night." 

"  Oh  1  Diggs  shall  see  you  home  when  he  returns." 
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ur  me,  no.     I  could  not  suffer " 

tut  he  will  be  quite  offended  if  you  refuse.  Yon  are  such  a 
B  of  Diggs,  that  I  assure  you  if  you  were  a  Jem  years  younger 
[  be  a  little  jealous.  He  is  always  talking  about  you." 
latter  part  of  Mrs.  Diggs'  assertion  was  strictly  true ;  for  her 
often  complained  of  the  expense  of  "  keeping  up  such  an  ac- 
ice,"  and  used  to  talk  in  rather  a  murmuring  strain  of  "  louk- 
r  dead  men's  shoes " ;  that  some  old  women,  like  cats,  had 
's ;  and  other  unqualified  expressions,  that  indubitably  proved 
t  of  bis  partner's  skill  iu  being  enabled  to  bring  the  main  ob- 
er  ambition  to  bear.  Mrs.  Digga,  however,  "  ruled  the  roast," 
isted  in  the  propriety  of  her  conduct,  predicting  a  golden  bar- 
er family  from  her  clever  exertions. 

>  resume.  Jlrs.  Diggs  was  resolved  to  carry  on  the  war  with 
jid  therefore  zealously  plied  her  dear  Mrs.  Wrigglesby  with 
ig  potation,  expecting  every  moment  to  unlock  the  depository 
idow's  secrets.  Like  a  skilful  artist  she  was  well  aware  that  a 
ige  or  varnish  applied  to  an  old  painting  will  infallibly  bring  to 

lights  that  age  has  enveloped  in  dust  and  obscurity. 

you  have  really  no  family,  no  kindred,  my  dear?"  said  she, 
Tnpathetic  sigh;  at  the  same  time  fining  her  scrutinizing  eye 

friend's  venerable  physiognomy  as  if  she  were  about  to  extract 

a  truth,  but  a  tooth. 
•  lonely  you  must  be  !  " 

lions  are  not  always  friends,"  replied  Mrs.  Wrigglesby  ;  "  and, 

art,  I  have  received  so  much  kindness,  and  experienced  so 

ection  from  my  friends,  that  I  have  no  reason  to  regret  or 

of  my  loneliness.     Indeed,  I  am  so  rich — " 

a  good  income  is  certainly  a  consolation  and  a  comfort,"  in- 
the  anxious  Mrs.  Diggs. 

not  allude  to  money,"  said  Mrs.  Wrij^lesby,  "but  friends.    I 

b  in  friends,  that  my  worldly  wealth  is  as  nothing  in  the  com- 

'iggs  bridled  up  with  a  proud  consciousness  that  she  formed  a 

F  the  widow's  boasted  wealth.     The  widow  laid  her  long  bony 

xtn  her  neighbour's  broad  red  hand,  and  continued  in  a  strain 

n  confidence — 

I  assure  you  from  my  heart,  my  dear  Diggs,  that  you— ' you 

irst  of  those  friends  in  my  estimation.     No  daughter  could 

ived  more  kindly  than  you  have  done  —  no  mother  have  re- 

ire  delicate  attentions  tlian  I  have  at  your  hands.     You  shall 

ne  ungrateful.     Your  name,  Mrs.  Diggs,  is — " 

;-tat-tat-tat !  went  the  knocker  at  tkis  interesting  juncture, 

!  startled   poor   Mrs.  Diggs,  whose  ears   and  nerves  were 

to  the  most  nervous  pitch  of  hungry  expectation. 

mnd  the  man ! "  exclaimed  Sirs.  Diggs,  as  she  rammed  her 

0  her  tumbler  with  mingled  fright  and  vexation,  "  to  come 

a — " 

-tat-tat!  went  the  knocker  again,  her  dear  husband  being 
oruus  in  spirit,  and  unreasonably  impatient. 

iggs  ran  to  the  door — down  dropped  the  chain  with  a  sort  of 
jcompaniment  to  tlie  confusion  of  her  scattered  thoughts, 
'rigglesby  heard  Diggs'  voice  im  alt, — and  a  sMo  voce  reply 
ib,  in  which  the  complimentary  terms  of  "  you  fool !  "  were 
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alone  audible  above  the  sweet  tenor  of  her  gentle  greeting.  She  the 
lc<l  the  gentleman  into  the  parlour.  Fortunately  the  motmif  state 
Mrs.  Wrigglesby's  optics  prevented  her  from  observing  his  t)u»he 
cheeks  and  gro^-inoistened  lips  ;  and  she  received  his  soJutution  virith 
a  composure  which  it  would  have  been  utterly  impossible  Xo  have  felt, 
if  she  lifid  marked  the  "  light  in  his  laughing  eye." 

Hastily  putting  on  her  things,  with  Mrs.  Diggs'  assistance,  the  Matnp 
took  the  proffered  arm  of  her  puide,  and  he  Kaw  her  home.     The  ple»- 
sant  lecture  which  awaited  him  on  his  return  I  shall  leave  to  the  imt- 
gination  of  my  reader.    That  it  was  neither  moving,  nor  irritating,  nof . 
clamorous,  we  may  charitably  deduce  from  the  fact,  that   Digga  felll 
fast  asleep  in  the  middle  of  it,  and  replied  to  the  climax  of  his  spouse'fi 
interesting  monoh)gue  with  a  snore  that  resembled  the  sustained  noMJ 
of  a  juvenile  trombone. 

Whether  Mrs.  Diggs  had  really  anything  to  regret  from  the  abropt 
manner  in  which  her  dear  guest's  confidential  communications  hadj 
been  cut  short  is  doubtful ;  for  the  habitual  caution  of  Mrs.  Wrigglrsbjl 
had  become  so  natural  to  her,  that  it  is  scarcely  within  the  pale  of  pro-j 
hnbility  that  she  would  have  made  any  satisfactory  disclosures.  Cer- 
tain it  is,  that  what  she  had  "  dropped  "  tended  greatly  to  Ingratiftt*'' 
her  in  the  favour  and  affection  of  the  Diggses. 

The  Wigginses  was  another  family  in  whose  good  graces  ah&  bad 
particularly  insinuated  herself.  They  kept  an  excellent  table  as  irell 
as  the  Diggses.  She  usually  sat  in  their  pew,  and  excused  herself  to 
the  Diggses  (who  kindly  proffered  her  a  seat)  by  solely  attributing  her 
preference  in  this  respect  to  its  proximity  to  the  pulpit.  Now  the 
Wigginses  and  the  Diggses  were  not  on  speaking  terms, — on  admirable 
point  in  the  Munip's  tactics,  for  it  prevented  any  comparison  of  notes; 
and  indeed  she  sedulously  avoided  visiting  anywhere  when  she  disco-  { 
vered  any  existing  acquaintance  ;  fur  disagreeable  consequences  mifflit 
possibly  have  ensued  ;  and  Mrs.  Wrigglesby  was  such  a  good  soul,  toat 
she  utterly  abhorred  all  tale-bearing  and  detraction.  Among  the  fenr  j 
valuables  which  Mrs.  W.  was  in  the  habit  of  displaying,  was  u  gold 
watch  with  an  E.  W.  (Elizabeth  Wrigglesby)  engraved  on  the  back. 
It  was  a  curious  circumstance  that  Miss  Wiggins'  name  was  Eleanor, 
and  she  very  pointedly  remarked  one  day  to  the  widow  that  the  said 
initials  happened  to  be  hers  likewise.  Upon  this  hint  the  goudnatured 
Mump  spoke  with  great  effect. 

"  And  the  watch,  Eleanor,  shall  be  yours,"  said  the  condescending 
Mrs.  Wrigglesby ;  "and  that  you  may  not  be  kept  in  suspense  until 
my  will  is  opened, — for  I  intend  to  live  a  few  years  longer, — 1  'II  give 
it  you  directly — " 

"  Oh  !  my  dear  Mrs.  Wrigglesby  I  "  e.xclaimed  Miss  Wiggins,  her  I 
large  grey  eyes  gloating  upon  the  back  of  the  pendent  watch.  1 

"  Nay,  I  '11  give  it  you  directly,"— continued  Mrs.  Wrigglesby, — 
"  directly  you  are  married  ! "  I 

Miss  Wiggins  drew  in  a  long  breath,  and  the  blood  crimsoned  her 
pallid  pock-marked  physiognomy  as  she  viewed  the  watch — at  a  dis- 
tance !  The  Mump  either  did,  or  pretended  to  mistake  the  cauae 
her  confusion. 

"  Ah  !  you  may  blush,  my  dear  ;  but  these  things,  yon  know,  will^ 
happen  in  the  best  regulated  families."  And  hanng  uttered  this  slfl 
inuendo,  she  patted  Miss  Eleanor  on  the  cheek. 

The  truth  is,  the  chances  were  rather  against  this  connimmaiioin  j 
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loT  Miss  Wigg:ins  was  an  ordinary  girl,  ill-tempored,  and  rapacioiu ; 
and  the  lover  must  have  been  as  blind  as  Cupid  himself  to  have  soli- 
cited her  brge  mottled  hand,  which  was  more  calculated  to  light  a 
Icitchen  fire  than  to  strike  a  spark. 

But,  however  true,  and  necessary  to  the  development  of  our  subject, 
thii  digression  is  ungallant.     To  return  to  Mrs.  Wri^leaby.    One 
•evere  morning;  in  December,  Diggs  was  making  his  matinal  grimaces 
before  hi»  looking-glass,  lathering^  and  scraping,  and  wincing  under 
tlie  iofiictioD  of  the  uncomfortable  operation,  grumbling  at  the  luke- 
<iunnnes»  of  the  water,  and  the  bluntness  of  his  razor,  when  a  sudden 
txcLimation  from  Mrs.  Diggs  made  him  start,  and  make  a  slight  inci- 
lion  upon  his  half-mown  chin. 
"  'Nation  !  "  cried  he,  stamping.     "  What  the  deuce  is  the  matter.''" 
Mr&  Diggs,  who  had  spoken  so  unseasonably,  was  now  mute,  as) 
whh  a  mysterious  air,  she  took  her  husband  by  the  arm,  and  leading 
liiD  to  the  window,  drew  aside  the  muslin  curtain,  and  pointed  to  the 
opposite  side  of  the  street- 
Diggs  saw  nothing. 

"  Nothing !  "  cried  Mrs.  Diggs.    "  Yon  fool !  don't  you  see  ihe  bouse 
i»  closed  from  top  to  bottom  ! " 

"Gemini!"  said  Diggs,  —  "why,  I  say,  as  sure  as  a  gun  the  old 
*u» '»  kicked  the — " 

"  Yoii  unfeeling  brute ! "  said  the  amiable  and  agitated  Mrs.  Diggs. 
**  Put  down  your  razor,  and  run  over  to  Mrs.  Grigson's,  and  give  a 
tap  at  the  door,  and  say  we  hope  nothing  's  the  matter." 

strides  brought  Diggs  to  his  destination.     lie  knocked,  in- 
aod  his  worst  anticipations  were  realized — poor  Mrs.  WrJggles- 
WM  gone  I 

Unfortunately  the  widow  had  been  taken  away  from  her  friends  so 

saddrnJy,  that  she  had  had  no  time  to  make  a  will.     Many  were,  of 

eonne,  very  much  surprised  ;  but  it  "  turned  out,"  upon  investigation, 

tbat  her  husband  had  bequeathed  her  a  sunn  of  mi>ney,  which  she  had 

tiruHently  laid  out  in  an  annuity,  which  cea-sed  with  her  life ;  and  her 

■■',  linen,  and  wearing  appurel  "  scarcely  produced  sutbcient  to  pay 

just  debts  and  funeral  expenses." 

But  perhaps  her  best  epitaph  is,  that  the  Mump  "  still  lives  in  the 

Ucniory  of  all  those  who  knew  her  I  " 
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Br  St,  George  1  what  a  change  from  the  days  that  have  been. 
When  a  knight  achieved  fame  by  his  sword  in  the  field  ; 

Now  high  iionnurs  are  gain'd  on  a  much  lower  scene, 
And  ilie  knight  owes  this  triumph  alone  to  his  thicld! 
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GHOST  GOSSIPS  AT  BLAKESLEY  HOUSE. 

»Y   THE   AUTHOR   OF    "  STEPHEN   VVQAKD." 

"  Well,"  said  Simon  Bamardiston,  looking  boldly  round  the 
room,  but  wishing  he  could  «iee  the  further  end  of  it,  "  1  do  like 
good  ghost  stories,  because  I  don't  believe  them." 

"And  I,"  rejoined  Plugh  Buckner,  "  like  them,  because  I  do  be- 
lieve them  ;  for  nobody  shall  persuade  me  that  there  ore  no  such 
things  as  ghosts." 

"  With  respect  to  there  actually  being  such  things  as  ghosts,"  re- 
marked Ebenezer  Carliel,  gravely,  "  I  don't  know  exactly  what  to 
say,  after  what  happened  to  my  own  uncle." 

"What  was  that?  "  inquired  Mary  Falconer  (a  pretty  laughter- 
loving  lass  of  eighteen),  as  she  drew  her  chair  nearer  to  the  fire,  and 
asked  Mr.  Carliel  to  stir  it  up  and  make  a  blaze. 

"Why,"  replied  Ebenezer,  taking  out  his  watch  as  he  spoke,  "ik 
is  almost  too  late  to  tell  you." 

"Oh,  do!"  said  Mrs-  Dagleish,  snuffing  the  candles,  M  if 
liked  to  have  plenty  of  light  for  a  ghost  story. 
"  Yes,  do,"  echoed  Mary  Falconer. 
"  Do  you  know  it  is  just  twelve  ?  "  observed  Mr.  CarlieL 
"  Capital ! "  exclaimed  Simon  Bamardiston.     "  When  it  strikes, 
who  knows  but  we  may  have  the  ghost  himself." 

"Don't  be  foolish,"  said  Mrs.  Dagleish;  "there  's  many  a  true 
word  spoken  in  jest." 

"  Ay,"  replied  Hugh  Buckner,  "  and  many  a  jest  that  'a  spoken  in 
bravado.     I  warrant  Simon  would  be  the  first  to  walk  out  of  the 
window,  if  he  saw  a  ghost  walking  in  at  the  door." 
"  Try  me,"  said  Bamardiston. 

"  Try  me,"  repeated  a  hoUow  sepulchral  voice,  which  seemed  to 
come  down  tl>e  chimney  close  to  Simon's  elbow,  but  which  in  reality 
came  from  a  half-opened  door  by  the  side  of  the  fire-place,  that  led 
into  the  best  parlour. 

Simon  sprang  from  his  chair  as  if  he  had  been  shot  out  of  it  by  • 
bomb  underneath, — Mary  Falconer  gave  a  scream, — Mrs.  Dagleish 
cried,  "  Lord!  what  is  it?" — Hugh  Buckner  felt  a  curious  sensation 
run  down  his  back,  and  out  at  his  toes, — while  Mr.  Carliel  ejaculated 
"  Humph  !  "  and  deliberately  finished  the  pinch  of  snuff  he  had  just 
taken  from  his  box  ;  an  act  of  calm  self-possession  for  which  he  was 
solely  indebted  to  the  accidental  circumstance  of  being  seated  oppo- 
site the  door,  where  be  saw  at  that  instant  the  twinkling  eye  and 
good-humoured  roguish  face  of  Stephen  Falconer,  Mary's  brother, 
who  now  burst  into  the  room  with  an  uproarious  laugh  at  poor 
Siraon. 

"  How  can  you  make  such  a  fool  of  yourself?  "  said  Simon,  nettled 
at  having  been  frightened  out  of  his  valour  before  he  had  well  put 
it  on. 

"  Why,  I  never  heard  you  come  in,"  said  his  sister.  "  Who  opened 
the  door  ?  " 

"  Jesse,"  replied  Stephen,  still  laughing  at  his  friend  Simon,  in 
which  he  was  now  joined  by  the  whole  party,  each  having  by  this 
time  discovered  that  nobody  was  afraid  but  Simon,  because  be  hap- 
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I  to  be  the  only  one  who  bad  given  proof  of  tlie  agility  which 
ometimes  produces. 

:«ently  they  were  once  more  seated  round  the  fire,  with  the  ad- 
,  of  Stephen  Falconer,  when  the  church  bell  began  to  toll  the 
ght  hour. 

low  for  your  story,  Mr.  Carliel,"  said  Hugh  Buckner,  "  and 
we  will  go  to  bed.     Tell  ub  what  happened  to  your  uncle." 
'^ell,"  replied  Mr.  Carliel,  "if  Mrs.  Dagleish  will  suffer  such 
ours  in  her  house — " 

h  !"  interrupted  Mrs.  Dagleish,  "  it 's  Christmas  time,  so  we 
tretch  a  point ;"  and  the  cups  were  forthwith  replenished  with 
wine  from  a  capacious  jug  which  stood  upon  the  hob.  Mr. 
I  then  began : 

[y  uncle,  Dr.  de  Burgh,  was  a  great  reader,  you  must  know, 
ery  fond  of  poring  over  his  books  when  all  the  rest  of  the 
'  were  in  bed.  One  December  night,  as  he  was  thus  sitting 
in  his  study,  the  door  of  which  was  carefully  locked  (for  he 
irribly  afraid  of  thieves,  and  always  had  a  pair  of  loaded  pistols 
B  table  at  such  times),  he  had  laid  down  his  book  to  snuff  the 
M,  when  he  saw  sitting  in  an  elbow-chair  on  the  other  side  of 
re-place  an  elderly  gentleman  in  a  black  velvet  gown.  His 
'as  exceedingly  thin  and  pate,  shaded  by  long  grey  hair,  which 
tded  to  his  shoulders,  and  in  his  hand  he  held  a  small  branch 
emary.  His  eyes  were  fixed  upon  my  uncle  with  a  mild,  be- 
lt expression  ;  and  a  smile  of  the  same  character  gently  spread 
over  his  countenance,  when  be  perceived  the  alarm  which  his 
tee  created. 

fVho  are  you  ? '  said  the  Doctor,  looking  towards  the  door  to 
lether  by  any  chance  he  had  that  night  forgotten  to  fasten  it ; 
was  closed,  and  the  key  turned  in  it  as  usual. 
'.  am  come,'  said  the  mysterious  visitor,  '  to  do  an  act  of  charity 
istice  through  your  means ;  and  I  have  selected  you  for  the 
because  I  know  your  integrity.' 

he  voice  of  the  speaker  was  low  and  solemn,  but  nothing 
like.  The  Doctor  repeated  his  question,  however,  as  to  who 
I,  with  the  additional  inquiry  of  whence  he  came,  and  how  he 
ito  the  room  ;  for  he  did  not  then  suppose  it  to  be  a  spectre. 
Id  gentleman  remained  silent,  but  looked  displeased ;  and  my 

resolving  to  clear  up  the  mystery,  thought  he  would  ring  for 
rvants,  who  had  not  long  gone  to  bed.     He  found,  however, 
e  had  no  power  to  move  from  his  chair." 
ather  unpleasant,"  observed  Simon  Barnardiston. 
irticularly  to  persons  who  like  to  spring  out  of  their  chairs," 
ked  Hugh  Buckner,  significantly. 

kere,  hold  your  tongue,"  said  Mary  Falconer,  impatiently, 
let  Mr.  Carliel  go  on." 

'hen  the  apparition  perceived  the  Doctor's  agitation,  it  ad- 
d  him  in  a  tone  of  great  gentleness,  and  begged  he  would  not 
rmed,  as  it  had  no  intention  to  do  him  the  least  injury. 
n  the  name  of  God  who  are  you  ?'  said  the  Doctor. 
V^ere  1  to  tell  you,'  replied  the  apparition,  '  it  would  be  of  no 
IT  you  do  not  know  me.    Listen  to  my  errand.     When  I  was 

world,  1  lived  in  the  county  of ,  where  I  died  possessed 

;e  estates.     These  now  belong  to  my  grandson  ;  but  a  suit  has 
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been  commenced  by  my  two  nephews,  the  sons  of  my  younger  bro- 
ther, to  wrest  them  from  him.     You  must  prevent  it.' 

"  •  I ! '  exclaimed  my  uncle. 

" '  You.  It  is  lor  that  purpose  I  am  here.  My  words  surprise 
you,  and  you  arc  incredulous.  Attend  to  what  I  am  now  ^oing  to  uy. 
The  grand  deed  of  settlement,  the  conveyance  of  tlie  inheritance,  la 
lost,  and,  for  want  of  thi^  deed,  my  grandson  cannot  maintain  his 
right" 

" '  Well,'  said  my  uncle,  *  and  what  can  I  do  ?  ' 

"  '  This,'  rejoined  the  spectre :  '  go  down  to  my  grandson's  house, 
and  I  will  give  you  such  instructions  as  shall  enable  you  to  find  it 
for  him.' 

"  '  Why  not  give  those  instructions  to  your  grandson  himself.^  ' 
said  the  Doctor,  becoming  a  little  more  at  his  ease  with  bis  unknown 
guest. 

" '  Ask  me  not  about  that :  there  are  divers  reasons  (some  of 
which  you  may  know  hereafter)  why  I  have  preferred  to  tlo  it 
through  you.  Your  answer,  therefore  —  will  you  undertake  the 
office  ? ' 

"After  some  further  discourse,  my  uncle  consented,  and  then  the 
spectre  disclosed  his  name,  the  residence  of  his  grandson,  and  such 
other  particulars  as  were  necessary  to  enable  him  to  fulfil  his  mis. 
si  on. 

"  '  When  you  arrive,'  continued  the  old  gentleman,  '  you  can  say 
you  have  seen  me,  but  without  mentioning  where,  or  under  what 
circumstances.  I  will  prepare  him  for  your  visit.  Ask  to  see  the 
house,  and  in  going  over  it  you  will  cume  to  an  upper  room  or  loft, 
filled  with  lumber.  In  one  corner  of  this  room  there  is  an  old  chest 
with  a  broken  lock,  and  a  key  in  it,  which  can  neither  be  turned  in 
the  lock  nor  pulled  out  of  it.  In  that  chest  lies  the  grand  deed 
which  conveys  the  inheritance,  and  without  the  production  of  which 
my  grandson  and  hi^  family  will  be  ruined.  One  thing  morel  would 
mention,  which  I  wish  you  to  take  down  in  writing.' 

"  Aly  uncle  drew  to  the  table,  and  spreading  a  sheet  of  paper  be- 
fore him,  wit  with  his  pen  ready  to  write  whatever  the  spectre  might 
dictate.  Several  minutes  elapsed,  during  which  not  a  word  was 
s))oken,  when  raising  his  eyes,  he  perceived  the  chair  empty  J  The 
vision  had  disappeared.  He  looked  around  the  room,  exaraineil  the 
door  and  windows,  but  could  discover  notlnng  which  indicated  how 
it  had  made  its  exit." 

"  I  suppose  the  candles  burned  tolerably  blue,"  remarked  Simon 
Barnardiston. 

"Of  course,"  responded  Hugh  Buckner. 

"And  what  did  your  uncle  do?  "  inquired  Mary  Falconer. 

"  Why,  he  went  down  to  the  old  gentleman's  grandson,  by  whom 
he  was  received  with  unexpected  civility,  though  ."s  perfect  stranger 
to  him.  In  the  course  of  conversation,  he  mentioned  that  he  knew 
his  grandfather,  and  that  he  was  aware  of  tlie  circumstances  under 
which  it  was  likely  he  would  be  troubled  in  his  possession  of  the 
estates. 

"  '  Ay,'  observed  the  gentleman,  shaking  his  head  ;  '  my  father 
died  so  young,  and  my  grandfather  left  his  affairs  so  confused,  that, 
for  want  of  one  principal  writing,  I  am  in  danger  of  being  diispos- 
sessed  of  this  fine  property  by  my  cousins.' 
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is  to  be  hoped  you  will  be  able  to  finJ  it,'  said  my  uncle. 

hink  I  shall,'  replied  the  gentleman^  looking  significantly  at 

torj  '  now  i/ti«  are  come.' 

'  exclaimed  my  uncle,  in  great  astonishment, 

!g,  you.     I  had  a  dream  last  night,  in  which  I  saw  a  stranger 

ing  yourselt'j  who  said  he   had  come   to  assist  me  in  the 

jry  odd/  said  the  Doctor,  •  that  you  should  have  had  such  a 
13ut   I   suppose  you    have   already   examined  every  place 
t  was  at  all  likely  the  writing  could  have  been  deposited  ? ' 
/ery  drawer,  every  box,  every  cupboard,  every  chest,  every 
id  corner  in  the  house,  from  top  to  bottom,'  replied  the  gen- 

id  what  did  you  do  with  the  boxes  and  chests  after  you  had 

isacked  them  ?  * 

piled  them  up  in  an  old  loft  full  of  rubbish,  which  leadti  out 

le  clock  turret.' 

►hould  like  to  see  that  old  loft,"  said  the  Doctor. 

lat  yuu  may  ;  but  it  is  not  there  you  'II  find  the  deed  of  set- 

,  I  promise  yon.' 

trhaps  not,'  rejoined  my  uncle,  musing. 

irtainly  not,'  answered  the  gentleman.     '  However,  if  you  '11 

ne,  I  *11  show  you  the  place.' 

away  they  went,  and  when  they  entered  the  room,  my  uncle 

very  thing  just  as  the  old  gentleman  had  described,  including 
chest  with  the  rusty  lock  upon  it,  and  the  key — which  would 
turn  round  nor  corae  out." 

w  wonderful !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Dagleish. 

I," continued  Mr.  Carliel ;  "and,  what  was  yet  more  wonder- 
uncle  saw  the  old  gentleman  himself  seated  near  the  win- 

liling  at  him,  and  silently  encouraging  him  by  his  gestures  to 

I  with  his  task ;  but  he  had  sufficient  self-command  to  sup- 

?ery  expression  of  astonishment.  He  glanced  at  his  compa- 
observe  whether  he  was  aware  of  his  grandfather's  presence, 

'ceiving  him  quite  unmoved,  he  was  satisfied  the  spectre  was 

only  to  himself. 

nd  you  say  you  have  ransacked  every  trunk  and  chest  in  this 

'  said  the  Doctor. 

rery  one." 

hat 's  a  queer >loo1dng  old  box,  with  the  key  sticking  out,'  he 

ed. 

h  I '  replied  the  gentleman,  '  that  disappointed  me  the  most  of 
was  full  of  dusty  parchments,  and  I  made  sure  I  should  find 
I  wanted ;  but  it  was  not  tliere.' 

have  a  strange  fancy  come  into  my  head,'  said  the  Doctor, 

wish  you  would  gratify  it.' 

Tiat  is  it? ' 

should  like  to  examine  that  box  myself.' 

here 's  nothing  to  examine  ;  it 's  empty.' 

ever  mind  ;  just  indulge  me,'  rejoined  my  uncle, 

ertainly,'  said  the  gentleman  ;  and  calling  a  servant,  he  bade 

ig  ii  out  from  the  heap  of  chests  beneath  which  it  liiy.    While 

jpioyed,  his  master  addressed  him, '  Don't  you  remember  that 

ill?' 
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"  '  Yes,  air/  says  Will,  '  that  I  do.  I  remember  you  were  so  weary 
with  taking  out  all  the  old  parchments  and  examining  them,  that 
when  you  had  done  you  were  ready  to  faint.' 

"  By  this  time  Will  had  lugged  the  box  out,  and  it  now  stood  be- 
fore the  Doctor  on  the  middle  of  the  floor,  with  the  lid  up,  and  per> 
fectly  empty. 

" '  I  told  you  there  was  nothing  in  it,'  said  the  gentleman.  * 

" '  You  were  right,'  replied  my  uncle,  chopping  his  cane  to  the 
bottom  of  the  box,  and  then  leaning  upon  it,  as  if  to  support  him- 
seli".     *  Have  you  got  a  hammer  and  chisel  handy  ?  '  he  asked. 

"  •  Go  and  fetch  one,  Will,'  said  the  gentleman. 

"  In  a  few  minutes  Will  returned  with  a  hammer  and  cbiMl. 
which  he  gave  the  Doctor,  who  immediately  began  to  knock  upon 
the  flat  of  the  bottom. 

"  '  Do  you  hear  that  ?  '  said  he,  addressing  the  gentleman  eagerly. 

"  '  Hear  what?     I  don't  understand  you.' 

"  •  Why,  the  chest  has  a  double  bottom,  sir — a  false  bottom.  Don'l 
you  hear  how  hollow  it  sounds  ?  ' 

"They  immediately  split  the  inner  bottom  open,  and  there  lay  the 
long-sought  and  much-desired  parchment  spread  flat  along  the  whole 
breadth  of  the  chest." 

"  Well,  only  think ! "  exclaimed  Jlrs.  Dagleish,  lifting-  up  her 
hands  with  astonishment.  "  No  wonder,  Mr.  Carliel,  you  didn't 
know  what  to  say  about  there  being  such  things  as  ghostj,  af^er  this 
wonderful  appearance  of  one  to  j-our  own  uncle." 

"  It  doesn't  appear,  though,"  said  Simon  Barnardiston,  "  that  the 
ghost  told  him  anything  about  the  double  bottom.  He  found  that 
out  himself,  and  that  was  the  principal  thing,  after  all." 

"  Not  exactly  so,"  replied  3lr.  Carliel ;  "  for  whenever  my  nnde 
told  the  story,  —and  he  was  frequently  asked  to  do  so,  — he  always 
added,  '  I  should  never  have  thought  of  the  double  bottom  ;  but  tht 
fact  is,  while  I  stood  looking  into  the  empty  box,  and  thinking  I  bad 
been  made  a  fool  of  by  the  old  gentleman,  I  saw  him  rise  from  his 
seat  near  the  window,  and  advance  towards  me.  I  had  roudi  ado  to 
prevent  myself  from  showing  a  little  uneasiness ;  for  I  was  em^ 
vinced  I  had  to  do  with  a  being  of  another  world,  whatever  mighft 
be  the  reason  of  it ;  and  there  is  a  sort  of  shrinking  from  such  ristt- 
ors,  in  spite  of  ourselves.  He  stood  on  the  opposite  side  of  die  box, 
close  to  his  grandson,  upon  whom  he  looked  with  an  expression  of 
countenance  that  was  quite  heavenly  in  its  benevolent  and  affection- 
ate character,  as  if  rejoicing  in  the  approaching  disclosure,  that  wai 
to  relieve  him  from  all  further  anxiety  and  danger.  JMy  own  eyes 
were  fixed  steadily  upon  him,  which  he  perceiving,  his  countenance 
immediately  changed  to  an  expression  of  intense  satisfaction  with 
me ;  and  motioning  me  to  look  into  the  box,  he  gently  waved  his 
rosemary  branch  to  and  fro,  when  the  bottom  of  it  seemed  to  grow 
transparent :  for  I  saw,  as  plainly  as  it  appeared  aAer  the  felse  bot- 
tom was  removed,  the  parchment  lying  in  the  way  I  have  described- 
The  whole  of  this  passed  in  less  than  a  minute  ;  and  when  I  again 
directed  my  look  towards  him  he  had  vanished,  the  same  as  on  hii 
first  visit.' " 

•'Well,  I  suppose  it's  all  true,"  remarked  Simon  Ba^ardistao, 
"  because  your  uncle  said  so  ;  but  it  was  a  deuced  roundabout  waj 
of  doing  the  thing.     Had  I  been  the  ghost,  I  would  jtist  Ikave  gone 
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e  loft  myself,  took  out  the  parchment,  and  placed  it  on  my 

Dn's  breakfast  table  some  fine  morning,  instead  of  troubling 
ctor.  I  dare  say  he  never  gave  any  of  the  reasons  he  pro- 
Por  sending  him  on  the  errand." 

telieve  not,"  replied  Mr.  Carliel.  "  But  my  uncle  had  some 
>od  reason,  nevertheless,  for  being  satisfied  ;  for  the  gentleman 
1  upon  his  accepting  a  thousand-pound  bank-note,  as  a  slight 
vledgraent  of  the  great  and  sigi\al  service  he  had  rendered 

id  depend  upon  it  thai  was  the  reason  why  the  old  gentleman 
im  ;  that  was  what  he  meant  when  he  said  there  were  divers 
I  why  he  preferred  doing  it  through  him,"  observed  Stephen 
ler. 

jw  that  may  be,  I  cannot  tell,"  said  Mr.  Carliel ;  "  but  the  fact 
thousand  pounds  I  do  know,  for  I  was  with  the  Doctor  when 
Bived  the  letter  containing  it." 

ou  'U  think  what  I  'm  going  to  say  very  foolish,"  said  Mrs. 
sh,  "  but  if  that  note  had  come  to  me,  I  wouldn't  have  touched 
all  the  world.  Anything  I  bought  with  it  I  should  have  ex- 
l  would  do  me  no  good." 

wh  !"  exclaimed  Simon  Barnardiston,  laughing;  "it  was  not 
ost  of  a  bank-note,  I  dare  say." 

ery  likely  not,"  replied  Mrs.Dagleish,  with  increased  gravity  ; 
I  could  never  have  looked  upon  it  like  other  money." 
nd,  strange  to  say,"  added  Mr.  Carliel,  "  it  never  did  my  uncle 
x>d ;  though,  for  my  part,  I  see  no  reason  why  it  should  have 
ned  so." 

here  now  I  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Dagleiab,  casting  a  look  of  triumph 
ion. 

!e  bought  a  field  with  it,"  continued  Mr. Carliel,  "and  built  a 
there;  but  before  the  house  was  finished,  the  field  was  the 
of  an  awful  murder ;  and  after  it  was  finished,  it  was  struck 
htning,  and  burned  down.  He  re-built  it,  and  planted  the 
ftth  trees,  which  all  withered  away,  and  nobody  would  live  in 
juse,  because  it  was  said  to  be  haunted;  and  there  it  stands  to 
ay,  empty  and  falling  to  pieces." 

.ml  rvas  the  house  haunted?  "  inquired  Mary  Falconer, 
•on't  ask  me,"  replied  Mr.  Cariiel,  shuddering  as  he  spoke.    "  / 
ne  of  those  who  used  to  ridicule  the  idea  of  haunted  houses ; 
lived  to  change  ray  opinion." 
1  what  way  ?  "  asked  Hugh  Buckner. 
L  terrible  way  :  too  terrible  to  tell," 

f  Mr.  Carliel  really  did  not  want  to  tell  how  he  became  a  Con- 
o  the  belief  that  houses  may  be  haunted,  he  adopted  the  worst 
}]e  method  of  seeking  his  end :  for  his  mysterious  words  and 
fbed  manner  excited  the  most  lively  curiosity  in  his  auditors, 
nd  all  of  whom  beset  him  with  entreaties  to  go  on.  These  he 
ed  as  long  as  he  could  ;  but  a  taunt  from  Simon  Bamardiston, 
sating  that  he  had  nothing  to  tell,  made  him  resolve  to  relate 
iventure  with  the  Scrbamino  Woman:  and  so  eager  was  the 
circle  to  have  it,  that  nobody  thought  this  time  of  asking  about 
lour ;  the  only  preparation  for  the  story  being  a  little  closer 
ing  together  of  chairs,  a  glance  or  two  at  the  door  by  Mary 
)ner,  her  brother,  and  Hugh  Buckner,  and  an  adroit  turning 
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over  of  the  log  on  the  fire,  edgeways,  by  Mrs.  Daglelah,  so  as  to 
make  it  blaze  up  bonnily. 

"  Tlie  field  which  my  uncle  bought,"  said  Mr.  Carliel,  commni* 
cing  his  story  with  evident  reluctance,  and  in  a  tone  of  voice  which 

betrayed  strong  emotion,  "  was  about  seven  miles  from ,  the 

county-town  of shire.     In  this  town,  or  rather  in  the  outskirts 

of  it,  was  a  private  madhouse,  kept  by  the  celebrated  Dr. ,  who 

was  reputed  eminently  skilful  in  the  treatment  of  insanit)',  but 
withal  liad  the  reputation  of  using  great  severity,  not  to  say  cruelty, 
and  was  moreover  accused  of  receiving  patients  whom  friends  or  re- 
lations might  wish  to  put  out  of  the  way ;  and  who,  it  was  said,  onee 
committed  to  his  care,  never  troubled  them  afterwards.  The  bouse 
was  a  large,  gloomy-looking  place,  surrounded  by  a  high  wall,  and 
all  the  windows  grated  with  iron  bars,  like  a  prison.  The  noises  is- 
suing from  this  place,  especially  during  the  night,  were  so  frightfal 
and  appalling  that  few  persons  liked  to  pass  it  af^er  dark,  and  thoM 
who  were  compelled  to  <io  so,  hurried  along,  as  if  they  expected  to 
iee  at  their  heels  some  of  the  poor  wretches  who  were  howling,  curs- 
ing, and  blaspheming  within. 

"  Among  the  stories  current  in  the  neighbourhood  was  one  re- 
lating to  a  female  lunatic,  whom  they  called  Martha.  It  was  said 
that  about  twenty  years  before,  a  stranger,  who  stated  himself  to  be 
her  husband,  arrived  with  her  in  a  carriage  one  night.  He  informed 
Dr. ,  apparently  with  the  greatest  affliction,  that  she  waa  la- 
bouring under  frenzy  of  so  violent  and  outrageous  a  character,  that 
nothing  but  the  severe  discipline  which  was  understood  to  be  part 
of  his  system  of  treatment,  could  have  any  effect  upon  her.  He  ad- 
vanced a  large  sum  of  money ;  saw  her  lodged  in  one  of  the  strong- 
est cells  of  the  establishment ;  and  renewing  his  assurances  that  the 
unsparing  application  of  the  scourge  was  absolutely  necessary,  de- 
parted, liis  meaning  was  not  misunderstood.  So,  at  least,  ran  the 
story — for  the  shrieks  of  poor  Martha  were  heard  day  and  night,  a« 
if  the  lash  were  indeed  not  spared. 

"  This  at  length  attracted  so  much  notice,  and  there  were  so  many 
strange  rumours  circulating,  that  it  was  determined  by  the  magis- 
trates to  make  some  inquiry  into  the  business,  which,  reaching  tbe 

ears  of  Dr. ,  he  himself  voluntarily  fixed  a  day  for  receiTinff 

them.  In  the  interim,  however,  JVIartlia  was  found  dead  in  the 
very  field  I  have  mentioned." 

"  Dear  me  1  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Dagleish,  "how  shocking  !  " 

"  Poor  creature !  "  said  Mary  Falconer,  with  a  sigh,  "  how  did  she 
get  there,  and  who  killed  her?  " 

"  /  cannot  answer  either  of  your  questions,"  replied  Mr.  Carliel, 
"and  those  who  can,  hold  their  tongues.  It  was  given  out  that  she 
had  m^de  her  escape  from  the  asylum,  and  destroyed  herself;  but 
though  nobody  could  say  she  did  not  do  so,  nobody  believed  she 
^id.  Suppose  the  first  improbability,  that  she  could  break  out  of 
her  cell,  and  snap  the  heavy  iron  chain  by  which  she  was  fastened  to 
the  wall,  and  elude  the  vigilance  of  all  the  keepers  stationed  in  dif- 
ferent parts  of  the  asylum,  was  it  likely  she  could  have  traversed  the 
frequented  road  leading  to  the  spot  where  she  was  found,  without 
meeting  some  person  whose  notice  she  would  have  excited  by  her 
wild  appearance,  and  half-clad  form  ?  Besides,  what  were  her 
means  of  self-destruction  }     Nothing  was  foutid  near  the  body,  or  in 
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rt  of  the  field.  In  her  clenched  hand,  indeed,  she  grasped  a 
fragged  iron,  and  with  that,  it  was  pretende*!,  she  had  so 
)d  her  throat  as  to  cause  death.  No — no  ;  depend  upon  it  the 
ed  woman  never  left  the  asylum  alive.  Alarks  of  the  chain 
e  whip  were  conspicuous  on  every  part  of  her  emaciated  body, 
ig  tufts  of  her  thin  grey  hair  were  matted  together  with  the 
which  had  issued  from  a  deep  gash  on  the  back  of  her  head, 
cottager,  too,  whose  hut  stood  in  a  lane  adjoining  the  field, 
roke  in  the  middle  of  the  night  by  the  sountl  of  men's  voices, 
hen  they  were  heard  no  more,  such  terrific  screams  rang 
h  the  air  every  five  minutes  that  the  affrighted  woman  buried 
je  beneath  the  bedclothes  in  an  agony  of  terror." 
Bw  does  th.nt  agree  with  what  you  have  just  said,  that  she  did 
\ye  the  asylum  alive  ?  "  said  Simon  JBarnardistan. 
jw  did  it  happen,"  replied  Mr.  Carliel,  "  tjiat  the  same  screams 
heard  night  after  night,  and  every  night  on  the  same  spot  ? 
lid  it  happen  that  scores  of  persons  testified  to  this  fact,  until 
no  one  would  come  within  a  mile  of  the  field  after  dark  ? 
lid  it  happen  that  those  same  persons  who  heard  the  scream- 
iw  also  the  dim  shadowy  form  of  a  female  flying  round  and 
the  field,  as  if  pursued,  and  then  suddenly  disappearing  in  the 
lace  where  the  body  was  found  ?  How  did  it  happen  that  a 
•loodless  face  was  seen  pressing  against  the  bedroom  windows 
house  which  stood  in  that  field,  and  this  ao  constantly  just 
midnight,  that  the  family  were  forced  to  quit  it,  and  no  one 
las  ever  ventured  to  live  in  it?  How  did  all  these  things 
a?" 

ay,  /  know  not,"  replied  Simon  Barnardiston ;  "  besides,  I 
enow  that  they  did  happen." 

'ell,  then,  listen  to  what  /  know,"  said  Ulr.  Carliel,  somewhat 
1  at  Simon's  incredulity,  which  in  this  case  implied  a  sort  of 
ch  upon  what  would  seem  to  be  his  own  credulity. 
ire  was  something  rather  startling  in  his  solemn  invitation  to 
after  the  glimpse  he  had  given  of  what  might  be  expected ; 
ally  a.s  the  candles  had  been  neglected,  till  their  snufls  were 
e  dismally  long,  and  tlie  log  of  wood  had  been  suffered  gradu- 
I  flicker  down  to  a  red  heat,  without  any  blnze. 
luff" the  candles,  Stephen,"  said  Mary  Falconer  to  her  brother 
hisper. 

ad  give  that  wood  a  poke,"  said  Hugh  Buckner,  addressing 
ij  who  sat  next  the  fire, 

I  candles  were  certainly  all  the  better  for  being  snuffed :  but 
J  was  poked  in  vain.  It  merely  splintered  into  red-hot  ashes, 
at  emitting  as  much  flame  as  lights  up  a  glow-worm's  tail. 
'.y  uncle,"  resumed  Mr.  C'arliel  when  the  little  group  had  again 
I  down  into  silence,  "told  rae  all  these  circumstances  with 
chagrin,  observing  that  the  foolish  notions  which  had  thus  got 
1  would  have  the  effect,  he  feared,  of  ruining  hia  property  in 
uarter.  I  joined  with  him  in  ridiculing  the  whole  thing,  and 
led  that  he  should  go  down,  and  by  sleeping  in  the  house  him- 
ut  an  end  to  the  delusion.  I  found,  however,  that,  much  as 
ghed  at  the  idea  of  the  '  Screaming  Woman,'  and  the  pale, 
CSS  face  that  was  seen  pressing  against  the  windows,  he  had 
icy  for  undertaking  the  task  I  had  assigned  him ;    but  he 
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jumped  at  ray  proposal  to  undertake  it  myBelf.  I  accordingly  went 
down,  and  was  most  cordially  received  by  the  family,  who  seemed 
half  to  believe,  and  quite  to  wish,  that  my  presence  might  dissolve 
the  spell.  I  inquired,  as  yon  may  be  sure,  very  minutely  into  all 
the  particulars,  and  asked  whether  there  was  any  one  room  in  the 
house  which  the  lady  fancied  more  than  another,  because  if  there 
yv&i,  I  should  prefer  that  one  for  my  bed-chamber.  I  was  promised 
the  room  at  the  window  of  which  she  had  appeared  three  several 
times  the  preceding  night ;  an  occurrence,  it  seemed,  which  had 
never  happened  before.  With  this  I  declared  myself  satisfied  ;  and 
supper  being  announced,  we  were  just  about  to  go  into  the  aDart- 
ment  w^here  it  was  laid,  when  I  saw  the  gentleman's  eldest  dsugnter, 
a  young  lady  about  twenty,  turn  suddenly  pale. 

"'Now  it's  coming! 'said  she.  '  I  know  by  that  low  moaning 
sound  which  the  wind  seems  to  make.  O  God !  what  shall  I  do 
while  it  lasts  P'  and  covering  her  ears  with  her  hands,  she  crouched 
down  upon  a  chair  in  one  comer  of  the  room. 

"  She  had  scarcely  done  so  before  the  very  apartment  in  which  we 
were  all  standing  appeared  to  vibrate  witli  a  prolonged  piercing 
scream,  which  made  ray  blood  run  cold.  It  died  away,  and  again  it 
came,  still  louder,  and  still  more  piercing;  so  as  to  give  one  the  no- 
tion of  some  poor  wretch  upon  whom  the  most  exquisite  torments 
were  being  inflicted.  A  third  time  it  came  ;  but  now  it  was  faint, 
and  tremulous,  and  broken  by  languid  sobs,  as  if  life  were  ebbing 
fast  under  the  torture.  Never  while  I  live  shall  I  forget  the  terri- 
ble sound  of  those  screams,  or  of  that  agonising  one  which  seemed 
to  denote  exhausted  suffering  yielding  up  its  worn-out  spirit! 

"'Let  us  go  to  the  door,'  said  I,  wishing  to  ascertain  whether 
the  other  part  of  the  story  was  true,  that  the  dim  shadowy  form  of 
a  female  might  be  seen  flying  round  and  round  the  field.  1  did  so. 
The  master  of  the  house  accompanied  me.  The  night  was  very 
dark,  and  not  an  object  of  any  kind  was  visible.  I  strained  my 
sight  into  the  darkness  in  every  direction,  but  could  see  nothing. 
This  was  a  sort  of  relief  to  me ;  the  screaming  had  a  little  staggered 
my  resolution  ;  but  I  now  began  to  think  that  possibly  it  was  either 
delusion,  or  some  trick,  being  unaccompanied  by  that  which  it 
would  have  been  more  diPBcult  to  contrive,  if  there  were  any  artifice 
at  the  bottom.  But  the  rcHef,  such  it  was,  soon  vanished.  '  There!' 
said  my  companion,  suddenly  grasping  my  arm,  and  whispering  in 
my  ear,  'there!  there  I  do  you  see?  there  she  goes!  round  and 
round,  like  lightning  ! ' 

"  I  lookL-d  in  the  direction  he  pointed,  and  as  plainly  as  I  now  see 
you,"  said  JNIr.  Carliel,  addressing  himself  to  Mary  Falconer. 

"  Lord !  don't  look  at  me,"  exclaimed  die  affrighted  girl,  who  had 
been  listening  with  breathless  attention,  and  whom  this  appeal 
startled.     "  I  shall  fancy  you  see  the  Scbkaming  Woman  here." 

"As  plainly  as  I  now  see  you,"  repeated  Mr.  Carliel,  "I  saw, 
whirling  round  the  field,  but  not  touching  the  ground,  the  form  of  a 
tall,  thin  woman,  with  outstretched  arms,  and  her  long  white  dress 
streaming  behind  her.  Nay,  as  the  spectral  shadow  seemed  to  past 
within  a  few  feet  of  where  we  were  standing  in  its  rapid  flight,  1 
could  distinctly  hear  the  rushing  sound  of  a  body  passing  through 
the  air  with  great  velocity.    This  continued  for  two  or  tliree  ma« 
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'hen  the  phantom  suddenly  darted  towards  the  middle  of  the 
nk  down,  and  disappeared. 

lat '»  the  exact  spot  where  the  body  was  found,'  observed  my 
ion.  '  Now  are  you  satisfied  ?  We  may  go  in  ;  she  will  ap- 
more  till  after  midnight." 

u.  indeed  satisfied  :  more  than  satisfied  —  I  was  convinced, 
id  ocular  demonstration  of  a  thing  which  could  not  be  the 
ther  of  imagination  or  contrivance ;  and  to  tell  you  the  plain 
'shame  would  have  let  me,  I  should  have  dispensed  with  the 
Qg  part  of  my  task.  However,  I  kept  my  fears  to  myself, 
>ld  face  upon  the  matter,  admitted  it  was  very  strange ;  but, 
friend  Simon  there  in  the  corner,  affected  to  believe  that, 
>r  it  might  be,  it  could  be  nothing  supernatural  j  and  thus 
o  '  screw  my  courage  to  the  sticking-place,'  I  took  possession 
ledchamber,  gaily  promising  to  give  a  good  account  of  the 
ext  morning  at  breakfast. 

it  was  very  venturesome,  I  think,"  observed  Mrs.  Dagleish. 
9  you  said  your  prayers  as  soon  as  you  were  alone." 
id  them  before  I  went  to  bed,  as  I  always  do,"  replied  Mr. 
"  but  I  do  not  remember  that  I  put  up  any  special  one  for 
ision." 

at !  did  you  go  to  bed  ?  "  inquired  Mary  Falconer,  "  and  put 
candle ! " 
ent  to  bed ;  but,  to  confess  the  truth,  I  did  not  put  out  the 

Duld  have  had  half-a-dozen  candles  had  I  been  you,"  ob- 
Hugh  Buckner.  "  I  always  think  one  doesn't  feel  so  afraid 
ling  when  there's  plenty  of  ligi'it.      It  wasn't  a  rushlight,  I 

Rtishliglits  are  nasty  things  — they  burn  so  dim,  and  are  so 
•utter  and  go  out." 

L  you  go  to  sleep?  "  asked  Mrs.  Dagleish. 
yes ;  for  I  did  not  want  to  lie  awake :  but  may  the  next 
r  (if  ever  I  am  doomed  to  have  such  another,)  that  is  to  end 
irrible  a  way,  never — never  be  broken!  A  dream  was  upon 
of  blood  and  death.  The  shrieking  maniac  flitted  through 
in  in  a  thousand  shapes.  At  one  moment  she  seemed  to  be 
g  over  me,  brandishing  a  sword  of  fire.     The  next,  she  ad- 

from  a  dark  comer  of  the  room,  bearing  in  her  right  hand  a 
led  with  some  loathsome  fluid.  Lord  !  how  she  glared  upon 
he  presented  this  draught  to  my  lips,  and  with  her  long  bony 
thrust  into  my  mouth,  forced  me  to  swallow  it.  I  felt  it 
iown  to  my  very  heart  in  slow,  cokl  drops, — and  when  there, 
ght  it  burned  like  a  raging  fire.  The  torment  maddened  me  ; 
pted  to  spring  upon  the  hag  by  whom  it  was  inflicted  ;  but 
sallow  arm  held  me  down.  I  struggled  with  her ;  and  in 
iggle  I  awoke.  The  first  sound  that  struck  my  ears  was  that 
ly  scream,  which  I  had  heard  a  few  hours  before.  It  was 
cl :  it  came  from  the  window :  the  casement  flapped  as  if 

by  a  strong  wind:    and  tliough  my  very  sinews  seemed 

and  withered  by  the  sound,  I  threw  myself  out  of  bed,  and 
ed  towards  the  window.  I  tore  the  curtains  asunder,  and 
tressed  close  against  the  glass,  I  itatv  a  pale,  hloodie.sii  visage, 
•e  of  whose  red  eyes  seemed  to  scorch  my  own.  I  well  re- 
r  what  followed  —  the  impulse,  which  I  could  not  resist,  to 
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dash  my  hand  through  the  panes.  As  I  did  so,  the  lips  of  the  pfa 
torn  quivered,  the  scream  rang  again  through  the  npartroent.  and  I 
fell  senseless  on  the  floor.  The  noise  of  the  broken  glass  awakened 
the  master  of  the  house,  who  hastened  into  my  room,  and  found  me 
in  a  swoon,  with  my  band  dreadfully  cut  and  bleeding.  Here  are 
the  scars  still  remaining,"  continued  Mr.  Carliel,  showing  the  back 
and  wrist  of  his  right  hand,  "  and  I  never  look  at  thetn  without  a 
shuddering  recollection  of  how  they  came  there." 

"And  was  it  never  known,"  said  Mrs.  Dagleisb,  "how  that  poor 
creature  came  by  her  death  ?  " 

"Never.  The  matter  was  hushed  up;  no  inquiries  were  made 
by  any  of  her  family,  and  stranpers,  whatever  they  might  think, 
did  not  care  to  come  forward.  I  believe,  indeed,  not  even  Dr.  — 
himself  was  acquainted  with  her  name  or  history." 

"  Poor  soul ! "  ejaculated  Mary  Falconer,  yawning  as  she  spoke. 
This  set  them  all  yawning,  which  produced  a  general  decl^ratioo 
that  it  was  very  late,  and  time  to  go  to  bed.     But  nobody  moved. 

"  And  you  saw  the  face  quite  plain  through  the  glass,  did  you  ?  " 
asked  Hugh  Buckner,  addressing  Mr.  Carliel,  at  the  same  time  di- 
recting bis  looks  towards  the  window  of  the  room  in  which  they 
were  sitting. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  replied  Mr.  Carliel ;  "  there  was  no  mistake  about  the| 
matter ;  and  I  have  seen  it  many  a  time  since." 
"  Good  gracious  !  where  ?  "  said  Airs.  Dagleish. 
"  I  see  it  now,"  he  continued  calmly,  turning  his  eyes  upwards  to 
the  ceiling.  Immediately  all  their  eyes  were  hurried  upwards  to 
the  ceiling,  "And  I  can  bring  the  hideous  image  before  me  at  any 
time,  so  strong  was  the  impression  it  produced.  In  like  manner  I 
often  hear  tlie  scream  ringing  in  my  ears." 

He  had  scarcely  tittered  the  words  when  a  terrific  screaming  was 
heard,  which  apjjcared  to  come  from  below  stairs.  Mrs.  Daglei&n  and 
Mary  Falconer  screamed  in  chorus;  Mr.  Carliel  grew  pale;  Stephen 
Falconer  caught  up  the  poker;  Hugh  Buckner  held  fast  by  his 
chair  ;  and  Simon  Barnardistun  made  for  an  old-fashioned  cupboard 
in  one  corner  of  the  room,  into  which  he  vanished  in  the  twinkltl^( 
of  an  eye. 

The  screaming  continued,  —  footsteps  were  heard  hurrying  along 
the  passage,  —  the  door  flew  open, -^  and  Jesse,  the  servant  wench. 
rushed  in. 

"  Oh,  ma'am  !  "  said  she,  addressing  her  mistress,  "  I  have  been 
80  frightened !  " 

"  Frightened ! "  cried  Simon,  issuing  from  his  hiding-place  the 
moment  he  heard  her  voice,  "  what  the  devil  was  there  to  frighten 
you,  you  foolish  girl  ?  " 

"  Oh,  so  frightened  !  "  continued  Jesse,  dropping  into  a  chair,  and 
beginning  to  cry  moat  lustily,  holding  her  apron  to  her  eyes  with 
both  hands. 

"  She  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  herself,"  quoth  Hugh'  Buckner,  his 
teeth  chattering  as  he  spoke. 

Stephen  Falconer  gently  restored  the  poker  to  its  place,  advanced 
towards  his  sister,  who  seemed  very  much  inclined  to  go  into  hy*- 
terics,  called  it  "  a  capital  joke,"  and  tried  to  laugh. 

"  1  don't  know  what  it  all  means,"  said  Mrs.  Dagleish,  recovering 
from  her  alarm,  "  but  it  is  very  trying  to  one's  nerves  to  have  such 
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scream  in  the  house,  just  as  we  were  all  thinking  about  the  poor 
Creaming  woman." 

"  The  coincidence  is  certainly  curious,"  remarked  Mr.  Carliel ; 
but,  though  startled  at  first,  hang  me  if  I  can  help  laughing  at  it 
ow  ;  '*  and  forthwith  they  all  began  laughing  at  each  other,  which 
ut  a  stop  to  Jesse's  crying :  she  thought  they  were  laughing  at  her, 
ut  wondered  why.  At  last  she  laughed  too,  partly  from  the  infec- 
ous  nature  of  that  "inarticulate  expression  of  sudden  merriment," 

3  Johnson  defines  it,)  and  partly  from  the  recollection  of  what  had 

ased  her  own  fright. 

"  It  iras  certainly  very  ridiculous  !  "  exclaimed  Mary  Falcooer, 
le  tears  running  down  her  cheeks. 

"  Very,"  added  Mrs.  Dagleish. 

"Plenty  of  screaming,  down  stairs  and  up,"  said  Stephen. 

"  I  sha'n't  forget  how  you  looked  when  you  laid  hold  of  the 
loker,"  quoth  Simon  Bamardiston. 

.   "Norl  hovr  tfOu  looked,  when  you  bolted  into  the  cupboard  in 
Jouble-quick  time,"  retorted  Stephen. 

'  Nor  I,  how  we  all  looked,"  observed  Mr.  Carliel ;  at  which  the 

Qgh  began  again,  and  continued  till  their  very  sides  ached,  and 

eir  temples  throbbed. 

Jesse,  meanwhile,  who  knew  nothing  of  how  the  family  had  been 
■mating  themselves  since  supper,  could  not  for  the  soul  of  her  un- 
derstand why  her  screaming  should  be  the  cause  of  such  excessive 
merriinent. 
At  last  they  ceased  laughing,  and  ttien  she  was  called  upon  to 

Klain  what  had  happened  to  her,  which  she  did  in  few  words. 
hing  to  go  to  bed,  she  had  fallen  asleep  by  the  kitchen  fire  ;  but 
f  awakened  by  something  tickling  her  left  ear.  "  Putting  up  my 
wind,"  she  continued,  "  to  scratch  my  ear,  1  laid  hold  of  1  did  not 
www  what ;  it  was  soft  and  warm,  like  a  mouse ;  but  how  a  mouse 
*old  get  behind  my  ear  I  could  not  think.  However,  it  jumped 
■W  of  my  hand,  and  came  with  such  a  bounce  upon  the  floor  that  I 
wought  it  would  run  up  ray  petticoats  perhaps  ;  so  I  set  up  a 
Week,  (I  couldn't  help  it,)  and  ran  out  of  the  kitchen." 

The  mystery  thus  solved,  the  Christinas  gossipers  soon  after  sepa- 
'Jted  for  the  night,  but  not  before  it  was  settled  that  Mrs.  Dagleish 
"tould  tell  her  story  of  "Tub  Black  Riband"  next  morning  at 
^"Bdi£ut. 
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^tratxss  atn  I,  and  false  to  thee  ? 
Repent  tbee  of  thy  charge  severe. 
*tt  honours  my  fiilelity, 
■E'en  as  he  holds  ihy  beauty  dear. 

«o  could  another's  charms  compare, 
IMight  model  of  all  grace!  to  thine  ? 
^BBh  'mid  the  shepherds  roving  there, 
^whose  conslaney  can  equal  mine  ? 


I  promised  to  exist  for  thee. 

Nor  did  a  thought  remain  untold  ; 

And  yet  thou  hiist  a  doubt  oF  me. 
Already  hath  thy  faith  gry»fu  cold. 

In  thee  my  heart  and  spirit  dwell, 
I  live  to  love  and  sigh  for  ihee ; 

ir  thine  I  atn  not,  Myrifaa,  tell 
To  whom  hast  thou  surrendered  me  ? 


>0I~   IX. 


t 


*  Born  at  Stuttg:an,  in  1584  ;  died  in  London. 
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PLAIN  ADVICE  TO  AIR.  OABRIEL  BLACKADDER, 

A   YOUNO   COUNTRY  ATTORMKT, 
ON  WILL-MAKING,   AND  ON  THE   EXECUTOBSBIP   AND  TRUSTSBSHIT. 


**  I  said,  there  wu  a  Mxnety  of  men  amon^  as,  bred  up  from  thdr  yoath  in  th( 
art  of  provinff,  by  words  multiplied  for  the  purpone,  that  white  ia  Mack,  and  black  ■ 
white,  acoording  aa  they  are  paid.  To  thia  society  all  the  net  of  the  pcMiple  an 
•laves."— Swift. 


The  recent  irregularities  of  the  Post  Office  delireries  hare 
the  following  letter  of  advice  to  get  into  a  wrong  attom^'a  hands,  and 
he  has,  as  matter  of  course,  opened  it,  and  retained  it.  Intended,  aa  it 
appears  to  be,  for  the  instruction  and  guidance  of  an  individnal  oalj, 
still  the  matter  is  of  such  general  interest  that  its  publication  and  di^ 
semination  would  appear  to  promise  good  in  various  quartera.  Then 
are  more  "Mr.  Blackadders"  than  one  in  the  Law  List;  and  tlww 
victims  of  the  fang,  styled  in  the  pleasing  language  of  I^anec, 
"  Cestnique  trusts,"  may  like  to  know  how  they  are  oitten  I 

TO  GABRIEL  BLACKADDER,  ESQ. 

Little  OraspingtoB,  19th  Anguat,  IMA. 
Mt  dear  Gabriel, 

Odt  of  the  great  regard  I  bore  to  your  dear  father,  Ilr.  Aaplcj 
Blackadder,  —  who  might  have  turned  his  many  professional  opporta- 
nities  to  vast  account,  if  he  had  not  unfortunately  been  counteracted 
by  a  softness  of  heart  and  disposition  quite  inimical  to  the  progrm 
and  success  of  a  country  attorney, — I  am  anxious  to  put  you  in  pmwCT 
sion  of  a  few  hints  as  to  arrangement,  conduct,  and  prudence  as  a  pio> 
fessional  man,  which  I  think  will  not  be  thrown  away  upon  yoik 
Your  probationary  time  with  the  respectable  firm  of  Messrs.  I'lke, 
Row,  Badgery,  and  Cramp,  (Lincoln's  Inn  attorneys,)  is  now  over; 
and  from  finding  you  at  your  office  at  least  once  out  of  every  twenty 
times  I  called  upon  you,  I  am  satisfied  that  you  have  applied  jonraeu 
to  your  avocations  with  more  diligence  and  zeal  than  is  to  be  wand  ia 
any  one  young  gentleman  from  the  districts,  out  of  fifty.  And  I  must 
say  that  when  I  have  found  you  at  your  post,  you  have  not  been  idling 
your  time  as  others  of  your  kind  are  in  the  habit  of  doing, — for  I  have 
invariably  detected  you  reading  the  morning  paper,  or  mending  a  pen, 
or  engaged  in  some  way  cultivating  your  knowledge  of  men  and  thinn 
Your  valuable  life,  Gabriel,  is  now  to  commence.  As  with  Afr.  S^ 
tun's  Adam,*  your  "  world  is  all  before  you  where  to  choose "  joor 

*  The  moment  Eve  was  created  —  that  is,  the  moment  then  were  fiM  on  the 
earth,  brawling  and  bickering  commenced,  — and  a  neparaling  mediator  (the  tn* 
character  of  the  attorney)  immediately  stepped  in,  and  taught  the  pair  to  "aercr." 
I  believe  the  devil  ii  the  first  solicitor  on  record.  He  has,  however,  left  a  laiye 
professional  family ! 
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for  practice  and  emuliiment ;  and  it  will  nut  he  my  fuult  if  the 

F  my  departed  friend  do  nut  turn  outun  eminent  attorney  as  well 

ight  prasperoiis  man.     The  name  of  Diackadder  will,  I  trust,  be 

er  associiited  with  ttiat  uf  a  couutry  alturuey  ! 

e  inability  of  yitur  father  (who  resided  near  Lancaster),  my  good 

;  friend,  to  co-operate  cordially  and  effectively  with  that  itijieni- 

ut   unfortunate  practitiimer,   Mr.  Wrong,   who  made  himself  a 

a  to  all  country  professors  in  litigation — not  only  to  guide  hut  to 

—  is  firesh  in  my  memory.     Mr.  Wrong  practised,  I  understand. 

Teat  and  commanding  scale,  and  but  for  meeting  an  obstinate  old 

icer,  who  had  rugged  and  antiquated  notions  of  rightsi  and  pro- 

I  have  no  doubt  he  would  have  been  an  opulent  example  to  se- 

trustees,  and  all  rural  advisers  and  followers ;  and  would  have 

juished  himself  extensively  as  "  a  next  friend "  to  persons  of 

i  property.  Your  father — forgive  me,  Gabriel,  for  alluding  to  hii 

8  and  imperfections, — was  a  far  too  yielding,  good,  easy,  consci* 

s  man  ;  and  there  cannot  be  a  doubt  but  that  he  affected,  with 

aiiit  of  a  timorous,  enfeebling  consider jtiun,  several  parts  of  the 

mt  unhappy  will  cause  in  his  neighbourhood.    It  is  a  pity  he  in- 

d.     You  must  endeavour,  if  you  cannot  forget,  to  avoid  this  un- 

jng  weakness ;  and  let  me  assure  you  that  it  will  require  all 

ire  {us  you  mean  to  settle  somewhere  in  Yorkshire,  Lanciiahire, 

itmoreland,)  to  overcome  the  prejudice  which  exists  (owing  to 

provident  dispute)  against  legal  persons  as  executors,  guardians, 

a,  and  next  friends.     However,  I  never  yet  knew  a  comely, 

d  blue-bottle  object  to  fly  into  the  web,  though  he  did  see  sun- 

le,  dried,  brown  skeletons,  of  his  fellow-creatures  gibbeted   in 

I  it  would  appear^,  for  the  sake  of  example  :  and,  In  angling  in 

•ta  or  the  Lune  (your  favourite  rivers)  you  must  have  observed 

1  never  in  the  spring  saw  a  par  object  to  rise  because  he  had 

n  one  of  his  barred  cum  pan  ions  estranged  by  your  means  from 

;ty. 

■e  you  can  possibly  (unless  you  have  some  lucky  parochial  tur- 

professional  death  in  the  village) — I  say,  my  dear  Gabriel,  be- 

1  can  possibly  become  fairly  embedded,  as  it  were,   in  a  solid 

,  you  will  have  to  watch  the  querulous  on  fair-days,  provoke 

sputes  at  the  farmers'  ordinaries,  bestir  yourself  in  bastardy 

f  course  I  need  not  caution  you  to  be  invariably  concerned  for 

er, — a  mother  never  pays!)  and  prosecute  or  defend  poachers, 

ise  may  be ;  I  have  known  poachers  as  worthy  men  in  the  way 

g  a  lawyer,  as  the  squire  that  persecutes  them,  or  the  justice 

tmits  them.     Besides, — as  you  are  probably  better  paid  by  the 

f  the  game-laws,  — your  zeal  in  the  cause  of  a  poor  oppressed 

9  }'ou  a  good  name  in  the  neighbourhood ;  and  as  there  is  a 

rapid  communication  passed  between  the  followers  of  similar 

you  are  likely  to  have  professional  calls  from  the  surprized 

rithout  a  licence,  —  the  maimed  sufferer  snatched  out  from 

le  wheels  of  that  great  political  Jaggeinaut  "  the  Customs," 

the  twilight  prey  of  the  Excise.     These  will  make  your  first 

nd  much  depends  upon  your  own  effrontery  before  a  bench  of 

-.es  for  a  triumphant  career  in   this  particular  line.     Be  not 

Never  attend  without  three  or  four  volumes  of  Bacon's 

ent,  or  a  bunch  or  so  of  Reports,  or  Jacob's  Law  Dictionary, 

;ht  calf-bound  book,  —  if  in  folio  the  more  imposing.     You 
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cannot  be  too  loud  against  the  bench, —  too  brow-beating  towards  wit- 
nessses,  —  or  too  unflincbing  in  the  asserlion  of  cases  and  precedent*. 
Nerer  mind  your  grammar — be  garrulous.  Fat,  aged,  vain  old  gen- 
tlemen, in  powder,  and  the  commission  of  the  peace,  like  to  have  law 
■upplii'd  lo  tbem  by  the  ton,  like  coal,  from  your  wharf,  and  are  not 
particular  as  to  the  sliitisbness  in  quality,  provided  you  deliver  them 
a.s  lutv  coal.  I  cannot  too  strongly  impress  it  upon  yuu  that  you  most 
take  it  for  granted  when  you  enter  the  justice-room  that  the  only  law 
then  present  is  under  your  own  arm,  and  that  the  only  instrument  for 
calling  it  into  use  is  in  your  own  mouth.  I  remember  once  attending 
on  behalf  of  a  nian  who  was  discovered  working  an  illicit  still,  and  hav- 
ing no  book  about  me  but  an  odd  volume  of  Cooke's  Bankrupt  Law,  I 
read  an  extract  from  the  act  on  the  subject  of  "  beginning  to  keep 
house,  &c."  and  worked  it  up  with  reference  to  a  case  or  two  on  the 
subject  of  the  petitioning  creditor's  debt,  and  I  brought  my  man  o/f  on 
the  bare  ground  of  the  extreme  ditiiculty  of  the  law  un  the  matter! 
From  this  you  may  (iafely  set  it  down  us  an  unalterable  rule,  that  you 
mav  quote  antf  law  u[>on  avt/  occasion,  provided  you  confound  it  with 
the  subject  in  hand,  and  well  knead  it  up  with  impenetrable  cases  and 
imaginary  precedents.  However,  I  shall  take  it  for  granted  that  a 
young  man  of  your  talent  and  intentions,  will  not  long  remain  without 
an  imbecile  landowner,  a  sick  farmer,  or  a  distressed  \i'idow,  to  opea 
to  you  the  field  of  power,  wealth,  and  fame ;  over  which  it  will  be 
my  earnest  endeavour  tu  direct  yuu  properly  and  triumphantly  to 
tread ! 

And  here  let  me  tell  you,  ex  calhcdrS,  that  you  must  yourself  have 
no  granite  of  passion  or  humanity  within  your  breast,  my  dear  Gabriel, 
of  which  to  make  your  highway  of  life.  Your  feelings,  your  very 
heart,  must  be  macadamized ;  so  that  while  all  may  appear  smooth  to 
others,  you  yourself  may  repose  in  that  confidence  which  arises  from 
the  knowledge  that  even  all  the  ground  and  small  particles  of  your 
nature  are  but  dissevered,  multiplied,  and  individual  flints  .'  Harden 
yourself  into  a  practice  of  being  severe  and  rigid  in  all  your  actions, 
and  then  you  shall  never  fail.  Pope,  acknowledged  to  be  one  of  our 
best  moral  writers,  remarks,  "  Tiie  habit  of  a  whole  life  is  a  stronger 
thing  than  all  the  reason  in  the  world  \  "  Let  wealth  be  your  iir>t 
great  aim  and  end :  "  Put  money  in  your  purse,"  and  the  world  is 
your  very  obedient  humble  servant.  What  says  Swift, — "Grow  rich, 
and  you  will  have  no  enemies ! " — Of  this,  however,  I  have  my  doubts, 
if  you  have  a  friend. 

Vou  are  an  only  son.  It  is  a  misfortune.  I  wish  you  could  bare 
had  one  brother  in  the  church,  and  another  in  the  medical  line.  Vou 
then  would,  bating  the  liueadraper,  the  grocer,  and  the  banker,  (which 
probably,  liuwever,  would  be  one  and  the  same,)  be  in  )H>$ses8inn  of 
the  whole  village  and  its  iieigbbourhood-  It  would  be  hard  indeed  if 
any  given  ailing  man  could  e^cape  the  whole  of  you  ;  and  of  a  truth 
the  leech  and  the  spiritual  adviser  must  work  indolently  indeed  if  they 
do  not  by  the  usual  means  reduce  the  poor  man  into  a  state  (it  for  the 
mukiug,  in  a  reasonable  time,  a  will.  Physicking,  sound  unremitting 
physicking,  and  an  uninterrupted  course  of  spiritual  admonishing,  can- 
not fail  to  bring  down  the  burliest  of  minds  to  the  required  lowness: 
and  then  you  come  in  upon  the  troubled  waters  of  his  mind,  like  oil,  to 
smooth  his  worldly  aflairs,  and  provide  for  the  trusteeship  hereafter. 

The  common  interchange  of  thoughts  and  converse  with  those  who 
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kill  indisputably  become  your  fir&t  clients,  will  very  much  teud  tu  qua- 
lify you  for  a  strict  application  and  adherence  to  your  duties.  Do 
pot  be  very  Hqueamish  about  y<»ar  night-times;  because  I  have  known 
touch  early  buKiness  sprint:  out  of  the  little  hours.     But  permit  your< 

leii  rest  enough  to  ensure  your  leaving  your  bed  early  in  the  morning. 

[t  is  then  that  the  corns  of  the  conscience  get  Mire  iind  puinful.     Rise 

ttffore  you  have  time  to  air  your  thoughts  on  the  pillow:  the  peace  of 
miud  uf  an  attorney,  like  eloquence,  consists  in  action,  action,  action  ! 
DvinuAtheUes  was  no  simpleton.     I  read  lately,  to  kbow  the  weakness 

0  which  the  human  mind  of  a  man  nut  crystallised  by  the  law,  may 
le  jtubdued,  a  maudlin  sentiment  of  one  Dr.  Arbuthnot,  painful  indeed 
lo  contemplate  in  one  of  his  years,  piety,  and  pnictice :  "  I  have  not 
leen  anything  as  yet  to  make  me  recant  a  certain  incunvenient  opinion 

1  bare,  that  one  cannot  pay  too  dear  for  peace  of  mind  !  "  One  rejuices 
lo  see  that  the  inconvenience  is  admitted.  And  what,  let  me  ask,  in 
anything  in  this  life,  apart  from  convenience  f 

Vou  will  find,  my  dear  Gabriel,  that  the  fundamental  principles  on 
which  our  law!>  are  based  have  been  referred  to  and  acknowledged  by 
■ur  best  writers  time  out  of  mind.  And  surely  nothing  could  be  more 
Unwi»e  in  u  follower  of  the  law,  as  far  as  his  own  interests  are  concern- 
ed, or  mure  discourteous  on  his  part  to  the  admitted  sovereignty  of  cus- 
tom, than  to  break  in  upon  the  delicacies,  and  to  disturb  the  mazes  in 
l^bich  the  ail-nbundant  law  is  rich.  I  have  known  a  very  simple  gen- 
tleman, who  hath  l>een  lately  labouring  very  lustily  in  the  idle  and 
fctile  endeavour  to  bring  about  a  new  and  plain  phraseology  in  our  acts 
tf  pMrliament ;  but  I  have  such  confidence  in  the  wisdom  and  con- 
Kaacy  of  our  legislators,  and  in  their  devoted  attachment  to  precedent, 
Ihdt  I  shall  be  very  much  surprised  if  they  can  be  brought  to  consent 
io  an  abandonment  of  the  good  old  English  artistical,  mystical,  parlia- 
Bcntary  language.  Surely  if  tlie  laws  were  comprehensible  by  magia- 
ntes  and  unprofessional  every-day  men,  they  would  lose  half  their 
ity  and  effect  upon  the  people  in  general ;  for,  depend  upon  it, 
riel,  the  difficulty  in  arriving  at  a  meaning  at  all,  even  by  experi- 
iced  lawyers,  is  one  of  the  grand  sources  of  mural  effect  in  an  act  of 
.ent.  Swift  (the  literary  gentlemau  I  have  already  referred  to) 
following  passage  sketches  a  likeness  of  the  law,  with  per- 
a  hitter  expression,  hut  still  certainly  with  something  like 
lity. 

'It  is  a  maxim  among  these  lawyers,  that  whatever  hath  been  done 
fore  may  legally  be  done  again  :  and  therefore  they  take  special  care 
record  all  the  decisions  formerly  made  against  common  justice,  and 
general  reason  of  mankind.  These,  under  the  name  of  preceJcntt, 
cy  produce  as  authorities  to  justify  the  most  iniquitous  opinions ; 
111  the  judges  never  fail  of  directing  accordingly. 

In  pleaJding  they  studiously  avoid  entering  into  the  merilt  of  the 
;  but  are  luud.  violent,  and  tedious,  in  dwelling  upon  all  circum" 
which  are  nut  to  the  purpose.  For  instance,  in  the  case  al- 
mentioned,  they  never  desire  to  know  what  claim  or  title  my  ad- 
ry  hath  to  mv  cow,  but  whether  the  said  cuw  were  red  or  black, 
r  horns  long  or  short ;  whether  the  tield  I  graze  her  in  be  round  or 
VquAre  ;  whether  she  were  milked  at  home  or  abroad  ;  what  disease* 
«he  is  subject  to,  and  the  like.  After  which  they  consult  prccedenlt, 
kljuuru  the  cause  from  time  to  time,  and  in  teJi,  twenty,  or  thirty 
^fuLT*  cuate  to  an  issue. 
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"  It  is  likewise  to  be  observed,  that  this  society  batli  a  peculiar  esat 
and  jargon  of  their  own,  that  no  other  mortal  can  understand,  aoi 
wherein  all  their  laws  are  written,  which  they  take  special  care  to  mol- 
liply  ;  whereby  they  have  wholly  confounded  the  very  essence  of  truth 
and  falsehood,  of  right  and  wrong,  so  that  it  will  take  thirty  years  to 
decide  whether  the  field,  left  me  by  my  ancestors  for  six  genentioiM, 
belong  to  me,  or  to  a  sftranger  tliree  hundred  miles  off." 

Having  offered  these  general  observations  for  your  consideration,  I 
shall  now  conclude  that  through  the  death  or  defalcation  of  a  previom 
agent,  or  in  consequence  of  sudden  illness  in  a  country  gentleman,  or 
through  the  benevolent  selection  on  the  part  of  some  weli-fortuned 
widow,  you  are  called  upon  to  exercise  those  great  powers  and  func- 
tions with  which  you  ure  endued;  and  that  estates  and  families  are 
about  to  become  dependent  upon  your  legal  husbandry.  You  are  seat 
for  to  a  languishing  or  an  agitated  bedside,  —  and  now,  my  dear  Ga- 
briel, throw  your  whole  professional  soul  into  a  passage  which  ought  to 
be  printed  in  letters  of  gold  in  the  Law  List,  and  in  your  Lett's 
Diary, 

"  There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men, 

Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortuoe  ; 

NeKlwied, —  all  the  voyage  of  men's  lives 

is  bound  up  id  shallows  and  in  miseries  !  " 

Your  fortune  is  at  the  flood  in  the  dying  man's  room.  And  now  are 
rou  called  tn  act  with  firmness,  oneness,  and  discretion.  The  will  is 
to  he  made!  The  pru[HTty  ascertained,  it  is  for  you  to  suggest  the 
mode  of  its  appropriation  ;  for  I  never  yet  saw  the  man  who  was 
competent  to  undertake  himself  this  dithcult  part  of  the  taak. 

You  will,  Gabriel,  have  been  an  ill  manager  if  you  have  not  in 
some  cases  wormed  yourself  into  the  stewardship,  or  accomplished  the 
IM>Hse8sion  of  leases  and  title-deeds,  and  in  fact  been  the  active  manager 
or  agent  of  the  testator  some  time  before  be  dies.  Get  a  farm  into  your 
own  tenancy  as  soon  as  may  be,  and  never  mind  the  rent  being  a  little 
large  at  the  outset.  You  will  see  anon  the  value  of  this  course  of  cuo- 
duct.  Confirm  firstly  in  the  will  the  appointment  of  youraeJf  as 
steward.  Allow  all  reasonable  travelling  expenses;  costs  as  between 
client  and  solicitor,  and  give  yourself  a  life-interest  in  the  farm  at  a 
nominal  rent.  Make  yourself  trustee  and  executor,  with  enunciating 
powers  to  all  around  you.  Yuu  are  to  pay  the  annuity  to  the  widow 
during  her  widowhood  (iiccording  to  your  approval  of  her  conduct). 
You  are  to  be  guardian  to  the  sun  or  daughter,  with  a  prohibitwry 
)H>wer  over  marrying.  Yuu  are  to  have  a  discretionary  right  to  cut 
timber;  sell,  buy,  or  exchange  lands;  keep,  hire,  or  discharge  aer> 
vants ;  and  to  repair  buildings  and  let  farms  or  houses.  You  will  take 
care  that  a  htrge  surjdus  is  to  be  at  your  disposal,  —  either  to  be  io- 
vested  or  divided  (us  you  pleu&e),  or  expended  in  improvements,  or 
Consumed  in  costs;  /or  on  this  surplus  the  great  command  over  an 
excited  family  is  to  depend.  Let  "  a  one  of  them  "  talk  of  chancery, 
and  you  cut  off  the  supplies.  You  act  as  a  conscientious  trustee 
against  the  rebellious,  to  protect  the  submissive ;  and  can  have  appa- 
rently no  personal  motives  to  act  otherwise  than  for  the  benefit  of  the 
estate.  Invest  yourself  with  liberty  to  raise  monies  by  way  of  uiurt> 
gagei  and  to  puy  them  off  again ;  because  you  can  always  get   up  aa 
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arrearage  of  rents,  and  tnortgages  and  dJscburges  are,  as  Marall  (a  fine 
old  model  for  you,  by  the  wuy,)  says,  ''  very  costly."  You  will  act 
riaely  to  oppose  all  tliis  armour,  in  which  you  are  arrayed  against  the 
fiamily,  with  apparent  shields  against  yourself.  Leave  yourself  a 
mourning  ring,  or  a  few  guineas,  and  appoint  an  arbitrator  from  some  of 
the  old  barristers  in  London,  or  at  a  great  distance,  who  will  of  course, 
for  a  proper  fee,  pass  your  accounts  in  ignorance  and  generosity.  Last- 
Wi  get  some  other  attorney  to  be  a  witness  to  the  wil,  and  pay  him 
ftir  bis  trouble  ;  it  would  be  hard  indeed  if  such  a  service  should  be 
denied,  and  it  does  wonders  as  to  your  own  opeu  conduct. 

"  A  fellow-feeling  makes  us  wondrous  kiud." 

1  believe  I  have  given  you  such  directions  as  to  the  framing  the  will 
ai cannot  fail  to  place  you  in  gigantic  power;  and  now,  presuming  the 
t«tator  to  have  afforded  you,  by  a  timely  retirement  from  life,  a  fair 
opportunity  of  exercising  your  manifold  rights,  I  will  proceed  to  give 
ymt  a  few  hints  as  to  your  conduct  as  executor  and  trustee. 

"  The  ioill — where  Death  has  set  his  seal, 
Nor  Age  can  ctilll,  nor  rival  sieaJ, 
Nor  Falsehood  disavow  !  " 

Remember,  my  dear  Gabriel,  you  must  never  write  a  letter,  con- 

nm  with  tenant,  legatee,  or  annuitant,  but  you  must  lug  in  the 

•«d»,  "  oonsistentlv  with  your  duty  as  trustee .'  "  or,  "  ready  as  your- 

idf  individually  to,"  &c.;   "  but  as  a  conscientious  trustee,"  &c. ;  or, 

"confidence  reposed  in  you  by  testator,"  or  *'  unceasing  regard  and  re- 

•p«ct  for  the  wishes  of  the  deceased  ; "  or  "  consideration  for  the  inter- 

«t»  i)f  tJiose  intrusted,"  &c. ;  or  "  due  regard  for  your  own  [character 

«» executor;"  or  "unflinching  observance  of  your  actions  as  trustee." 

Yoti  ^vill  soon  drop  into  a  proper  style  of  phraseology,  and  adapt  vour 

IiDguage  to  the  decorum  of  your  situation,  and  the  necessities  arising 

OQt  of  your  actions. 

The  will  proved,  you  commence  your  reign :  and  it  is  your  own 

if  you  are  deposed  or  involved  in  war.     Commence  the  tyrant  at 

All  the  members  of  the  family  should  act  the  fies  to  your  Do- 

mitian.     Throw  off  all  the  previous  fawning  and  servility,  and  plunge 

the  full  tide  of  power.     Ask  for  the  money  in  the  house ;  seize  all 

■t  deeds,  account-books,  banker's  book,  inventories,  &c.  and  com- 

ijce  the  subduing  of  the  widow  by  severities  of  manner,  and  insinu- 

Uions  against  conduct  and  character.     Express  disgust  at  your  own 

W\)ours  and  responsibititSes  to  come,  and  complain  of  your  large  claims 

nnsettled.     Use  a  little  new  language,  and  threaten  chancery  for  your 

own  protection. 

It  were  to  be  wished  that,  to  the  utter  exclusion  of  all  relations  and 
fiipiids,  you  could  have  left  all  to  yourself ;  but  tbi.s  is  a  diingerous  aiid 
iiniKiliiic  course,  and  leads  to  litigation  against  yourself.  Give  small 
»onuitie8  to  sons  or  nephews, — bestow  triding  legacies  on  otd  bosom- 
triifiuls,  —  nay,  even  permit  a  residue  of  a  well-tiiinned  personalty  to 
^«aceiid  to  the  widow  or  daugliter.  These  little  desertions  of  self  tell 
importantly  with  the  world,  and  in  the  Court  of  Chuncery.  Vou  can 
■'*»  then  make  the  suspension  or  death  of  the  annuity,  or  benefit,  a 
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penalty  jmposed  on  any  questioning  of  the  will.  You  may  even  aOov* 
an  estate  to  go  to  the  legal  heirs  of  a  son,  or  grandson,  or  nepbew, — if 
you  accompany  the  siime  with  a  restriction  from  marriage  without 
your  own  consent  in  writing.  Should  the  residue  be  left  to  the  widow, 
you,  as  receiver,  will  be  able  to  render  it  what  you  please ;  and  be  bure 
to  make  it  out  with  a  stntement  of  shilling;*,  pence,  and  halfpence, — 
(never  mind  how  small  the  pounds,)  —  a  hnlfpenuy  is  invaluable,  he- 
cause  it  will  savour  of  tbe  reality.  Be  sure  not  to  ]>ay  over  the  tntliog 
amount,  xvhich  you  will  be  certain  to  find  the  residue  to  consi^t  of, 
w  ithout  taking  a  release.  It  is  n  virtuous  act  in  you  to  save  the  estate 
as  much  as  possible  ;  and  yuu  will  do  yourself  no  ill  turn  in  fortifying 
against  alt  risk  except  an  appeal  to  equity.  Do  not  forget  that  ycai 
will  be  sure  to  find  long  bills  of  costs  unsettled  at  the  time  of  the  tes- 
tator's death,  which  must  be  defrayed  out  of  the  residue  ;  and  if  yon 
charge  and  retain  *  as  you  ought  to  do,  there  never  can  be  a  balance  of 
more  than  a  few  pounds  left  for  the  residuary  legatee. 

You  will  remember,  Gabriel,  that  1  have  already  recommended  you 
to  give  yourself  the  power  of  buying,  selling,  or  exchanging  lands; 
and,  with  reference  to  rendering  this  power  of  essential  value,  you 
must  be  very  careful  in  purchasing  a  rood  or  two  of  land  in  the  imme- 
diate neighbourhm»d  of  that  belonging  to  the  testator's  estate,  in  order 
that  vou  may  confound  boundaries,  and  improve  your  own  property. 
You  may  be  the  intermediate  purchaser  of  hind  with  a  bad  or  que»- 
tionable  title,  and  Lave  clearly  a  right  (see  Will)  to  sell  it  fur  the 
benefit  of  the  cestiiique  trust,  iind  add  to  the  value  of  your  otvn  freehold. 
Part  with  a  good  barren  upland,  or  rude  luU-plnntation,  explaining  to 
the  family  that  tlie  beauty  of  the  estate  is  increase<l.  The  inheritors 
of  land  have  an  eye  to  the  picturesque;  whilst  you  will  remember 
■  Fielding's  Peter  Pounce :  —  "A  fig  for  prospects,"  answered  Pounce  ; 
["one  acre  here  is  worth  ten  there  ;  ond,  for  my  own  part,  I  have  no 
'delight  in  the  prospect  of  any  land  but  my  own.'  Continual  sales  and 
exchanges,  Gabriel,  are  not  effected  without  deeds  ;  and  I  think  1  netnl 
not  hint  to  you  huw  much,  owing  to  the  difficulty  of  the  titles,  yua 
will  gain  in  the  abstract. 

It  is  of  vital  importance  that  you  should  at  the  commencement  of 
your  trusteeship  disclaim  wealth  in  the  strict  discharge  of  your  duties. 

*  No  one  will  dispute  the  plain  tniUis  with  which  llie  follntvitif^  |>asiu>gr,  fmtu 
the  pen  of  Aimey,  opens  and  concludes  ;  liut  the  imponfibilili/  which  tli«  poet  ]ire«Hn 
into  his  sen-ice  lu  su  illustration  haii  recently  given  up  the  ghost  ! — and  Old  Ncp. 
tune,  under  the  pri>lVs>innaI  care  of  Dr.  Puislev,  bu  had  an  emetic  or  two,  cf  liadn- 
rally  adminiatered  to  him,  which  liaa  made  him  "ramit  up  the  Royal  Oewge," 
with  a  vengeance.  This  is  the  mo»t  extcusivc  case  of  sea-sickness  on  record.  It 
will,  however,  tuke  a  wilderness  of  Paisleys  to  adminitter  an  effective  emetic  to  ■ 
lairjw's  purse ! 

"  Not  one  of  all  the  trade  that  I  know 

E'er  f.-kils  to  take  the  ready  rhino, 

M'hidi  haply  if  his  purse  receive. 

No  human  Hit  can  e'er  retrieve  ; 

Sooner  the  daring  wight*  who  go 

Down  to  the  watery  world  below 

.Shall  forte  Old  Neptune  to  disgorge 

And  vomit  up  the  Koyal  Oeorge, 

Thau  he  who  haiii  a  bargain  made. 

And  legally  his  cash  convey'd. 

Shall  e'er  hi*  pocket  reimhurw 

By  diving  in  a  lawyer's  punc." 
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.Ve  had  no  opportunities  of  attending  to  your  own  interests.  To 
[pin  to  Peter  Pounce,  Fielding  hath  so  well  described  the  con- 
well  as  the  tankage  you  should  adopt,  that  I  cannot  do  better 
•ess  him  into  my  service. 

Taney,  Mr.  Adams,  you  are  one  of  those  who  ima<rine  I  am  a.  lump 
jy  ;  for  there  are  many  who,  I  fancy,  believe  that  not  only  my 
.,  but  my  whole  clothes,  are  lined  with  Lank-hills.  But  I  aa- 
u,  you  are  all  mistaken ;  I  am  not  the  man  the  world  esteems 
F  I  cnn  hold  my  head  ab(>ve  water,  it  is  all  I  can.  /  have  in- 
ntfself  by  purchasing.  I  have  been  too  libera!  of  my  money- 
,  I  fear  my  heir  wilt  find  my  aifaira  in  a  worse  situation  thnn 
e  reputed  to  be.  Ah!  he  will  hare  reason  to  wish  I  had  loved 
more,  and  land  less.  Pray,  my  pood  neighbour,  where  should 
that  quantity  of  riches  the  world  is  so  liberal  to  bestow  on  me? 
could  I  poxxihh) ,  without  I  had  stole  it,  actjuire  j»«cA  a  Irta- 
' — '  Wliy,  truly,'  says*  Adams,  '  I  have  been  always  of  your 
.  I  have  wondered  as  well  as  yourself  with  what  contidence 
uld  report  such  things  of  you,  which  have  to  me  appeared  as 
npossibilitieii ;  fur  you  know,  sir,  and  I  have  often  heard  you 
that  your  wealth  is  of  your  own  acquisitiun.  And  can  it  be  cre- 
lat  in  your  short  time  yuu  should  have  aniLissed  such  a  heap  of 
e  as  these  people  will  have  yuu  worth  P  Indeed,  had  you  inhe- 
D  estate  like  Sir  Thi)ma.s  Boobv,  which  had  descended  in  your 
for  many  generations,  they  might  have  had  a  colour  for  their 
ns.' — *  Why,  what  do  they  say  I  am  worth  ? '  cries  Peter,  with 
lous  sneer.' — '  Sir,'  answered  Adams,  'I  have  heard  some  aver 
I  not  worth  less  than  twenty  thousand  pounds  ! '" — Fielding, 
tr  allow  a  farmer  to  have  an  interest  in  the  land  he  cultivates 
that  of  a  tenant  at  will ;  for  unless,  he  is  dependent  upon  your 
,  he  is  a  dangerous  sort  of  vermin  on  the  land  he  rents.  You 
3  able  to  keep  the  terror  of  dismissal  over  liim,  or  he  will  re- 
le  repairs  charged  in  your  accounts  to  be  really  done  ;  and  will 
the  exchanges  of  fields,  and  the  cheese-parings  of  land,  which 
J  see  fit  to  make  ;  and  will  think  rather  of  sound  farniing  than 
live  vassalage.  On  no  account  omit  the  variation  of  fences  ;^ 
8  may  defeat  surveys  and  maps  as  to  the  trust  estate,  and  furnish 
for  maps  of  your  own.  If  there  be  rivers  and  mountain-streamB 
ig  about  the  property,  they  are  invaluable  ;  because  the  damage 
I  to  stone  walls  at  a  distance,  and  worthless  banks,  form  match- 
ndatiuns  for  charges  in  the  accounts,  and  are  incessant  sources 
inary  waste  and  damage.  A  good  mountain-stream  ought  to  be 
i  thousand  a-year  to  you.  Always  object  to  repairs  that  ought 
lade,  on  account  of  the  great  expense  of  the  repairs  that  are  not 
and  because  you  may,  in  the  character  of  trustee,  be  called 
1  account  by  the  next  heir.  Lug  in  the  words  tenants  in  tail- 
Kcause  they  are  very  confusing  to  inexperienced  ears,  and  sound 

must  never  think  of  trees  but  as  timber,  as  I  have  entreated 
consider  rivers  and  streams  but  as  means  of  devastation  and 

of  visions  of  repair.  Avoid  rhapsody  and  poetry  as  you  would 
aps  aud  spring-guns.  This  seems  a  foolish  warning  to  a  coun- 
trney  ;  but  I  unce  read  of  a  certiticated  gentleman  who  was  be- 
in  an  inland  county  ;  and  I  hold  it  right  to  caution  you  against 
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even  a  remote  danger.  I  remember  your  father  read  Pomfretl's 
and  lost  the  drawing  of  Dr.  Buggins's  lease ;  but  then,  it  mu»t  be 
fessed,  he  (yotir  father,  not  Bugging)  wob  a  man  of  extraonitnarj 
weakness.  i<'acts,  my  dear  Gabriel, — facts  and  absolute  things  are  t^ 
mutter  for  a  lawyer's  mind, — unless  he  is  making  bis  own  representa- 
tions,— and  then  he  may,  of  course,  divert  facts  into  the  smooth,  torto- 
ouB,  and  ii^eeable  current  of  his  own  views.  Of  trees,  howerer,  o» 
rather  timber,  —  for  oil  leaves  and  branches  are  superfluities, —  it  is 
right  you  should  take  a  just  estimate. 

Threaten  to  cut  down  ornamental  timber,  not  as  ornamental  tnniis; 
and  cut  it  down  whenever  it  improves  your  own  prospects,  or  exteaili 
a  proper  system  of  espionage.  Create  an  auctioneer,  amd  n<rarish  on 
exciseman :  you  will  understand  why.  Sell  sometimes  openly,  and  Mime- 
times  by  private  contract ;  thus  inauiry  may  come  to  &  check.  Wood 
to  an  intelligent  trustee  is  of  incalculable  importance.  The  felling, 
the  peeling,  the  barking,  the  sawing,  the  carriage,  are  all  unquekttoo- 
able  items  of  expense,  and  no  one  can  unravel  the  results.  You  can 
make  yuur  own  gates,  perfect  your  own  fences,  and  no  one  except 
yourself  be  the  gainer. 

Turn  a  deaf  ear  to  all  personal  abuse,  unless  you  ure  attaclced  as  t 
professional  man, — that  is,  called  "lawyer;"  for  you,  like  j>oor  Betty.  ■ 
in  Mrs.  Tow-wouse's  inn,  ought  as  naturally  to  feel  the  word  revoltiiic ^H 
as  she  did  the  one  from  her  mistress,  "  so  odious  to  female  ears."  "  1  ^H 
can't  bear  that  name,"  answered  Betty.  "  If  I  have  been  wicked,  I  am 
to  answer  for  it  myself  in  another  world  ;  but  I  have  done  nothing  that's 
unnatural."  If  any  timber  should  happen  to  be  blown  down  by  Mmir 
fortuitous  storm,  cart  it  away,  and  confound  it  with  timber  cut  d<nm. 
The  estate,  or  some  one,  will  be  benefited. 

Having  the  power  of  hiring  and  discharging  servants,  you  will  be 
but  the  weed  of  a  country  attorney  if  you  do  not  get  all  yoor  own  la^ 
bouring  work  done  at  no  cost.  Indeed,  but  that  I  would  not  urge  you 
to  any  overcharge  unworthy  the  character  of  a  professional  trustee,  I 
should  advise  you  to  charge  something  for  the  employment  of  the 
labourers'  leisure  time.  Take  care  to  have  them  illiterate :— educated 
servants  ore  fatal  to  the  well-ordered  accounts  of  a  trustee.  An  alter* 
nate  course  with  them  of  bullying  and  treating  is  the  surest  one  vou 
can  adopt.  Take  receipts  for  all  payments  made,  as  they  will  oAea 
serve  for  payments  not  made  ;  and  mind,  if  possible,  that  your  auditor 
never  puts  his  initials  to  vouchers,  because  that  will  prevent  tbeir 
serving  again  in  the  mtuters  of  your  accounts. 

I  would  advise  you  (to  use  a  mercantile  phrase)  to  keep  yonr  books 
by  double  entry  ;  that  is,  keep  two  sets  of  books, — one  of  them  to  show 
receipts  and  payments,  and  tjuite  correct,  for  the  eye  of  a  live  client ; 
the  other  unsettled,  unpaid,  and  unclosed,  ready  fur  immediate  use 
after  his  death. 

"Tbus  are  you  doubly  arrn'd, — your  death  and  life, — 
Your  bane  and  antidoie  are  both  before  you." 

And  before  I  conclude  this  long  letter,  allow  me  to  draw  yoar  atten- 
tion to  the  subject  of  game  ;  because,  trifling  as  it  may  appear  to  you 
when  compared  with  the  more  important  matters  of  which  I  have 
treated,  it  is  rightly  regarded  one  of  the  most  abundant  sources  of  bu- 
siness to  a  country  attorney  that  an  estate  cau  produce.     I  never  see  a 
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inl  strut  out  upon  the  sunny  greensward  of  an  evesing,  and  feed 
ifoodside,  but  a  thousand  tender  images  tif  action  for  trespass, 
nations  and  indictmt'nt  of  poachers,  neighbourly  lieartburnings 
ickerings,  mamirial  rights,  interested  justices,  warnings  off  uf 
s,  presents  to  tt'stutors  (uf  their  own  property)) — I  sny,  thoughts 
lerahle  spring  up  in  my  breast,  —  and  I  do  not  see  in  that  gor- 
birda  viere  bird  onUj — (I  am  like  Rlr.  Puff,  and  "am  not  too  sure 
I  beefeater  !") — an  attractive  object  for  health  and  hope  to  follow 
;h  thicket,  copse,  and  plantation  and  wood  ;  —  I  look  upon  him 
.he  joy  with  which  parents  contemplate  BIrs.  Johnson's  soothing 
I  and  see  in  him  "  a  real  blessing  to  latvt/ers  I  "  When  he  "  cn- 
is  apjiearance  "  before  me,  he  comes  in  all  the  beauty  of  "a  writ 
nmons ;"  iind  liis  crow  is  to  my  ear  a  perfect  "  declaration  I " 
l)a^'e  read,  no  doubt,  my  dear  Gabriel,  during  your  legal  studies, 
agreeable  and  instructive  books.^-or  I  am  mistaken  ns  to  the 
flap  down  of  your  desk  M'hen  I  hare  called  »t  your  ofhce,  or  thi> 
f  motion  of  your  pad  ; — you  will,  in  such  reading,  have  no  doubt 

thut  certain  birds  and  beasts  are  peculiar  to  some  particular 
I  or  cause-  The  cock  was  dear  to  ^l^sculapius, — the  rat  is  appro- 
d  to  the  politician, — the  wolf  is  sacred  to  Rome  (though  I  confess 
k  Law  could  have  made  out  a  good  title  to  this  voracious  ani- 
—and  the  owl  may  be  seen  to  perch  for  ever  on  the  brow  of  the 
ss  of  Wisdom  ; — so  1  distinguish  the  pheasant  to  be  xacrcd  to  the 
•tf  latfijcr.     It  is  his  bird  ! — it  is  one  of  his  feathered  penatesl — . 

with  a  prudent  and  wary  eye  to  the  real  properties  of  game,  let 
'er  you  a  few  ubservatiuns  on  the  mode  in  which  you  should  regu- 
our  conduct.     Do  not  shoot  yourself —  (of  course  1  do  not  here 

I  a  caution  as  to  your  personal  safety, — for  it  would  be  unwise  in 
erplexity  rashly  to  snatch  at  deserts,  however  well  merited) — I 

do  nut  yourself  go,  guiiered  and  gunned,  over  field  and  furrow, 
jh  beans  and  stubble,  over  turnips  and  clover,  in  search  of  idle 

The  exercise  in  itself  is  too  clearing  of  the  mind  to  square  with 
irofessional  lubours.  It  takes  the  yellow  out  of  the  blood,  clari- 
le  mind,  breathes  the  heart,  and  unties  you  for  taking  that  jaun- 
view  of  other  men's  affairs,  and  preserving  that  dogged,  perse- 
\,  cold-blooded  attention  to  your  own,  ivithout  which  testators 
Te  and  die  for  you  in  vain,  and  trusts  will  become  valueless  and 

Remember  ifuurs  is  a  higher  and  a  mure  siibtitantiHl  sport.  Ainu 
r  game  (forget  nut  that  you  tuke  out  your  caiijicaic}, — or  rather 
is  an  inverted  mode  of  this  kind  of  pursuit ;  for  it  is  t/owr  busi- 
0  pass  over  man  as  though  he  were  commuii  earth,  and  to  dag  as 

fields,  pastures,  woodlands,  and  closes  (your  natural  game)  as 
in  manage.  If  the  will  be  earefull}'  drawn,  luid  the  estates  will 
t  it,  you  will  of  course  leave  yourself  a  gamekeeper  or  two,  with 
t  to  find  them  in  fustian  jackets,  gunpowder,  double-barrelled 
and  wages.  And  should  there  happen  to  be  deer  and  a  park, 
HI  not  be  the  country  practitioner  and  trustee  I  take  you  to  be, 

cannot  at  once  initiate  him  into  the  perfect  mystery  of  the  rijie. 

keepers,  appointed  by  yourself,   and  paid  through  your  hands, 

»vould  reaminiend  you  to  get  rid  of  ali  old  servants  with  the  ul- 
iespatch,  and   to  ajipoint  Jiew  ones  from  such  as  know  nothing 

those  curses  upon  Uiem'als,  reading  and  writing,)  will  soon  know 

II  the  game  must  go  to  your  house  or  office,  to  be  distributed,  of 
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course,  amongst  the  most  respectable  nnd  deserving  of  tbe  teoootTT. 
You  know  well  what  all  this  means.  You  will  thus  be  able  not  only 
to  supply  your  own  table  with  these  delicate  and  reasonable  substitute* 
for  butcher's  meat,  but  you  will  be  enabled  to  let  your  servants  dine 
upon  these  wholesome  luxuries  at  least  four  or  five  days  out  of  the 
seven  ;  for  a  good  master  in  never  above  permitting  thoae  who  serve 
him  assiduously  to  partake  of  tbe  good  things  of  this  life  !  But — tiod 
here  I  entreat  your  undivided  attention  —  you  have  here  at  your  com- 
mand the  great  means  of  obtaining  or  securing  clients  ;  you  are  em- 
powered  now  to  lend  pn-sents  to  the  aged,  the  sick  and  wealthy,— or 
rather,  to  the  aged  wealthy  and  sick  wealthy-  A  brace  of  partridges 
well  bestowed  is  worth  a  codicil  to  you  any  day  ;  and  a  couple  of  wood- 
cocks, cunningly  sent,  not  only  take  their  own  long  bills  with  them, 
but  herald  faithfully  long  bills  fur  the  days  to  come !  These  Utile  at- 
tentions are  more  than  golden,  from  the  tottering  testator's  faithful 
and  unsleeping  agent.  And  then  the  birds  are  not  what  schoolboys 
call  "  given  out  and  out :"  they  but  rooxt  with  the  rich  feeble  and  in- 
firm, and  fly  back,  after  death,  in  a  thousand  pleasing  and  repaying 
shapes.  You  merely  invest  a  cock-pheasant,  lend  a  snipe  on  personal 
assurance,  and  assigt  in  a  moment  of  emergency  a  testator  with  a  teal. 
I  have  known  a  barrel  of  oysters  carefully  laid  out  on  real  security, 
and  jiaid  off,  after  the  borrower's  breath  is  scunt,  with  usurious  interest, 
in  the  shape  of  a  close  or  an  upfield,  or  maybe  a  farm.  On  no  account 
allow  the  cestuique  trust,  or  any  incumbrance  in  the  way  of  legatee,  an- 
nuitant, or  next  of  kin,  to  be  troubled  with  game.  It  only  whets  a 
false  appetite,  and  holds  out  a  seeming  of  allowing  "  a  one  of  them  ** 
to  interfere  in  the  palpable  benefits  of  the  estate;  which  you  know  it 
will  be  your  bounden  duty,  in  essentials,  radically  to  prohibit  and  pre- 
vent. Once  or  twice  in  a  season  you  may  get  upon  a  very  tall  horse, 
and  take  a  long-appointed  day's  coursing  with  the  low  tradesmen, 
poachers,  underkeepers,  and  tag-rag-and-bobt.iil  of  the  neighbourhood. 
This  will  be  a  di.Htinguitihing  day  for  you,  if  properly  managed  ;  uud 
on  no  account,  Gabriel,  allow  any  one  else  in  the  held  to  be  on  horse- 
back. The  trustee  should  be  seen  "  himself — alone  I  "  You  can  after 
a  hard  day  (for  you  will  of  course  give  your  troop  all  the  severe  exer- 
cise in  your  power)  permit  beer  and  bread  and  cheese  at  the  near  ale- 
house to  th«  gang,  and  charge  the  expense  very  properly  to  the  trust 
estate.  It  may  easily  and  safely  come  under  the  head  of  "  aUuteaHct 
to  tenant*  on  outgoings,"  or  "  expenses  to  labourers  on  such  and  such  a 
J'arm "  (the  fields,  of  course,  over  which  you  have  coursed).  Indeed, 
there  are  a  thousand  small  ingenious  incidentals  ready,  on  a  well- 
trusteed  estate,  with  open  orms  to  receive  these  little  hospitable  and 
well-timed  outlays.  Should  any  interested  creature  (for  all  Mills  un- 
happily furnish  some  such  to  tarnish  the  otherwise  brilliant  life  of  a 
Erofessional  executor  and  trustee)  express  any  wish  for  a  hare  or  ■ 
race  of  birds,  or  presume  to  take  a  day's  shooting,  or  ask  one  for  a 
friend,  you  cannot  be  too  angrily  peremptory  in  a  refusal,  accompany- 
ing it  with  notices  from  the  tenants.  (You  will  of  course  take  care  to 
have  all  your  tenants  tenants-at-will, — that  is,  at  your  wilt,  and  ready 
to  submit  to  any  act  you  dictate  or  desire,  and  lo  go  if  necessary.) 
And  the  keeper  must  shoot  every  strange  dog  (and  you  know  that  must 
be  indeed  »  strange  dog  that  dare  to  hunt  with  a  relation  of  the  testator 
or  bis  heir  at  law) ;  and  you  must  declare  in  a  very  solemn  way,  sealed 
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I  many  spontaneous  imprecations,  that  you  know  nothing  of  game, 
lat  Tou  ao  not  yourself  shoot, — and  tliat  you  believe  there  is  not  a 
I  of  game  upon  the  estate.  This  will  show  that  it  is  not  your  own 
ooal  interest  or  amusement  you  study,  and  will  incontrorertibly 
'e  that  you  ore  so  taken  up  with  the  higher  duties  of  your  situation, 

TOO  cannot  spore  time  to  attend  to  matters  of  such  trivial  moment. 
Uy,  on  this  head,  it  will  be  very  desirable  if  you  can  worm  yourself 

toe  supervision,  care,  and  entire  control  of  two  estates  that  are 
jguous ;  because  you  can  then  work  your  keepers  double  tides, 

by  judicious  interchange  of  men  and  poets,  yon  can  give  both  pro- 
ics  the  benefit  and  protection  of  your  well-chosen  servants.  And 
I  quite  sure  that  as  the  two  estates  are  thus  kept,  no  one  of  ever  so 
ttmish  a  nicety  in  the  construction  of  agents'  accounts  can  object  to 
wages,  dress,  guns,  and  ammunition  of  each  keeper  being  charged  * 
rately  to  each  trust.  I  should  certainly  advise  yon  never  to  dis- 
I  of  game  for  actual  and  immediate  money,  —  that  is,  not  to  sell  it. 
uy  open  the  way  to  an  account  in  the  Master's  Office,  should  yoa 
appily  find  any  one  wicked  and  weak  enough  to  hunt  you  on  to 
ncery. 

k^itb  a  careful  eye  to  the  few  hints  I  have,  perhaps  tediously,  thrown 
for  your  guidance,  I  have  confident  hopes  that  your  own  mind  will 
np  all  the  interstices.  You  cannot  do  better  than  regard  with  ear- 
tsen  the  lines  of  a  poet,  who  perhaps  intended  not  well  to  the  craft, 

who  haa  properly  described  the  thoroughbred,  well-trained  country 
ney,  and  his  place  of  all  work. 

"  Lo !  that  small  office  !  there  the  incautious  guest 
Goes  blindfold  in,  and  that  maintains  the  rest; 
There  in  his  web  lb'  observant  spider  lies, 
And  p«ers  about  for  fat  iotrudiog  flies  ; 
Doubtful  at  first,  he  hears  the  distaot  hum. 
And  feels  them  flutt'ring  as  they  nearer  come ; 
They  buzz  and  blink,  and  doubtfully  they  tread 
On  the  stroTijf  biid-lime  of  the  utmost  thread  ; 
But  when  tfiey  're  once  entangled  by  tlie  gin, 
With  what  an  eager  cln.sp  he  draws  them  in  ; 
Nor  shall  they  'scape  till  after  long;  delay. 
And  all  that  sweetens  life  is  drawn  away." 

•perity  (I  had  almost  said  "good")  attend  you ! 
Yours  affectionately, 

BuDGSLL*  Jeffries. 

J.— Do  not  fail  to  reply  to  me  as  to  your  reception  of  my  re- 
k«  ;  —  and  pray,  Gabriel,  put  any  queries  to  me  on  points  which 
call  for  yonr  enlightenment.  I  am  very  anxious,  ns  a  frit-nd  to 
race  of  Blackadders,  to  watch  your  progress ;  and  if  you  do,  as  I 
t  with  confidence  hope  you  will,  practically  carry  out  my  advice 
iwitb,  it  will  be  most  gratifying  to  me  to  give  to  the  world  of  at- 
eys  not  only  the  few  lines  of  advice  I  have  addressed  to  you,  but 
results  of  them  upon  a  thorough,  hard-bent,  practising  individual. 
Y  will  come  out  usefully  as  a  piece  of  legal  autobiography. 

liet  Budgell  char^  low  Grub  Street  on  hit  quill, 

And  write  wbate'er  be  please, — except  my  will. —  Pope. 
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Metvit  (SnglanU  in  t^e  olHen  Citite: 

OB,    PBBBORINATION8   WITH    UNCLE   TIM  AND   MR.    BOSKT,    OP 
LITTLB   BRITAIN,    DBYSALTBR. 

BY  GEOROB  DANIEL. 

"  Dost  thou  think  beeauM  Hum  «rt  virtuoiu  there  ihall  be  no  mm*  okes  ami 
ale  i " — Shakspsare. 

CHAPTER   Xltl. 

Unclb  Timothy  was  a  most  excursive  talker  and  walker.  He 
had  no  set  phrases ;  nothing  ready  cut  and  dried  (which  is  ofkai 
very  dry)  for  formal  intellectual  displays.  When  he  row  in  the 
morning,  unless  bound  by  some  engagement,  he  hardly  knew  whi- 
ther his  footsteps  would  tend.  He  was  to  be  seen  looking  into  ca- 
riosity shops ;  rummaging  old  book-stalls ;  turning  over  portfolios 
of  curious  prints ;  making  gossiping  calls  among  his  good  friends, 
the  booksellers ;  stepping  into  a  book- auction,  a  panorama,  an  exhi- 
bition of  ancient  pictures  ;  sometimes  rambling  in  the  green  fidd% 
and  not  unfrequently  making  one  of  Punch's  laughing  audiences. 
The  world  would  have  called  Iiim  idle — but 

"How  various  his  employments,  whom  the  world 
Calls  idle,  and  who  justly  in  return 
Esteems  the  busy  world  an  idler  too  I" 

Though  the  world's  pursuits  brought  more  care  to  the  heart  and 
profit  to  the  purse  than  his  own,  he  wished  they  might  only  prove 
as  innocent  and  as  honest. 

Uncle  Timothy  had  just  got  scent  of  an  ancient  carved  figure  of 
Falstaif,  that  once  adorned  the  overhanging  doorway  of  the  Bcmu's 
Head,  in  Eastcheap  ;  not  the  original  scene  of  revelry  where  Prince 
Hal  and  Sir  John  turned  night  into  day.  That  merry  hostelrie, 
where  "  lean  Jack  "  slept  on  benches  in  the  af\emoon,  and  unbut- 
toned himself  after  supper,  had  been  replaced  by  another,  bearing 
the  same  immortal  sign,  which  rose  on  its  ruins  immediately  after 
the  fire  of  London.  "The  Boar's  Head  (which  we  well  remember) 
was  cut  in  stone,  and  let  into  the  brick  work  under  the  centre  win- 
dow of  the  first  floor.  This  house  had  been  recently  pulled  down, 
in  order  to  make  room  for  the  new  London  Bridge  improvements ; 
but  Uncle  Timothy  heard  that  the  figure  had  been  carefully  reserved 
by  the  proprietor,  as  a  memorial  of  so  celebrated  a  site.  'Thither  he 
oumeyed  on  a  voyage  of  discovery.  The  owner  of  the  Boar's  Head 
ad  departed  this  life ;  but  the  neighbours  referred  him  to  a  ne- 


i:      .  .    .. 

phew,  dwelling  in  an  adjoining  street,  who  had  succeeded  the  old 
gentleman  in  business.  The  worthy  tradesman  received  him  with 
courtesy,  and  proceeded  to  narrate  what  had  transpired  since  the 
demolition  of  the  tavern.  The  story  of  the  figure  was  strictly  true. 
His  late  uncle  regarded  it  as  un  interesting  relic,  and  his  widow, 
smitten  with  a  kindred  feeling,  had  retired  into  the  country,  carry- 
ing witli  her  Sir  John  Falstaff ;  and  it  was  not  at  all  likely  that  she 
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lid  relinquish  possession  of  the  fat  knight,  until  commanded  by 
inexorable  separatist  that  parts  the  best  friends.  While  Uncle 
lothj,  on  his  way  homeward,  was  whistling,  not  for  "  want  of 
aght,"  but  the  figure,  he  espied  a  new  Boar's  Head  in  the  imme- 
e  I'icinity  of  tlie  old  one ;  and,  as  the  attraction  was  too  powerful 
ie  resisted,  be  walked  in,  and  soon  found  himself  in  a  spacious 
rtment,  carved,  fretted,  and  mullioned  in  the  ancient  style  ;  the 
liture  was  grotesquely  ornamented  and  antique ;  tlie  holly  and 
eltoe  were  disposed  in  various  parts  of  the  room ;  a  huge  fire 
Eed  cheerfully ;  and  round  a  massy  oak  table,  black  with  age,  sat 
ftaff.  Prince  Henry,  Sir  Toby  Belch,  Sir  Andrew  Agueclieek, 
Hugh  Evans,  Justice  Shallow,  Poins,  Peto.  Touchstone,  Corporal 
D,  Ancient  Pistol,  and  Lieutenant  Bardolph  !  That  "  base-string 
Immility,"  Francis,  waited  upon  the  company ;  and  the  shrill 
bi  of  Hostess  Quickly  were  heard  in  an  angry  colloquy  with  the 
■ring  girl,"  Doll  Tearsheet.  A  boar's  head  with  a  lemon  in  his 
nh  adorned  the  centre  of  the  table,  and  immediately  before  Sir 
to  FalstaS*  was  a  magnificent  bowl  of  sugared  sack  compounded 
ae  dame  in  her  very  best  humour,  and  not  excelled  by  that  me- 
fd)le  draught  which  the  oily  knight  so  cosily  tapped  down,  when 
(wore  to  mine  hostess,  "  upon  a  parcel-gilt  goblet,  sitting  in  her 

Shin  Chamber  at  the  round-table,  by  a  ^ea-coal  fire,"  that  he 
A  marry  her  and  make  her  "  my  lady."    Every  guest  had  a  horn 
silver-mounted ;  and  black  jacks  of  sparkling  ale,  and  cakes  in 
D(Iance,  strewed  the  festive  board.    Some  racy  joke  on  Bardolph's 
tiing  nose  had  just  been  fired  off,  and  the  company  were  in  liigh 
riment. 

Surely,"  said  Uncle  Timothy  to  himself,  "  this  is  a.  masquerade. 
A  an  unbidden  guest ;  but  the  Enchanter's  wand  is  over  me,  and 
ttnot  either  advance  or  retire." 

ir  Andrew  thrummed  his  viol-de-gambo  ;  and  Sir  Toby,  having 
ified  himself  with  a  long  draught  out  of  a  black  jack,  witli  true 
ttiDeM  of  voice  and  gesture  struck  up  a  glee. 

THE  BOAR'S  HEAD. 

ToBT.    Because  some  folks  are  virtuous,  Sir  John,  shall  you  and  I 

Forswear  our  wassail,  cakes  and  ale,  and  sit  us  down  and  sigh  ? 

The  world  is  still  a  merry  world,  and  this  a  merry  time  ; 

And  sack,  is  sack,  Sir  John,  Sir  Jack !  though  in  it  tastes  ihe  lime. 

fatery  eye  of  Sir  John  Falstaff  twinkled  with  exquisite  delight 
"led  himself  a  cup  of  sack  and  responded. 

There 's  nothing  extant.  Sir  Tuby,  but  cant. 
A  pla^e  of  all  cowards  I     Here,  Bardolph,  my  Trigon  ! 

You  and  I  will  repent. 

And  keep  a  lean  Lent. 

Presuming  it  long, 

Let  us  first  ha«e  a  song, 

And  dismally  troll 

It  orer  a  bowl. 
To  honesty,  manhood,  good  fellowship  bygone. 

Pistol,  my  Ancient ! 

I  'U  ne'er  prove  a  stopper, 
By  my  sword,  that 's  true  steel ! 
MlPM.  By  nose,  that 's  true  copperl 
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Fautavf.  .    Corporal  Nym^ 

Nnf .  ...       In  sack  let  me  swim ! 

Fautatf.     .        .        .    Gadshill  and  Peto — 
Gadsbill  &  Peto.    .        Sweet  wag  I  take  our  veto. 
Falstaff.      .  .    Motley  too — 

Clowk.      .        .        .        My  cockscomb  to  yoa  I 
Falstaff.      .        .  Good  Justice  Shallow — 

Shalww.  .        .       I 'm  true  to  you,  "Tallow  1" 

Falstaff.      .        .        .    Sir  Andrew,  Sir  Hugh — 
Sib  Akdbew  &  Sib  Hugh.  We  '11  drink  as  you  br«w! 
Falstaff.  .        Poins  joins !  Hal  shall  1 

Dame  Partlet  the  bea !  Doll !  Francis  ! — 
Fbakcis.  Anoal — 

All.        .        We  're  all  your  liege  subjects,  right  glorious  Sir  John ! 

Chobds.  The  lawyer's  head  and  the  shark's  head. 

The  puritan  parson's  and  clerk's  head. 
Are  all  very  well 
For  a  shot  or  a  shell. 
Exceedingly  fit 
To  fill  up  a  pit  1 
But  the  head  that  was  reared 
When  Christmiis  cheer'd, 
In  the  rollicking,  frolicking  days  of  yore, 
When  the  Lord  of  Misrule, 
The  Friar  and  Fool, 
With  Robin  and  Marian,  led  the  brawl. 
And  the  hobby-horse  frisk'd  in  the  old-feshionM  hiH, 
Was  the  wassailing  Head  of  the  bristly  Boar  I 


Falstaff,  Nth, 
Gadsbill,  Peto, 
AMD  Bardolph. 


Pbince  and  Poins. 


We  are  minions  of  the  moon. 
Doughty  heroes,  hot  for  fi^t ! 

May  a  cloud  her  brightness  shroud. 
And  help  us  to  a  purse  to-night. 

Buckiam'd  rarlets !  coward  knares  I 
Angels,  watches,  rings  unfob  !— 

Up  with  staves,  and  down  with  bnves — 
We  true  men  the  robbers  rob  I 


Touchstone.  Mistress  Audrey,  in  the  dance. 

With  your  love-lom  swain  advance. 
Though  our  carpet 's  not  so  sheen 
As  shady  Aiden's  forest  green, 
And  the  lamps  are  not  so  bright 
As  chaste  Luna's  silver  light, 
Nor  our  company  so  gay 
As  when  trips  the  sprightly  fay, 
I  will  dance,  and  I  will  sing, 
Mingling  in  the  laughing  ring. 

Chobus.  Shout  for  the  Head  of  the  bristly  Boar  I 

Jovial  spirits,  as  we  are  now. 
Did  merrily  bound  while  the  cup  went  round 
Under  the  holly  and  miseltoe  bough. 

Sing  O  the  green  holly !  sing  O  the  green  holly  I 
Nothing 's  so  sweet  as  divine  melancholy. 
Ingratitude  blighting  true  friendships  of  old, 
No  bleak  winter  wind  is  so  bitter  and  cold. 
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room   unw  seemed  to  extend  in  width  and  in  length  ;   the 
I  of  revelry  cea!«ed,  and  other  characters  appeared  upon  the 
Lady  Macbeth,  her  eyes  bending  on  vacancy,  her  lips  moving 
sively,  her  voice  audible,  but  in  fearful  whispers,  slept  her 
lep  of  darkness,  guilt,  and  terror.     The  Weird  Sisters  danced 
their  magic  cauldron,  hideous,   anomalous,  and   immortal ! 
able  Jloor  ended  "  life's  fitful  season,"  remorseful  and  hcart- 
1.     The  "  Majesty  of  buried  Denmark  "  revisited  "  the  pale 
«8  of  the  moon."     Ariel,  dismissed  by  Prospero,  warbled  his 
:tory  strain,  and  flew  to  his  bright  dwelling,  "under  the  blos- 
lat  hangs  on  the  bough."     The  chiefs  and  sages  of  imperial 
swept  along  in  silent   majesty.     Lear,  on   his   knees,  bare- 
I,  witli  heavenward  eye,  quiverinc  lip,  and  hands  clasped  to- 
in  agony,  pronounced  the  terrible  curse,  and  in  his  death 
1  all  that  can  be  imagined  of  human  woe.     Shylock,  the  re- 
lative of  a  once-despised  and  persecuted   race,   pleaded  his 
before  the  senate,  and  lost  it  by  a  quibble.     Oberon,  Puck, 
s  ethereal  essences  of  a  iVIidsumraer  Nighfs  Dream  flitted  in 
onbeams.     Benedick  and  IJeatrice  had  their  wars  of  wit  and 
'ja  of  the  tongue.     The  Lady  Constance,  alternately  reproach- 
ipairlng,  and  frenisied,  exhibited  a  matchless  picture  of  ma- 
',endemesB.    Juliet  breathed  forth  her  sighs  to  tiie  chaste  stars. 
1  read  a  lesson  to  haughty  authority,  when  she  asks  her  bro- 
brfeited  life  at  the  hands  of  the  Duke,  that  holy  seer  or  Mge 
loni  equalled,  and  never  surpassed  ;'  and  Ophelia,  in  her  di*- 
I,  was  simple,  touching,  and  sublime. 

igh  these  soul-stirring  scenes  were  perfectly  familiar  to  Uncle 
y,  and  from  youth  to  age  had  been  his  morning  study  and 
htly  dream,  they  had  never  been  invested  with  such  an  ab- 
reality  before,  and  he  stood  transfixed,  a  wondering  specta- 
lie  glorious  vision, — for  such  to  his  aching  sight  it  seemed  to 
:  this  moment,  the  embroidered  arras  that  hung  before  the 
ndow  of  the  tapestried  chamber  was  slowly  drawn  aside,  and 
re  of  Shakspere ,  his  eyes  beaming  with  immortality,  and  his 
ow  discoursing  of  all  things  past,  present,  and  to  come,  stood 
I  to  view  !  "  Flowers  of  all  hues,  and  without  thorn  the 
prung  up  spontaneously  beneath  his  feet. 

And  as  he  walk'd  along  lii'  enameU'd  bed 

Of  flow'rs,  disposed  in  many  a  fairy  ring, 
Celadal  mutic  antwer'd  to  hit  tread, 

As  if  his  feel  bad  louch'd  some  bidrlen  spring 
Of  harmonjr^so  soft  ihe  airs  did  breaihe 
In  the  cbarm'd  eai^-around-~above — beneath  J 


ninent  dignitary  of  the  Chureh  of  England  was  once  discoursing  with  the 
the  morality  of  .Shakspere.  He  regretted  thut  tlie  Bard  had  nnt  spaken 
ost  glorious  of  all  tubjects,  Man's  Kedemption,  heyoiid  ii  few  lines  (ex- 
leaiuiftil)  in  the  fint  scene  of  Hamlet.  The  author  immediately  pointed 
llowing  terse,  but  traniceiidaiit  paiuagv  from  "  Measure  for  JUeuure." 

"  VV'hy^,  all  the  souls  that  were,  were  furfeit  once  ; 
And  HE  that  might  the  'vantage  best  have  took, 
Found  out  the  remedy." 

MM  the  bounds  of  the  most  exalted  eulogy  to  record  the  prelate**  answer, 

teeplv  affected  he  was  whilst  making  it, 

X.  2    K 


^ 
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He  spoke— But  his  voice  was  of  "  no  sound  that  the  enthknotfft." 
The  sensations  of  Uncle  Timothy  grew  intensely  painfttl—cnioaiil- 
ing  ahnost  to  agony.  He  made  a  sudden  effort  to  rush  Forwaxd, — nd 
in  making  it,  awoke  !  when  he  found  himself  seated  snugly  in  an  aia- 
chair  before  a  bright  "  sea-coal  fire,"  at  the  Mother  Red  Cap,  whqe 
he  had  fallen  asleep  after  the  exit  of  the  Barthtdomew  Fair  troop,  in 
their  progress  to  the  "  Rounds." 
And  thus  ended  Uncle  Timothy's  Fitum  <^the  Boar's  Head  I 


CHAPTER  XIT. 

"  Obntlbhen,  on  this  anniversary  of  St.  Bartholomew,  let  us  not 
forget  that  we  owe  his  fair  to  a  priest  and  a  jester." 

"  A  priest  and  a  jester,  Mr.  Merripall  ? — ha !  ha !  ho  1 " 

"  In  sooth,  Brother  Stiflegig,"  replied  the  comical  coffin-maker  to 
his  inquiring  mute,  whose  hollow  laugh  sounded  like  a  double  knock, 
"  and  the  devout  monk  is  no  more  to  be  blamed  for  the  diaorden 
that,  fungus-like,  have  grown  out  of  it,  than  is  Sir  Chriatopher  Wren 
for  the  cobwebs  and  dust  that  deface  die  dome  of  St.  Paul's.  Bmah 
away  the  cobwebs  and  the  dust,  but  spare  the  dome.  Don't  cut  off  a 
man's  head  to  cure  his  toothache,  or  lop  off'  his  leg  to  baniah  his  gout 
intoto!" 

The  latter  clause  of  this  remark  was  much  applauded  by  a  smri 
tive  member,  who  had  evinced  great  anxiety  to  protect  hia  jphysia|^ 
nomy  from  the  cutting  draught  of  the  door ;  and  by  another,  wIm 
was  equally  careful  to  keep  his  ten  toes  from  being  trod  upon.    Bat 
the  sexton  and  the  two  mutes  exchanged  significant  glances,  that 

!>lainly  hinted  their  non-approval  of  this  anti-profesaional  nltn- 
iberality  on  the  part  of  the  comical  coffin-maker. 
"  Gentlemen,"  resumed  Mr.  Merripall,  rising— 

"THE  JOVIAL  PRIOR  OF  ST. BARTHOLOMEW! 

Sods  of  the  fair,  to  Father  Habere 

Chant  a  stave  in  a  hollow  mew ; 
Hosier  Lane  shout  back  the  strain 

Tlirough  the  cloisters  of  holy  Bartholomew. 

Saunders,  Gyngell,  merrily  mingle ; 

Richardson  join  in  the  choir : 
Two-legg'd  dancers,  four-Iegg'd  prancen. 

You  can't  cry  nay  (neigh  T)  to  the  Prior. 

Now  fire  away  in  full  chorus  I — 

Peace  to  the  soul  of  the  bald-pated  droU  1 

Sound  him  a  larry-cum-twang ! 
Toss  o£f  a  toast  to  his  good-humour'd  ghost, 

And  let  it  come  off  with  a  bang  1 " 

We  were  passing  by  those  ancient  houses  in  Duke  Street,  Smith- 
field,  undecided  whether  or  not  to  drop  in  upon  the  little  Drysalter, 
when  our  attention  was  arrested  by  this  chorus  of  mirth  pro^eding 
from  one  of  the  many  obscure  hostelries  with  which  these  ancient 
turnings  and  windings  abound.  We  had  stumbled  on*  the  Pig  and 
Tinder-box,  near  Bartholomew  Close.    The  chair  was  on  his  \tgt, — 
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seedingly  long  pair,  in  black  stockings, — leading  a  loutl  cheer, 
lerripall,  the  comical  coffin-maker,  was  president  of  the  Anti- 
uns.     On  each  side  of  him  sat  his  two  mutes,  Messrs.  Hatband 
tiflegig  ;  the  sexton,  Mr.  Shovelton,  by  virtue  of  his  office,  was 
the  rest  were   tradesmen    in   the   neighbourhood,  to  whom 
',  pipes,  punch,  purl,  pigtail,  and  politics  were  a  pleasing  so- 
fter the  business  of  the  day  ;  and  a  warlike  character  was 
to  the  club  by  the  infusion  of  some  of  the  Honourable  the  Ar- 
Company,  and  the  "  angel  visits  "  of  a  city-marshal.     Its 
though  implying  the  reverse  of  a  jest,  had  its  origin  in  a  joke, 
f  from  the  ludicrous  mispronunciation  of  a  member,  to  whom 
e  learning  had  proved  a  dangerous  thing.     This  intelligent 
r,  at  the  christening  of  the  club,  moved  that  it  be  called  the 
jueeruns,"  from  the  antiquity  of  their  quarter    and  quality, 
was  carried,  as  be  triumphantly  announced,  "  mif  niiutif  contra 
/.'"  (nemine  contradicenti  ?)     A  palpable  misnomer, — for  the 
n  consisted  of  the  queerest  fellows  imaginable,  and  their  pre- 
fllr.  Merripall,  was  a  host  in  fun. 

entrance  had  not  been  noticed  during  their  upstanding  jollity  ; 
w,  when  every  member  was  seated,  we  became  "  the  observed 
Jbservers." 

ies  in  the  camp !  "  growled  a  priggish  person  of  punchy  pro- 
is,  with  a  little  round  dumpling  head,  and  short  legs,  whose 
us  peculiarities  had  been  sorely  quizzed  by  some  prying  pen- 
ner.  "  I  movcj  Mr.  Cheer,  that  our  fifteenth  rule  be  read  by 
;e." 

ies  in  the  camp,  Mr.  Allgag  ! — pooh  !  Yet  what  signifies,  if 
no  treason  in  it?  The  gentlemen  have  only  mistaken  a  pri- 
om  for  a  public  one." 

8  all  very  well,  Mr.  President,  for  i/o»«  to  say  there  was  no 
aforethought  to  broil  us  on  their  penny  gridiron,  when  these 
popped  in  upon  us  whipsy  dicksy  (ipse  dixit?)  and  unawars. 
rapping  the  table)  "  we  live  in  an  age  of  spies  and  spin- 
'  (espionage?) 

mmon  and  spinnage  !  "  chuckled  the  comical  coffin-maker. 
ier  !  order!  "  from  several  voices. 

e  Cheer  is  out  of  order  !     A  gentleman  don't  oughtn't  to  be 
pted  will  he  nil  he,  vie  et  harnesa  (vi  et  armisP).     Who  se- 
ny  motion?  " 
winkeil  the  sexton. 

en  we  '11  put  it  to  the  vote.     As  many  of  you  as  are  of  this 
hold  up  your  hands," 

Vllgag,  though  an  oyster  in  intellect,  was  the  small  oracle  of 
jnificant,  captious,  factious  section  of  the  Antiqueeruns.  A 
ids  were  held  up,  and  the  fulminating  fifteenth  rule  was  read 
which  imposed  a  fine  of  five  shillings  on  each  intruder,  and  a 
!  ejection  from  the  room. 

sally  blush  for  these  pitiful  proceedings,"  exclaimed  the  co- 
offin-maker ;  "  and  rather  than  became  a  party  to  them,  I 
;ate  the  chair." 

11  and  good  !  /  7/  be  your  locum  trimmings,"  (tenens  ?)  re- 
the  Holbom  Hill  Demosthenes ;  and  he  half  strutted,  half 
1  from  his  seat,  as  if  to  take  possession.  The  two  mutes 
grave;  even  the  rebellious  vice  was  panic-Uruck  at  the  pro- 

3x2 


49S  MERR1E   ENGLAND 

digious  boldness  of  Mr.  Allgag.  "  /  7/  take  the  cheer.  As  for  the 
turning  out  part  of  the  story — " 

"  Who  talks  of  turning  out  ?  "  cried  the  Laureat  of  Little  Britais, 
bursting  suddenly  into  the  room.  "  Is  it  you  9  "  addreaaing  the  af* 
frighted  sexton,  who  shook  his  head  ruefully  in  the  negative ;  "  or 
you  ?  "  advancing  to  the  terrified  mutes,  who  shook  in  their  ahoei. 
"  Not  you !  good  Master  Merripall,"  giving  the  comical  coffin-maker 
a  hearty  shake  by  the  hand.  "  Or  is  it  you,  sir?  "  placing  himaelf  ia 
a  provokingly  pugnacious  attitude  before  the  Holbom  Hill  Demo*- 
thenes.  "  What  a  bluster  about  an  unintentional  intrusion !  If, 
gentlemen,  my  friends  must  be  fined,  I  will  be  their  guarantee." 

So  saying,  he  ejected  us  with  gentle  violence  from  the  room,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  after  we  found  ourselves  in  his  elegant  little  library, 
where  everything  was  as  neat  and  prim  as  himself, —not  a  boat, 
bijou,  or  book  out  of  its  place. 

"  A  heavy  retribution  had  well  nigh  fallen  upon  yon,  my  good 
friends,  for  passing  my  door  without  looking  in.  it  matters  not 
what  chance  medley  brought  me  to  your  rescue;  but  I'm  a  merctflil 
man,  and  the  only  fine  I  impose  is,  that  you  sit  down,  be  oonibit* 
able,  and  stay  till  I  turn  you  out." 

The  fine  seemed  so  very  moderate,  that  we  were  glad  to  compro* 
mise. 

"  Everything  around  you, — ^books,  plate,  pictures,  china,— ay,  iny 
old-fashioned  housekeeper  into  die  bargain, — are  the  sdection  of 
Uncle  Tim." 

"  And  by  this  beeswing,  Mr.  Bosky,  we  guess  Uncle  Tlmodiy  ii 
butler  too," 

"  Most  profoundly  opined !  Yonder,"  pointing  to  an  antique 
painted  glass  door,  "  is  his  cabinet — 

'  There  Caxton  sleeps,  with  Wynkyn  at  his  side. 
One  clasp'd  in  wood,  and  one  in  strong  cow-hide.' 

An  odd  thought  strikes  me.  What  say  you  to  a  seasonable  dish  of 
conjurors,  with  a  garnish  of  monsters  and  mountebanks,  served  np 
by  mine  host  of  St.  Bartlemy,  Uncle  Tim  ?  "  And  Mr.  Bosky  dis- 
appeared through  the  glass  door,  but  returned  in  an  instant,  bearing 
in  his  hand  a  smartly-bound  volume.  "Shall  I  unclasp  the  Merry 
Mysteries  of  Bartlemy  Fair,  the  ancient  Records  of  tne  Rounds? 
You  may  go  farther  and  fare  worse." 

"  We  want  no  whetters  or  provocatives,  Mr.  Bosky." 
"  Well,  seeing  that,  like  Justice  Oreedy,  you  long  to  give  thanks 
and  fall  to,  my  musical  grace  shall  not  be  a  tedious  one; 

"  Our  host,  Uncle  Tim,  does  the  banquet  prepare. 
An  Olla  Podrida  of  Bartlemy  Fair  I 
Ye  lovers  of  mirth,  eccentricity,  whim. 
Fill  a  ^\aas  to  the  health  of  our  host.  Uncle  Tim. 

And  when  you  have  fiU'd,  O !  dismiss  from  your  mind 

Whatever  is  selfish,  ungrateful,  unkind ; 

Let  gentle  humanity  rise  to  the  brim. 

And  then,  if  you  please,  you  may  toast  Uncle  Tim ! 

You  need  not  be  told  that  the  wine  must  be  old. 
As  sparkling  and  bright  as  his  wit  and  his  whim ; 
Of  clear  rosy  hue,  and  generous  too. 
Like  the  cheek  and  the  heart  of  our  friend,  Uncle  Tim! 
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So  now  stir  the  fire,  lei  business  retire , 

The  door  shut  on  Maromon,  we  'II  have  none  of  him  ! 

But  letl  the  old  fox,  when  he  quietly  knocks, 

Wc  are  only  at  home  to  thy  Tome,  Uncle  Tim ! 

Bosky  trimmed  the  lamp,  drew  the  curtains,  wheeled  round 
I,  opened  the  morocco-bound  manuscriptj  and  began.  But 
iky's  beginning  must  stand  at  the  head  of  our  next  chapter. 

CHAPTER    XV. 

iicK  never  introduced  a  hero  upon  the  scene  without  a  flou- 
trumpets, — nor  shall  we. 

"  Bid  Harkguinv  decorate  the  sbkge 
With  all  magniticence  of  decoration— 
Giants  and  giantfuen,  dwarft  and  pigmiet. 
Songs,  dances,  music,  in  their  amplest  order, 
Mimes,  pantomimes,  and  alt  ihc  mimic  motion 
Of  scene  decfptiovisive  and  sublime  !  " 

Bartholomew  makes  his  first  bow  in  The  Merrie  Mysteriea 
i'air,  or  the  Ancient  Records  of  the  Rounds, 
learned  need  not  be  told  that  a  fair  was  originally  a  market 
purchase  and  sale  of  all  aorta  of  commodities  :  and  what  care 
learned  for  its  derivation?     For  them  it  suffices  that  'tis  a 

for  fun,  where  laughter  has  its  pennyworth.  Our  merry 
f  St.  Bartholomew  {rest  his  soul!)  knowing  the  truth  of  the 
>verb,  that  "  all  work  and  no  play  makes  Jack  a  dull  boy," 
A  pastime  with  business,  and  jmt  Momiis  into  partnership 
(ammon.  For  many  years  they  jogged  on  together,  somewhat 
Jy,  to  be  sure,  for  Momus  was  a  fellow  of  uproarious  merri- 

and  while  Alammon,  with  furred  gown  and  gold  chain,  was 
Dg  atoms  and  splitting  straws,  IVIomus  split  the  aides  of  hia 
era,  and  so  entirely  won  them  over  to  his  jocular  way  of  doing 
IS,  that  Slammon  was  drummed  out  of  the  firm  and  the  fair. 
immon  has  had  liis  revenge,  by  causing  Momus  to  be  confined 
1  narrow  bounds,  that  his  hons  and  tigers  lack  space  to  roar 

his  giants  are  pinched  for  elbow  room.'  Moreover,  he  and 
bottle-holder,  Air.  Cupidity  Cant  (who  from  the  time  of 
r  to  the  present  has  been  a  bitter  foe  to  good  fellowship), 
n  to  drive  poor  Momus  out  of  house  and  home.  Out  upon 
gracious  varlets!  let  them  sand  their  oti'n  sugar,*  not  ours  I 
ive  Punch  alone.     Let  them  be  content  to  rant  in  their  ros- 

and  peep  over  their  particular  timber,  lest  we  pillory  the 
,  and  make  them  peep  through  it  1 
(Cr  Rahere  founded  the  Priory,  Hospital,  and  Church  of  St. 


•  Amerksn  giant  refuses  to  cnme  over  to  England  this  snmmer,  b«cau!ie  the 
^r.it  of  June  ia  not  lung  ennugh  for  him  to  stand  upright  in  !     And  the 
,y  dwarf  in  so  short,  thai  he  has  nal  paid  his  debts  tbete  iire  years  ! 
>  "  Have  you  sanded  the  sugar,  good  Sandy, 
And  water'd  the  treacle  with  care? 
Have  y<m  smuggled  the  element  into  the  brandy  ?"— 
"  Yes,  nuMter."— "  Then  come  in  to  prayer  !  " 
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Bartholomew  in  Smithfield,  at  the  instigation  ('ti«  said)  of  the  saim 
hiroseir,  who  appeared  to  him  in  Rome,  whither  he  had  repaired  on 
a  pilgrimage.  We  learn  from  the  Cpttonian  MS.  that  he  "  ofte 
hawnted  the  Kyng's  palice,  and  amo'ge  the  noysefuU  presae  of  that 
tumultuous  courte,  entbrsed  hymselfe  with  jolite  and  carnal  suavitr: 
ther  yn  spectaclis,  yn  metys,  yn  playes,  and  other  courtely  mokky* 
and  trifyllis,  intruding  he  lede  forth  the  besynesse  of  alle  the  daye." 
Doubtless  he  was  a  "  pleasant  witted  gentleman,"  and  an  espedal 
favourite;  for  he  filled  the  post  of  minstrel  to  King  Henry  the  Fir«t, 
which  comprehended  musician,  improvisatore,  jester,  Ac.;  and  Henry 
the  Second  granted  to  the  monastery  of  St.  Bartholomew  (of  which 
he  was  the  first  prior)  the  privilege  of  a  three  days'  fair  for  the  dra- 
pers and  clothiers:  hence  Cloth  Fair.  The  asnes  of  Rahere  rest 
under  a  magnificent  tomb  in  the  church  of  St.  Bartholomew  the 
Great.  This  beautiful  shrine  is  still  most  carefully  preserved.  How 
diiferent  has  been  the  fate  of  the  desecrated  sepulchre  of  the  ''rnord 
Gower,"  which  the  Boetian  Borough  brawlers  would  have  poDitdeid, 
with  their  Ladye  Chapel,  to  macadamise  the  road  ! 

"  It  is  worthy  of  observation,"  (says  Paul  Hentzer,  1598)  "  that 
every  year  when  the  Fnir  is  held,  it  is  usual  for  the  Mayor  to  ride 
into  Smithfield,  dressed  in  his  scarlet  gown,  and  about  his  neck  is  a 
golden  chain,  besides  that  particular  ornament  that  <li»tinguishes  tiie 
staple  of  the  kingdom.  He  is  followed  by  the  Aldermen  in  scarlet 
gowns,  and  a  mace  and  a  cap  are  borne  before  him.  Where  the 
yearly  fair  is  proclaimed  a  tent  is  placed,  and  at\er  the  ceremony  i» 
over  the  mob  begin  to  wrestle  l)efore  them,  two  at  a  time,  and  con- 
querors are  rewarded  by  them  by  money  thrown  from  the  tent. 
After  this,  a  parcel  of  live  rabbits  are  turned  loose  among  the  crowd, 
and  hunted  by  a  number  of  boys,  with  great  noise,  &c.  Before  thi» 
time,  also,  there  was  an  old  custom  for  the  Scholort  of'  Londcm  to 
meet  at  this  festival,  at  the  Priory  of  St.  Barthuloincw,  to  dispute 
logic  and  grammar,  and  upon  a  bank,  under  a  tree,  (.')  the  best 
them  were  rewarded  with  bon<s  and  silver  arroirs."  Bartholonie 
Fair,  until  about  17*13,  was  held  a  fortnight;  and  the  spacious 
area  of  Smithfield  was  entirely  filled  with  booths  for  drolls  and 
interludes,  in  which  many  of  the  most  popular  comedians  of  the 
time  performed,  from  the  short  and  merry  reign  of  M.it  Coppin^yrr 
to  the  laughing  days  of  Ned  Shuter.  Sir  Samuel  Fludyer,  in  IflSi, 
and  Mr.  Alderman  Bull,  («()/  Joliii  Bull f)  in  177^,  enforced  some 
very  stringent  regul.»tions  that  amounted  almost  to  an  abolition. 

And  no\v,  my  merry  masters !  let  us  take  a  stroll  into  the  ancient 
fair  of  St.  Bartholomew,  vulgo  Bartlemy,  with  John  Littlewit.  the 
uxorious  proctor;  Win-the-fight  Littlewit,  his  fanciful  wife;  Dame 
Purecrafl,  a  painful  sister:  Zeal-of- the- land  Busy,  the  puritan  Ban- 
bury man  ;  and  our  illustrious  cicerone,  rare  Ben  Jonson. 

In  the  year  1614,  and  long  before,  one  of  the  most  delicious  city 
dainties  was  a  Bartholomew  roast  pig,'     A  cold  turkey-pie  and  a 
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'  **  Now  London*!  Mayor,  on  saddle  new, 
Ride*  to  the  Fair  of  Bartlen^w  ; 
He  twirli  his  chain,  and  looketh  big. 
As  if  10  fright  the  bead  of  fiig^ 
That  gaping  lies  on  every  atall.'" — l>ArXKAMT. 

Shak)i)>iT<*,  in  the  First  Part  of  King  Ueiiry  the  roiirth,  speak*  of  . 

ruuBied  at  Um'Uioloouiw  Fair. 
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)f  rich  malmsey  were  "  creature  comforts  "  not  to  be  despised 
ly  such  devout  sons  of  self-denial  as  Mr.  Zeal-of-the-land  Busy, 
Iways  popped  in  at  pudding-time.i  But  Bartholomew  pig,  "  a 
Jiat  is  nourishing,  and  may  be  longed  for,"  that  may  be  eaten, 
exceeding  well  eaten,"  but  not  in  ajair,  was  the  ne  plus  nlira 
oury  morsels  :  therefore  Win -the-fight  Littlewit,"  with  a  straw- 
breath,  cherry  lips,  and  apricot  cheeks,  the  better  half  (not  in 
)  of  one  of  "  trie  pretty  wits  of  Paul's,"  shams  Abram,  and  pre- 
to  long  for  it,  in  order  to  overcome  the  scruples  and  qualms  of 
Purecraft  and  thi-  Banbury  man,  who,  but  for  such  longing, 
i  have  never  consented  to  her  visiting  the  fair.  The  rabbi 
called  upon  by  the  dame  to  legalise  roast  pig,  proposes  that  it 
be  eaten  with  a  reformed  raouthj  and  not  after  the  profane  fa- 
of  feeding  ;  and,  that  the  weak  may  be  comforted,  himself  will 
pany  them  to  the  fair,  and  eat  exceedingly,  and  prophesy  1 
ong  the  minor  delicacies  of  Ursula's^  cuisine — Ursula,  "  uglye 
lare,"  the  pig-woman  and  priestess  of  St.  Bartle,  "  all  fire  and 
^-are  tobacco,  coUs'-foot,  bottle-ale,  and  tripes  ;  and  a  curious 
re  of  Smithfield  manners  is  given  in  her  instructions  to  Moon- 
)  froth  the  cans  well,  jog  the  bottles  o'  the  buttock,  shink  out 
■st  glass  ever,  and  drink  with  all  companies.  We  have  an  irrup- 
'f  other  popular  characters  into  tJie  fair,  all  in  high  keeping  with 
ne  and  place  r — a  costard-monger ;  a  gilt  gingerbread  woman  ;  a 
tebank  ;  a  corn-cutter  ;  wrestler  ;  cut-purse  (a  babe  of  booty,  or 
of  the  horn-thumb  !)  ;  a  gamester;  ballad-singer;  an  "ostler, 
■fallen  ;"  a  roarer  (a  swash -buckler,  in  later  times  a  mohock)  ; 
»t-show  keepers  and  watchmen  ;  Bartholomew  Cokes,  a  natural 
fool  and  squire ;  Waspe,  his  shrewder  serving-man  ;  Overdo,  a 
analian  justice;  a  gang  of  gypsies,  and  their  hedge-priest,  pa- 
h  of  the  cutpursesj  or  Patrico  to  the  Abranamen  and  their 
ers  and  prancers ;  and  lastly,  Mr.  Lanthorn  Leatherhead,  a  sup- 
(  caricature  of  Inigo  Jones,  with  whom  Ben  Jonson  M'as  asso- 
L  in  some  of  his  magnificent  court  masques.  All  these  charac- 
sxhibit  their  humours,  and  present  a  living  picture  of  what 
lolomew  Fair  was  in  1614.  We  have  the  exact  dress  of  the 
ing  City  Madam  —  a  huge  velvet  custard,  or  three-cornered 
A ;  for  these  pretenders  to  sanctity  not  only  adorned  their  out- 
woman  with  the  garments  of  vanity,  but  were  the  principal 
rs  in  feathers  (another  fashionable  part  of  female  dress  in  the 
of  Elizabeth  and  James  1.)  in  the  Blackfriars.  All  the  mer- 
li&e  of  Babylon  (i.  e.  the  fair  !)  is  spread  out  to  our  view  ; 


*'  I  ne'er  saw  a  panon  witliout  a  jfood  now, — 
But  die  devit  S  aa  welctime  wbererur  be  goes." — Swift. 

'  '*  Her  face  nil  liowiy, 
Cumelje  crinkled, 
Wonileniusly  wrtiikled 
Like  a  route  pigges  eare, 
BryrtW  with  here. 
Uer  tidse  Mme  dele  boked, 
And  cuoouslye  croked, 
Her  ikin  lose  and  »lacke, 
(irnined  like  a  sacke 
Will)  a  croked  batke." — SkClton. 
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Jewt'-trumps,  rattlea,  mousetraps,  penny  ballads,'  purses,  pir 
Tobie's  dogs,  "  comfortable  bread,"  (spiced  jpngerbread,)  hobby* 
horses,  drums,  lions,  b«ars,  Bartholomew  whistling  birds,  (wooden 
toys,)  dolls,'  and  Orpheus  and  his  fiddle  in  gin-work  !  We  have  iu 
cant  phrases,  mendacious  tricks,  and  practical  jokes  ;  and  are  in- 
vited into  "  a  sweet  delicate  booth,"  with  boughs,  to  eat  roa«>t  pig 
with  the  (ire  o'  juniper  and  rosemary  branches  ;  and  "  it  were  great 
obstinacy,  high  and  horrible  obstinacy,  to  decline  or  resist  the  good 
titillation  of  the  famelic  sense,"  and  not  enter  the  gates  of  the  un- 
clean for  once,  with  the  liquorish  Rabbi.  The  sound  beating  of 
Justice  Overdo,  Waspe's  elevation  of  Cokes  on  pick-back,  and  the 
final  Confutation  of  Ze«l-of-the-land  Busy,  complete  the  humour*  of, 
and  give  the  last  rampant  finishing-touches  to  this  unique,  authen- 
tic, and  curious  picture  of  ancient  Bartholomew  Fair. 

Bravo,  Bon  Jonson  !  Not  the  surly,  envious,  malignant  old  Ben, 
but  the  rare,  c/ihre  Bartlemv  Fair  Ben !  the  prince  of  poetA !  tbe 
king  of  good  fellows !  the  learned  orncle  of  the  Falcon  and  the 
Devil;  the  chosen  companion  of  the  gallant  Raleigh  ;  the  poetical 
father  of  many  worthy  adopted  eons ;  and,  to  sum  up  erapbaticaliy 
thy  various  excellencies,  the  friend,  "  fellow,"  and  elegiast  of  Shak- 
spere  !  Yes,  thou  didst  behold  him  face  to  face!  Great  and  glorioot 
privilege !  Thou  his  detracter !  What  a  beauteous  garland  bast 
thou  thrown  upon  his  tomb  I  O  for  the  solemn  spirit  of  thy  maje»> 
tic  monody,  ("  Sidmy't  sister,  I'emhrokt's  tnolhfr,")  the  imagination 
of  thy  green  "  Underwoods,"  to  sing  of  thee,  as  thou  bast  suag  of 
him  ! 

The  death  of  James  I.  (for  Jamie  was  much  addicted  to  sport), 
and  loved  the  Puritans,  as  the  Puritans  and  Lucifer  love  noly- 
water!)  was  "a  heavy  blow,  and  a  great  discouragement "  to  th« 
nation's  jollity :  and  the  troubles  and  treasons  of  the  succeeding  un- 
happy reign  indisposed  men's  hearts  to  merriment,  and  turned  fair 
England  into  a  howling  wilderness,  Bartholomew  Fair  in  1641'  exhi- 
bits a  sick  and  sorry  shadow  of  its  joyous  predecessor — 'Tis  Fat  Jack, 
mountain  of  mirth  1  dwindled  into  the  lean  and  slipper'd  pantaloon  I 
Zeal-of-the-land  Busy  had  become  rampant;  and  Dame  Ursula,  if 
the  old  lady  yet  lived,  was  most  probably  a  reformed  sister,  anil 


*  Gifford  lays,  <^  In  Jonson's  tim«,  toarcely  any  hallsd  ww  printrd  wilfa««t  s 
woodcut  illuiUstivB  of  its  subject.  If  it  «-»«  a  ballad  of  '  pure  lore,'  or  of  <  good 
life,'  which  afforded  no  scope  for  tlie  (jp-apbic  t&leots  of  tbe  Urub  Street  Apelles,  tha 
portrait  of  'good  Queen  Klizabetli,'  maf^ificently  adorned,  witli  the  globe  and 
iceptre,  fonncd  no  unwelcome  aubalitutc  for  her  loving  subjects," 

'  The  follomng  was  the  costume  of  a  Bartlrmp  Fair  duU,  or  baby : 

''  ller  petticoat  of  sattin, 

Uer  gown  of  orimaon  tabby, 
Laced  up  before,  and  spangled  o'er. 
Just  like  a  Sartliol'mete  Baby," 

Tbe  Comedian's  Tales ;  or,  Jests,  Songs,  and  Pleasant  Adventures  of  seven!  Fk. 
mous  Players.     173<J. 

'  "  Dartliotomew  Foire  ; 

Or. 

Variety  of  fancies,  •wliere  you  may  find 

A  faire  of  wares,  and  all  to  please  your  mind. 

With  the  Miverall  enormitye»  and  misdemeanours  which  are  there  seene  and  , 

l^indon  :  Printed  for  Richard  Hnrper,  at  the  Uilile  and  Harpe,  in  Smiih6eld.   1S41, 
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y^or  of  roast  pig  to  the  Rabbi  at  home !  As  a  picture,  it  wants 
trid  colouring  of  the  former  great  painter.  It  seems  lo  have 
imned  by  a  wet,  or  parcel  puritan,  a  dead  wall  between  pan- 
id  puppet-show  !  Our  first  move  is  into  Christ  Church  clois- 
'  which  are  hung  bo  full  of  pictures,  that  you  would  take  that 
or  rather  mistake  it,  for  St.  Peter's  in  Rome.  And  now,  br- 
rived  through  the  long  walke,  to  Saint  Bartholomew's  hospi- 
iie  draws  a  ludicrous  picture  of  a  "  handsome  wench  "  barler- 
r  good  name  for  "  a  moiety  of  bone-lace ;  a  slight  silver  bod- 
1  hoop-rinp,  or  the  like  toye."  Proceeding  into  the  heart  of 
ir,  it  becomes  necessary  that  while  one  eye  is  watching  the 
1  of  the  puppets,  the  other  should  look  sharp  to  the  pockets, 
e's  a  knave  in  a  foole's  coat,  with  a  trumpet  sounding,  or  on  a 
ne  beating,  invites  you,  and  would  faine  persuade  you  to  see 
ppets ;  there  is  a  rogue  like  a  wild  woodman,  or  in  an  antick- 
ike  an  incubus,  desires  your  company  to  view  his  motion.  On 
her  side.  Hocus  Pocus,  with  three  yards  of  tape,  or  ribbon  in  'a 
shew  in  ji^  his  legerdemainei  to  the  admiration  and  a.stonish- 
sf  a  company  of  cockoloaches.  Amongst  these  you  shall  see 
'  goose-cap  (as  wise  as  the  rest)  with  a  '  what  do  ye  lacke .' ' 
mouth,  stand  in  his  boothe,  shaking  a  rattle,  or  scraping  on  a 
witli  which  children  are  so  taken  diat  they  presently  cry  out 
?se  fopperies.  And  all  these  together  make  such  a  distracted 
:hat  yoii  would  think  Babel  was  not  comparable  to  it.  Here 
are  also  your  gamesters  inaction;  some  turning  off  a  whim- 
;hers  throwing  for  pewter,  who  can  quickly  dissolve  a  round 
g  into  a  three-halfpenny  saucer.  Long  Lane  at  this  time  looks 
aire,  and  puts  on  her  best  cloaths  with  the  wrong  side  out- 
so  turn'd  for  their  better  turning  off;  and  Cloth  Faire  is  now 
it  request:  well  fare  the  ale-houses  therein ;  yet  better  may  a 
'are  (but  at  a  dearer  rate)  in  the  Pig-market,  alias  Pasty- 
,  or  Pye-corner,  where  pigges  are  al  houres  of  the  day  on  tne 
piping  hot,  and  woulcf  cry  (if  they  coidd  speak)  'come  eat 
The  chronicler  calls  over  the  coals  a  "fat  grcasie  host- 
for  demanding  an  additional  shilling  for  a  pig's  head  when  a 
longing  is  in  the  case ;  inveighs  against  the  unconscionable 
3ns,  and  excessive  inflammations  of  reckonings,  and  concludes 
I  reiterated  and  rhyming  caution : — 

"  Now  farewell  to  Ibe  Faire  ;  you  who  are  wise. 
Preserve  your  purses,  wliiUt  you  please  your  eyes,'* ' 


■egrrdemain  »  sn  art  whereby  one  mny  neem  to  work  wonderful,  impcmible, 
redible  ikings,  by  agility,  ntrnbleiiess,  and  slight  of  hand. 

adept  mtut  be  one  of  eiti  audai-ious  npirit,  nrith  a  nimhle  uonveyitnce,  and  ■ 
ary  of  cabalistic  phrases  to  B.stoniih  the  beholder, — an  f/fif  !  Forluna  !  Fu- 
'iinqttam  credo  !  Saltimtui,  JtipUer,  Jtfan,  Venui,  Sec.  Ac. 

miiBt  throw  hiniHclr  into  ^aeh  odd  );r3ture»  as  may  divert  the  eyes  of  the 
Mn  from  a  too  strict  observatiim  of  iiis  manner  of  cunveyancc." 
1  follow  Mrtaiti  rules  for  couceHliu^  lialU  and  money  in  the  hand,  and  otiier 
worth  knowing  to  studetiCs  iu  the  an  oiid  mystery  of  conjiimtion.  From 
Merry  Companion  ;  or,  I>eli(;hts  for  the  Inijemmi*.  By  Rirhard  Neve  " 
joaitar  physiotrnomy,  with  the  exhibition  of  one  of  his  hocus  pocus  tricks, 
;he  title).  '  17*21. 

e  historiaa  has  forgot  to  describe  the  vroiiderful  perfoniiances  of  Francis 
B,  the  Stone-Eater, 
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The  restoration  of  King  Charles  II.  threw  England  into  a  tram- 
port  of  joy.  Falstaff  had  not  more  his  bellyfuH  of  Ford,  than  had 
the  nation  of  Jack  Presbyter.'  Merry  hells,  roasted  rumps,  the 
roar  of  cannon,  the  crackling  of  bonfires,  and  the  long-continued 
shouts  of  popular  ecstacy  proclaimed  his  downfall ;  the  Alaypole 
wa.1  crowned  with  the  garlands  of  spring ;  in  the  temples  devoted 
to  Thalia  and  Melpomene^  were  again  heard  the  divine  inspirationi 
of  the  dramatic  muse  :  the  light  fantastic  toe  tripped  it  nimbly  to 
the  sound  of  the  pipe  and  tabor,  and  St.  Bartholomew,  his  rope- 
dancers,  and  trumpeters,'  were  all  alive  and  merry  at  the  fair. 

The  austere  reign  of  the  cold  and  selfish  William  of  Nassau  di- 
minished nothing  of  its  jollity.  Thomas  Cotterell  "  from  the  King's 
Arms  Tavern,  Little  Lincoln's  Fields,"  kept  the  King's  Amu  Mu- 
eick  Booth,  in  Sroithfield  ;  and  one  Martin  transferred  bis  sign  of 
"  The  Star  "  from  Moorjields  to  the  Rounds.  At  this  time  flourished 
a  triumvirate  of  Bartlemy  heroes  too  remarkable  to  be  passed  light- 
ly over,  Mat  Coppingrr,  Joe  Hai/nrx,  and  Thomas  Doggct. 

The  ludicrous  pranks,  cheats,  merry  conceits,  and  disguises  of 
Coppinger,  are  recorded  in  an  unique  tract*  of  considerable  freedom 
and  fun.  His  famous  part  was  the  cookmaid  in  "  H'/iittington,"  a 
Bartholomew  Fair  droll.  The  last  September  of  his  life  he  acted  a 
Judge  there,  little  dreaming  that  in  the  ensuing  February  he  should 
be  brought  before  one,  (for  stealing  a  watch  and  seven  pounds  in 
money,)  and  sent  on  a  pilgrimage  to  Tyburn-tree !  He  was  a  poet, 
and  wrote  a  volume*  of  adulatory  verses,  calculated  for  the  meridian 
of  the  times  in  which  he  lived.  The  following  is  the  comical  trick 
he  put  upon  a  countryman  in  Bartholomew  Fair. 

'The  company,  («.  e.  strolling  players)  finding  the  country  too 
warm  for  them,  came  with  our  spark  to  town,  in  expectation  of  re- 
cruiting their  finances  by  the  folly  of  such  as  should  resort  to  B«r- 

'  «■  Prtsbyttr  is  but  Jack  Priesl  writ  larjfB."— MiLTOif. 

lu  "The  Lord  Henry  Cromwell'i  »peecb  to  tlie  House,  lG58,"he  is  made  to  Miy: 
"Methink*  I  hear  'em  (the  Playem)  «lr«ariy  cr/ing,  thirty  jeare  hence  at  BarUko. 
lofneui  Fair,  '  Step  in,  and  see  the  Life  and  Death  or  brare  Cromvell.  lUetiiinkii 
I  see  bim  with  ik  velvet  cragK  about  his  shouldem,  and  a  little  pasteboard  hat  itn  bis 
bead,  ridinf;  a  tittup,  a  tittup  to  his  Parliament  House,  and  a  man  with  a  baj  leaf 
in  hi>  moutti,  crying  in  his  behalf,  '  B;/  the  living  G —  /  irill  liitaoliv  j^mt  {'  wtudl 
makes  the  ftorlers  cry,  '  O,  Lrare  Eniflishmnn  !  '  Then  the  ilrrU  carrin  Mas  am^ 
in  a  tempetl,  which  makes  the  nurses  squeak,  and  the  children  cry." 

»  The  Hamlet,  Macbeth,  Othello,  and  Sir  John  Kabtaff  of  Betterton. 

>  In  the  Loyal  Proteotant,  Sept.  8,  16A2,  is  an  advertisement  forbidding  aO 
keepan  of  shows,  &c.  to  moke  use  of  drum,  trumpcU,  &c.  without  license  from  th* 
Serjeant  and  Ck)mptroi)«r  of  His  Majesty's  trumpets.  And  tliere  is  a  notio*  in  the 
London  Gazette,  Dec.  7.  1085,  comnianding  all  "  Rope  Dancers,  Prise  Playvrsb 
Strollers,  and  other  persons  shewing  motions  and  otner  lights,"  to  have  licenaet 
from  Charles  Killigrew,  Esq.  Master  of  the  Revels. 

•  "  An  Account  of  the  Life,  Conversation,  Birth,  Education,  Pranks,  Projoeta, 
Exploits,  and  Merry  Conceits  of  the  Famuuiily  Notorious  Mat.  Copptn§;er,  oat» 
a  Player  in  Barlholomttc  Fair,  and  since  turned  bully  of  the  town  ;  who,  reoeirinx 
sentence  of  deatli  at  the  Old  Bniley  on  the  2,3rd  of  February,  was  execntied  at  Tt> 
bum  on  the  27lh,  l(JJt5      London,  Printed  for  T.  Hobs,  I0l>5." 

'  Pix-ms,  Soni;»,  and  Love- Verses  u|Hin  several  subjects.  Br  Matthcv  Cof. 
piii^^r,  Gent.  108'2.  Dedicated  to  the  Duchess  Portsmoutb  ;  of  whom,  nBumgn  an 
liiiudred  extravagant  tilings,  he  says, 

'<  Vnu  are  the  darling  of  my  King,  his  pleasure. 
His  Lidies  of  inoomparnble  treasure  I  " 
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mew  Fair.  Upon  the  credit  of  which  they  took  a  lodging  in 
ifidd,  and  made  ahid  to  get  up  a  small  booth  to  shew  juggling 
i  in,  the  art  of  hocua-pocus,  and  pouder-le-pimp.  The  score 
[  deep  on  all  hands,  the  people  clamouring  for  money,  and  cus- 
rs  coming  but  slowly  in,  they  consulted  hbw  to  rub  off",  and 
their  creditors  the  bag  to  hold.  To  ihie  Coppinger  dissented, 
g  he  would  find  out  the  way  to  mend  this  dulness  of  trading  ; 
le  soon  effected  it  by  a  lucky  chance.  A  country  fellow,  on  his 
n  from  Newgate-market  on  horsebacli,  resolving  to  have  a  gape 
ck  Pudding,  sat  gazing,  with  his  mouth  at  half-cock  ;  and,  so 
t  was  he,  that  his  senses  seemed  to  be  gone  wool-gathering, 
►inger,  whispering  some  of  his  companions,  they  stcpt  to  "  Tom 
lie's "  horse,  one  of  them  ungirthing  him,  and  taking  off  the 
e,  the  reins  of  which  the  fellow  held  in  his  hand,  they  bore  him 
le  pack-saddle  on  each  side,  and  led  the  horse  sheer  from  under 
;  whilst  another  with  counterfeit  horns,  and  a  vizard,  put  his 

out  of  the  head-stall  and  kept  nodding  forwards,  so  that 
>in^  "  verily  supposed,  by  the  tugging  of  the  reins,  that  he  was 
on  "cock-horse !"  The  signal  being  given,  they  let  him  squash 
e  ground,  pack-saddle  and  all ;  when,  terrified  at  the  sight  of 
lupposed  devil  he  had  got  in  a  string,  and  concluding  Hocus 
IS  had  conjured  his  horse  into  that  antic  figure,  he  scrambled 
Lnd  betaking  him  to  his  heels  back  into  the  country,  frightened 
eighbours  with  dismal  stories  that  Dr.  Faustus  and  Friar  Bacon 
'  alive  again,  and  transforming  horses  into  devils  in  Bartholo- 

Fair !  The  tale,  gathering  as  it  spread,  into  many  monstrous 
fs,  caused  the  booth  to  be  thronged  during  the  fair ;  which 
s  of  good-luck  was  solely  attributable  to  Coppinger's  ingenuity. 
ain  Jue  Haynes,^  the  learned  Doctor  Haynes,  or  the  dignified 
t  Haynes, — for  by  these  several  titles  he  was  honourably  distin- 
ledj — was  the  hero  of  a  variety  of  vagabondical  adventures  both 
>nieand  abroad.     He  iatbe  first  comedian  who  rode  an  ass  upon 


t'ood's  Athena,  Oion,  ii.  p.  97fi.  "  Jtiscph  Haynea,  or  Heynes,  matriculated 
ervitor  of  Queen's  Cullege,  3d  May,  ICUi*.  Mr.  Ja.  Tirrel  saitb  he  i«  a  great 
and  maker  uf  plays;  liut  I  lind  htm  not  either  in  Langbaine  of  Term  Cat." 
iniliony,  like  '^i;oi>d  old  Homer,"  sometimes  nods.  Hayne»  bad  been  upon 
Age  nianjr  yeart  before,  aud  wu  Coo  profligate  to  be  admittad  of  the  unireni- 
that  period. 

the  memoir  of  Joe  Haynes,  in  the  Lives  of  tlie  Oamesters,  he  is  said  to  have 
a  the  befjianitig  <if  the  year  l/A".  ttg''<l  53.     This  i«  a  mistake, 
was  married,  aa  appeon  from  the  following  lines  in  the  Prolo^e  to  "  The 
ed  Lovers." 

"  Joe  Haynes's  fate  is  now  become  my  share. 
For  I  'til  a  poet,  marry'd,  and  a  player." 

wnes  says  he  was  one  of  those  "  who  came  not  into  the  company  uritill  after 
lad  begun  in  Dniry  liune."  Urury  Lane  first  opened  on  Uth  April,  IfJCS. 
wrote  and  spoke  a  variety  of  pruln^ies  and  epilt>)(ues,  particularly  the  epi- 
to  the  "■  Unhappy  Kindticsn,  or  Fruitless  Revenge,"  in  the  habit  of  a  horse- 
-,  mounUiil  on  uri  ass,  in  l(j!l7,  In  after  limes  his  example  was  imitated  by 
•r,  Liston,  and  Wilkinson. 

I  principal  characters  were,  Syringe,  in  the  Relapse;  Roger,  in  jEsop;  Spark- 
in  the  Country  Wife ;  Lord  Plausible,  in  the  I'lain  Dealer ;  Pamphlet  and 
loon,  in  Love  and  a  Uottle ;  Tom  Errani),  in  the  Constant  Couple;  Mad 
iQ,  in  the  Pilgrim  ;  Benito,  in  the  Assignation  ;  Noll  Bluff,  in  the  Old 
elor;  Rumour,  in  A  Plot  and  No  Plot,  (ut  which,  iu  !C37>  li«  epoke  die  pro- 
)  ;  and  Jamy,  in  Sawuey  the  Scot. 
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the  stage.  He  acted  the  mountebank,  Waltho  Van  Clatterbank.  High 
German,  chemical,  wonder-working  doctor  and  dentifricator,  and 
spoke  his  famous  "Horse-doctor's  harangue"  to  the  mob.  He  cbal- 
lenffed  a  celebrated  quack  called  "  The  Unborn  Doctor,"  at  the  town 
of  Hertford,  on  a  market-day,  to  have  a  trial  of  skill  with  him. 
Being  both  mounted  on  the  public  stage,  and  surrounded  on  all 
sides  by  a  numerous  auditory  eager  to  hear  this  learned  dispute.  Joe 
desired  that  each  might  stand  upon  a  joint  stool.  "  Gentlemen," 
said  Joe,  "  I  thank  you   for  your  good  company,  and  hope  soon  to 

frove  how  grossly  you  have  been  deceived  by  this  arch-impostor, 
come  hither  neither  to  get  a  name,  nor  an  estate :  the  first,  by 
many  miraculous  cures  performed  in  Italy,  Spain,  Holland,  France, 
and  £ngland ;  per  totutn  lerrarum  orbem  has  long  been  established. 
As  to  the  latter,  those  Emperors,  Kings,  and  foreign  potentate*, 
whom  I  have  snatched  from  the  gaping  jaws  of  death,  whose  image 
I  have  the  honour  to  wear  (showing  several  medals),  have  sufficient- 
ly rewarded  me.  Besides,  I  am  the  seventh  son  of  a  seventh  son ; 
so  were  my  father  and  grandfather.  To  convince  you,  therefore, 
that  what  I  affirm  is  truth,  I  prognosticate  some  heavy  judgment 
will  fall  on  the  head  of  that  impudent  quack.  I^Iay  the  charlatan 
tumble  ingloriously,  while  the  true  doctor  remains  unhurt !  "  At 
which   words,  Haynes's  Merry-Andrew,  who  was  underneath  tbe 

stage,  with  a  cord  fast  to  B 's  stool,  just  as  B was  going  to 

stutter  out  a  reply,  pulled  the  stool  from  under  him,  and  down  he 
came;  which,  passmg  for  a  miracle,  Joe  was  borne  home  to  bi« 
lodging  in  triumph,  and  B hooted  out  of  the  town.' 

Some  of  Doctor  Haynes's  miraculous  mock  cures  were  the  Ducben 
of  Boromolpho  of  a  cramp  in  her  tongue  ;  the  Count  de  Bodomon- 
tado  of  a  bilious  passion,  after  a  surfeit  of  buttered  parsnips  ;  and 
Duke  Philorix  of  a  dropsy  —  of  whic/i  hr  died  '  He  invites  his  pa- 
tients to  the  "  Sign  of  the  Prancers,  in  vico  vulgo  dicto,  Rattle- 
clifiero,  something  south-east  of  Templum  Danicum  in  the  Square  of 
Profound-Close,  not  far  from  Titter-Tatter-Fair  !  " 

He  was  a  good-looking  fellow,  of  singular  accomplishments,  and 
in  great  request  among  the  ladies.  "  With  the  agreenblcness  of  my 
mien,^  the  gaiety  of  my  conversation,  and  the  gallantry  of  my 
dancing,  I  charmed  the  fair  sex  wherever  I  came.  '  Signor  uiu«ippe,' 
(he  was  now  Count  Haynes  !)  "  says  one,  '  when  will  you  help  me  to 
string  my  lute  } '  '  Signor  Giusippe,  says  another,  '  shall  we  see  you 
at  m'ght  in  the  grotto  behind  tbe  Duke's  palace  ?  '     '  Signor  Oiu- 


■  "  The  Life  of  tbe  laie  Famous  Comedian,  Jo.  Hajrno.  Contoininfr  his  ouminl 
exploits  and  sdventiirtis,  both  at  home  and  abroad.  London .  Printed  for  J.  Nutt, 
near  StationerVHnll,  ITlH." 

*  "■  The  Reasons  of  Mr.  Joseph  Ilains,  tbe  PlRyer*s,  ConTcrrion  and  Reronrer' 
»ion.  Being  th«  Third  iind  Last  Part  to  the  Dialogue  of  Mr.  Bays.  Loadan : 
Printed  for  Richard  Baldwin,  near  the  Black  Bnll  in  the  Old-Baily.'  1(<»0."  Tliia 
tract  is  intended  as  a  skit  upon  Dryden,  ifhoie  easy  "^conversion  and  re-coui«r> 
siun  "  are  satiriacd  in  a  very  laiighahle  manner.  In  iKOil,  UaynM  tpoke  his  '*  Re- 
cantation Prulof^e  upon  his  first  appearance  on  the  stage  after  bia  rrtura  from 
Rome,"  in  the  character  of  a  theatrical  penitent ! 

Jithn  Dnvies  ridicules  tlie  coxcombs  of  his  day,  that  it  engrtMwd  the  whole  of 
their  meal-times  in  talk  of  yitaj/i,  and  censuring  of  pUigers. 

"  As  gooA  play  as  work  for  nought,  some  say. 
But  pJajfem  get  much  good  hy  nought  but  play," 
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sippe,'  says  a  third,  '  when  will  you  tench  me  the  last  new  song  you 
made  tor  the  Prince  of  Tuscany  ?  and  ^o,  i'faith  they  Giuaipped 
,  me.  till  I  had  sworn  at  least  to  a  dozen  assignations." 

His  waggery  was  amusing  to  all  who  were  not  the  butts  of  it.  He 
once  kept  a  merchant  that  had  a  laced-band  which  reached  from 
shoulder  to  shoulder,  two  good  hours  in  a  coffee-house  near  the  Ex- 
change, while  he  explained  the  meaning  of  chevaux  de  frize.  The 
wide-gaping  citizen  telling  him  there  were  horses  in  Frne-hnd  that 
were  bullet-proof!  At  another  time  he  parleyed  with  a  grocer  a 
full  quarter  of  an  hour  in  tiie  street,  inquiring  which  was  the  near- 
est way  from  Fleet  Street  to  the  Sun  Tavern  in  Piccadilly ;  whether 
down  the  Strand,  and  so  by  Charing  Cross  ;  or  through  Lincoln's 
Inn  Fields  and  Covent-Garden  ?  though  the  simpleton  declared  his 
spouse  sent  him  post-haste  for  a  doctor,  and — for  all  that  Joe  knew, 
— made  him  lose  an  heir-apparent  to  "  some  dozen  pounds  of  raisins, 
as  many  silver  apoatle  spoons,  Stow's  London,  and  Speed's  Chro- 
tiicle," 

His  astonished  father- confessor,  while  listening  to  his  sham  cata- 
logue of  frightful  enormities,  looked  as  death-like  as  a  frolicsome 
party  of  indigo  porters  in  a  dark  cellar,  by  the  melancholy  light  of 
burnt  brandy  \  "  For,"  said  the  penitent  wag,  "  last  Wednesday  I 
rtole  a  consecrated  bell  from  one  of  St.  Anthony's  holy  pigs,  and 
coined  it  into  copper  farthings !  Such  a  day  I  pinned  a  fox's  tail  on 
a  monk's  cowl ;  and  passing  by  an  old  gentlewoman  sitting  in  her 
elbow-chair  by  the  door,  reading  "  The  Spiritual  Carduns-posset  for 
a  Sinner's  Beuji-Ac/ie,"  (this,  saving  our  noble  comedian's  presence, 
is  more  after  the  fashion  of  Rabbi  Biisti,  than  Friar  Peter!)  "I 
abstracted  her  spectacles  from  off  her  venerable  purple  nose,  and 
converted  them  to  the  profane  use  of  lighting  my  tobacco  by  the 
lanshine." 

"  Hark  !  "  said  Jlr.  Bosky,  as  a  voice  of  cock-crowing  cacchination 
sounded  merrily  under  his  window,  "there  is  my  St  Bartlemy-tide 
chorister.  For  twenty  years  and  more  has  Nestor  Nightingale  pro- 
claimed the  joyous  anniversary  with  a  new  song."  And  having 
thrown  up  the  sash,  be  threw  down  his  accustomed  gratuity,  and 
wu  rewarded  with 

THE  INQUISITIVE  FARJIER,  OR  HARLEQUIN  HANGMAN. 

Harlet^uin,  taking  a  journey  to  Batb, 
Put  up  at  an  inn  with  his  dag;ger  of  lath. 
He  supp'd  like  a  lord, — on  a  pillow  of  down 
He  slept  like  a  king,  and  he  snored  like  a  clown. 

Boniface  said,  as  he  popp'd  in  his  head, 

"  In  that  little  crib  by  the  side  of  your  bed, 

As  honest  a  farmer  as  e'er  stood  in  shoes, 

(My  chambers  are  full)  would  be  glad  of  a  snooze." 

The  farmer  began,  as  in  clover  be  lay, 
To  talk  of  his  clover,  his  com-rigs,  and  hay, 
His  bullocks,  his  heifers,  his  pigs,  and  hii  wife; 
Not  a  wink  could  our  Harlequin  get  for  his  life. 

He  reckon 'd  his  herds,  and  his  flocks,  and  his  fleece. 
And  drove  twice  to  market  his  ducks  and  his  geese  ; 
He  babbled  of  training,  and  draining,  and  scythes, 
And  hoeing,  and  sowing,  and  taxes,  and  titlies. 
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"To  the  fair  do  you  cany  a  pack,  or  a  hnnch  ? 
Are  you  mountebank  doctor,  or  pedlar,  or  Punch  T 
What  is  your  calling?  and  what  ii  your  name  ? 
Are  you  single,  or  married, — or  coward,  or  game  1" 

Poor  Harlequin,  fretting,  lay  silent  and  still. 
While  the  fermer's  glib  tongue  went  as  fast  as  a  mill. 
"  Where  are  you  going  ?  and  whence  do  yon  come  ? 
How  long  do  you  tarry  ? — ^The  deuce !  are  you  dumb  T  " 

"  I  'm  the  hangman,'*  said  Hariequin, "  sir,  of  the  town ; 
I  cut  in  the  rooming  a  highwayman  down ; 
And  fix  in  the  market-place  up,  for  a  flag. 
To-morrow  his  head,  which  I  bear  in  my  bag  I " 

The  talkative  farmer  jump'd  up  in  a  fnght — 
("  If  you  look  for  the  bag,  friend,  it  lies  on  your  right !  **) 
Kan  out  of  the  chamber,  and  roar'd  for  the  host. 
Shrieking,  and  shaking,  and  pale  as  a  ghost  I 

Boniface  listen'd,  bolt  upright  in  bed. 
To  the  cock-and-bull  story  of  hangman  and  head ; 
And  then  caught  the  mountebank,  snug  on  his  back, 
Holding  his  sides,  which  were  ready  to  crack ! 

Loud  laugh'd  the  landlord  at  Harlequin's  trick. 
"  As  soon,"  cry'd  the  former, "  I  'd  sup  with  Old  Nick, 
As  sleep  in  this  room  with  that  gibbetting  vng. 
With  a  head  on  his  shoulders,  aud  one  in  hit  bag  !  " 

"  Bravo,  Nestor ! "  said  the  Laureat  of  Little  Britain;  "Nonh 
Noclack  (as  the  taciturn  old  lady  has  grown  musical),  will  draw 
thee  a  cup  of  ale  for  thy  ditty,  and  make  thee  free  of  the  buttery." 


WISHES. 

BY     PAUL    FLEMMIMC. 


Sweet  May  is  come  once  mote  Therefore  'tis  right  that  I, 

With  rich  and  plenteous  store,  A  faithful  friend,  should  try 

To  deck  the  meadows  gay,  One  simple  heartfelt  prayer ; 

Cold  frost,  and  ice,  and  snow,  Oh !  may  my  wishes  prove 

Shun  where  the  west  winds  blow.  Propitious  to  your  love. 

And  slowly  melt  away.  And  shield  you  both  from  caie. 

Oh  !  may  no  grief  annoy  May  God  on  you  each  hour 

The  lover's  dream  of  joy.  As  many  blessing's  shower 

Let  all  be  happy  now.  As  leaves  are  on  the  tree : 

May  what  ye  ask  be  given.  As  twinkling  stats  on  high 

A  pledge  from  bounteous  Heaven  That  glitter  in  the  sky. 

To  bless  your  nuptial  vow.  As  fishes  in  the  sea. 
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BY    A    8LTBUARINE. 

IE  sameness  of  a  voyage  while  out  of  aiglit  of  land  has  been  much 
n  of  by  trttTelJers,  and,  we  tliiuk,  unfairly  abused.     Now,  com- 

me  to  a  sameness  of  fair  weather  and  fair  winds  ;  even  the  same- 
»f  a  good,  mess  is  not  to  be  despised.  Let  those  who  want  a  change 
the  agremeiu  of  their  voyages  interspersed  with  storm,  and  blast, 
lit  junk  to  their  hearts'  content :  a  taste  of  a  gale  of  wind  in  the 
>f  Biscay,  and  five  days  of  contrary  wnds  off  Cape  St.  Vincent, 
afforded  me  more  than  enough  uf  change  during  the  last  three 
8.  Now  the  far-fumed  Pillars  of  Hercules  are  before  us,  and  with 
'ouring  and  gentle  breeze  we  are  entering  the  Mediterranean. 

Trafalgar  is  on  our  larboard,  Tangier  on  our  starboard  bow  :  we 
back  on  the  Barbary  coast,  stretching  away  to  the  south-west,  in 
changing  undulation  as  our  ship  proceeds  on  her  course,  until 
itain  appears  rising  over  mountain,  the  whale  terminating  in  a 
;h  of  the  Atlas  range,  far  far  away,  where  the  clouds  of  heaven 

down  to  greet  the  giants  of  the  earth.  The  moon  rises  over  the 
'  fastnesses  of  Gibraltar,  but  dimmed  by  distance,  and  lost  in  the 
shadows  of  its  mighty  crags,  we  gaze  on  the  wondrous  pile  as  on  a 
ery  we  are  as  yet  forbidden  to  penetrate.  The  breeze  freshens, — 
lug  the  African  coast, — the  noble  ship  feels  the  strong  current. 
a  is  neared — is  passed — and  we  are  in  the  Mediterranean.  There 
a  report  in  the  cockpit  that  we  were  to  touch  at  Ape's  Hill  (Ceiitn) 
powder-monkeya."  This  rumour  has  proved  incorrect,  and  the 
;ious  inhabitants  of  that  rock  are  not  to  be  pressed  into  the  ser- 

but  to  be  left  to  the  prosecution  of  their  civil  engineering,  in 
elling  from  the  shores  of  Africa  to  those  of  Europe. 
3ing  now  fairly  launched  in  the  Mediterranean,  it  is  much  to  lie 
!tted  that  the  prosecution  of  our  voyage  to  the  shores  of  Syria, 
hing  only  at  Malta,  prevents  our  looking  in  upon  the  French  at 
ers.  Great  guns  and  small  arms  !  what  preparations  we  ore  making 
}  credit  to  any  experimental  war  it  may  please  the  kings  of  the 
1  to  get  up  for  the  trial  of  sundry  new  inventions,  calculated  to 
e  fighting  a  pastime  not  lightly  to  be  provoked,  and  to  prove  pro- 
Js  to  be  the  most  expedient  of  projectiles.  The  shores  of  Sardinia 
before  us ;  a  fertile  land,  inhabited  by  a  race  unworthy  of  the 
soil  that  bears  them,  half  cultivated  as  it  is  by  a  people  more 
.  half  savages.  Already  we  see  the  shores  of  Sicily  lying,  as  every 
olboy  knows,  at  the  foot  of  Europe,  and  rarely  have  its  destinies 
I  kicked  about.  Phoenicians,  Carthaginians,  Romans,  Saracens, 
Dians,  French,  Germans,  and  Spaniards,  have  all  had  a  slap  at  it ; 
we  do  not  pretend  to  be  historians,  except  of  our  own  voyage,  and 
I  of  that  in  mere  "  memoranda." 

le  are  now  fast  approaching  the  "  Skerki  rocks,"  or,  as  sailors  call 
a,  "the  Squirks."  On  this  dangerous  reef  the  Athenian  frigate 
lost  in  the  early  part  of  the  present  century,  and  but  few  of  her 
7  were  saved  to  teJl  the  story  of  her  captain's  rashness,  redeemed — 
fault  involving  the  lives  of  hundreds  could  be  redeemed — by  tlie 
ness  with  which  he  determined  on  sharing  the  fate  he  had  brought 
others.  The  moon  is  rising  over  the  waters,  and  the  decks  of  the 
ve  lie  bleaching  in  her  rays,  emulating  the  spreading  sails  in  white- 
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ne»8  as  tliey  swell  to  the  gentle  breeze.  Tbe  watch  collect  in  gTMfM 
to  sleep,  or  while  away  the  time  with  merry  jests,  or  steadier  taOc,  ia 
which  Jack  figlits  or  sails  his  favourite  ship,  as  no  other  ship  was  ever 
sailed  or  fought  before.  Let  us  leave  the  officer  of  the  watch,  treading 
tlie  weather-side  of  the  quarter-deck  in  solitary  state  ;  the  mate  and 
middies  in  their  hurried  walk  and  busy  chat  to  leeward  ;  the  careful 
quarter-master  conning  the  ship  ;  the  strong  helmsmen  at  the  irbeel; 
and,  directed  by  a  low  murmuring  hum  of  voices,  subdued  out  of  r»> 
B]>ect  to  their  close  neighbourhood  to  the  quarter-deck,  go  in  seorcli  of 
"a  yarn." 

"  Why,  d'ye  see,"  says  Tom  Moody,  an  old  quartermaster,  to  a  knot 
of  listeners  lying  on  the  st!irb<:iard  grating,  just  before  the  main-mast, 
"  the  reason  why  we  hauled  up  for  Maritimo,  to  my  mind  is,  tbdt  the 
admiral  don't  like  to  take  these  here  large  barkies  inside  the  Squirks. 
They're  a  nasty  reef  of  rocks  them  Squirks;  they're  like  a  skipper 
who's  got  a  spice  of  the  devil  in  him,  that  he  doesn't  always  show ;  co 
the  sea  don't  always  break  over  the  .Squirks,  but  there  they  art.  And 
stand  clear,  my  hearties ! — that 's  all.  Mayhap  you  don't  know  the 
Squirks,  mayhap  you  may  ;  but  that  argufies  nothing.  We  am't  all 
on  us  bound  to  pa^s  the  Trinity  Board  for  North-sea  pilots ;  and,  f<ir 
the  matter  of  that,  little  help  'twould  lie,  for  the  bearings  and  dis- 
tance of  the  Squirks  lying  here  on  our  starboard  bow.  But,  aa  I  was 
saying,  —  for  I  seem  to  be  in  for  a  yarn,  —  the  Squirks  arn't  no  soft 
tack  to  grind  your  keel  upon,  with  the  wind  blowing  hard  from  the 
nor '-west,  as  Captain  Rainsford  fmind  to  his  cost,  in  the  A-tbin-nn 
(Athenian)  frigate,  some  five-and-thirty  years  back.  Now  why  they 
called  her  the  A-lhin-uu  I  never  could  well  make  out  ;  for  she  had  ■• 
broad  a  beam  and  as  full  a  quarter  as  Kal  Slum's,  and  no  one  erer 
called  her  a  thin  un.  W<e\\,  d'  ye  see,  the  frigate  had  been  sent  to  di^ 
kiver  them  rocks,  which  had  been  reported  to  be  somewhere  betwvea 
the  coasts  of  Sardinia  and  Africa  ;  and  the  skipper,  somehow,  be  &e*«r 
could  have  took  his  soundings  in  the  right  place, — like  our  black  cook, 
when  he  bobbed  in  the  coppers  for  the  dog's-body  (peas-pudding), 
which  Barney  the  marine  had  stolen:  and  the  signification  of  this  waa, 
that  he  made  up  bis  mind  that  there  warn't  no  squirk  rocka  at  al). 
Well,  Captain  Rainsford  reports  to  the  Adminil  on  the  station  what  *« 
what,  according  to  his  notion ;  and  arter  a  bit,  the  A-thfn-un  she 
goes  home,  and  is  ordered  out  again  with  some  sogers  to  Malta  ;  ther 
makes  a  troop-ship  of  her,  just  the  same  as  they  does  with  the  men-a- 
war  now,  though  it  wnrn't  the  custom  of  the  service  then,  and  I  '11  be 
blessed  if  I  know  why  it  should  be  ever,  making  a  lobster-smack  of  a 
man-a-war!  but  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  my  story,  'cept  that  if  the 
sogers  hadn't  been  aboard  in  that  unregular  manner — they  are  all  well 
enough  in  their  transports — why  then  we  might  have  had  better  luck. 
Well,  arter  we  left  Gib.  on  our  way  out,  the  skipper,  he  makes  up  his 
mind  to  steer  right  for  the  Squirl«s,  spite  of  what  the  master  aaya; 
'  For,'  says  he, '  there  arn't  no  squirks  at  all ;'  and  such  a  quick  pessace 
OS  we  had  never  was  made  afore  or  since.  On  the  third  night,  in 
the  first  watch,  just  about  where  them  rocks  lies,  as  the  skipper  wax 
taking  a  glass  of  grog  with  the  Oin'ral  of  the  sogers — it  warn't  a  ker- 
nel, nor  a  major,  but  u  gin'ral  they  'd  gut  to  command  'em,  somehow ; 
'  Well,'  says  the  skipper,  '  Gin'ral,*  says  he,  laughing  n«  ho  put  his 
hand  on  the  chart,  'if  there  be  the  Squirks  anywhere,  which  1  denr, 
we  ore  at  this  moment  close  aboard  of  them.' 
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'he  Captain's  steward  told  me  the  story,  as  I  tell  you.  I  was  but 
ingster  at  the  time  in  the  ship,  and  sarved  in  the  mizeutuj). 
,  he  said,  that  just  at  this  moment  the  ship  struck  ;  she  was  then 
;  a  matter  of  eleven  knots  oft"  the  reel ;  but  it  was  no  touch  and 

hich  is  very  pood  steeriuff.     Tliun  she  rose  on  the  wave,  and  once 

she  struck ;  but  before  this  the  Cap'en  wus  on  deck,  lookiug 
in  the  light  of  the  moon,  ns  thof  he  'd  st'ed  his  own  ghost ;  but 
g  his  orders,  like  a  briive  man,  and  a  good  ofticer,  as  he  was,  though 
le  obstinate  about  them  'ere  Squirks.     It  was  six  feet  water  in  the 

slup  oh  I  '  Won  the  pumpa,  and  hoist  out  the  boats :'  but,  somehow, 
1  us  warn't  so  cool  as  the  skipper,  who  gave  his  orders  tu  men  who 
Jii't   mind  them,   for  fear  had   mastered  all  hands,  though  they 

the  skipper,  and  not  a  man  but  what  would  hove  risked  his  life 
im,  as  you  shall  see.  Well,  we  felt  the  ship  was  settling  fast, 
!  the  sea  was  making  a  clear  breach  over  her,  and  I,  us  well  as 
Sj  was  a-overhauling  my  account  aloft,  and  seeing  what  a  settling 
d  there  to  pay ;  and   many  a  man  prayed  then,  even  while  his 

was  of  the  smartest  lo  save  the  ship,  that  never  prayed  before, 
aiayhai),  fur  the  matter  of  tiiat,  never  prayed  since,  more's  the 
;  but  il  arn't  no  Metliody  parson,  so  let  that  go.  Well,  before  we 
I  get  out  a  boat,  the  sea  did  it  for  us,  so  far  as  consarns  the 
;h;  the  rest  went  to  pieces  where  they  were;  she  saved  my  life  ; 
hat '.s  neither  here  nor  there,  thof  I  'ni.glad  it's  here,  for  it's  as 
to  live  aa  long  as  one  can,  till  our  lime  comes.  In  a  few  minutes 
!  was  a  matter  of  more  than  sixty  souls,  blue-jackets,  and  sogers, 
had  managed  to  get  into  the  launch,  knocking  about  under  the 

;  and  the  cry  Wds,  among  the  frigate's  men,  that  they  wouldn't 
3  off  till  they'd  got  the  Cap'en  among  them  ;  and  this  was  while 
/ere  loosing  the  hold  of  scores  from  the  boat's  gunnel, — messmates 
shipmates,  'twas  no  odds  now, — the  launch  would  take  no  more, 
every  moment  we  thought  the  ship  would  go  down.  Well,  tliere 
a  singing  out  for  the  Cap'en,  and  he  came  and  looked  over  the 
\i\,  and  waving  his  hand  to  us,  made  us  understand  more  by  his 
n  than  what  we  heard — for  there  was  a  yell,  fore  and  aft,  from  the 
airing  and  the  drowning,  enough  to  shake  a  man's  hope,  and  to 
3  the  dead,  —  that  he  was  a-bidding  us  good-b'ye,  and  that  like  a 
e  man,  and  a  prime  seaman  as  he  wasj  though  wrong  consarning 
Squirks,  he'd  go  down  with  the  ship.  Weil,  messmates,  the 
en's  steward,  —  who  stood  by  him  to  the  last,  trying  to  over-per- 
e  him  to  take  his  luck  with  us  in  the  launch, — he 's  told  me  many 
ne,  for  arterwards  he  jumped  out  of  the  cabin  window,  and  got 
the  launch,  unbeknownst  to  us  all.  Well,  he  says,  that  when 
skipper  had  took  his  leave  of  the  men,  he  turns  to  the  Gin'ral,  who 
by,  and  says  he,  *  Gin'ial,  you  must  save  your  life.'  The  men 
t  take  any  other  in  the  launch  but  me,  for  she's  almost  swamped 
,  and  we  can't  expect  it ;  but  you  must  put  on  my  coat,  and  may- 
you  may  pass  for  a  sailur  for  once  ;  and  the  skipper  smiled  ns  well 
e  could,  to  get  his  way  with  the  Gin'ral ;  but  the  old  soger,  he 
a  prime  'un  too.  'Captain  Kuinsford,'  says  he,  'you  consider  it 
■  duty  to  die  with  your  men,  and  I  feels  obligated  to  do  the  like ; 
1  's  my  sentiments,  unaccustomed  as  I  am  to  public  speaking,'  or 
.'thing  of  that  sort,  for  lie  spoke  tine,  as  gentlemen  landsmen  does, 
neither  the  steward  nor  I,  d'ye  see,  could  give  his  lingo  rightly. — 
;nk  with  my  ship,  sir,'  said  Cap'en  Rainsford  sternly,  'as  the  un- 
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fortinate  cause  of  all  this  here  night's  mischief;  as  the  destroyer  of  u 
fine  a  ship  and  ship's  company  as  ever  went  into  action.  Yon  bare 
had  no  hand  in  this  here  matter,  and  it  consams  me,  as  a  part  of  nij 
duty,  to  try  and  do  everything  to  save  you.  Many  of  your  men  are  in 
the  launch,  and,  as  far  as  I  con  see,  without  an  officer.  A  high  sitiva- 
tion  waits  for  you  at  Alalta.  Go,  Gin'ral,'  says  he,  'and  when  you 
hear  any  one  go  for  to  say,  that  Cap'en  Rainsford  lost  his  ship  throu^ 
his  own  folly,  speak  this  good  word  for  him,  that  he  cmild  have  nved 
his  life,  but  he  wouldu't  ;  he  sank  mth  the  A-thin-un  \ ' 

"  Well,  to  make  short  of  a  long  yarn,  the  Gin'ral  did  as  he  wu 
told  ;  he  put  on  the  skipper's  coat,  and  lowered  hisselfinto  the  launch. 
'  Shove  off ! '  was  the  word,  hefore  we  seed  who  we  'd  got :  arterwards 
there  wns  a  talk  of  heaving  the  8<^er  overboard,  the  men  were  so  mad 
that  they  had  lost  the  Cap'en  ;  but  marcy  perwailed,  as  the  chaplain 
says,  and  we  made  for  Malta.  I  won't  tell  you  of  the  screeching 
there  was,  or,  to  sny  rightly,  one  long  screech  aboard  the  ship  when 
we  left  her,  for  every  one  thought,  somehow,  that  he  might  get  in  the 
launch,  though  fight  hard  we  did  against  all  hands.  Then  came  an- 
other screech,  louder  than  that  'ere, — it  was  when  the  old  barky  heeled 
over,  and  went  down,  Cap'en  and  crew,  sogers  and  all.  Well,  men- 
mates,  my  yarn  is  spun  out ;  we  got  safe  to  Malta  with  the  launch, 
and  sorry  was  everybody  that  heard  as  how  that  the  skipper  wam't 
among  us,  for  every  one  loved  him.  A  sailor's  friend  was  Cap'en 
Rainsford.  and  as  good  a  seaman  as  ever  stepped  in  shoe-leather, 
though  certain/^  it  wixs  unfurtinate  that  he  was  so  plaguy  obstinate 
consaraing  them  ere  Squirks-"  Kichabd  Joznxs. 


SONG.  — THE    WANDERER. 

Air—"  The  girl  J  tt/l  behind  me." 

My  bonny  bark  's  my  boast  and  pride. 

So  well  she  does  her  duly, 
As  s wifely  o'er  the  rippling  Iklc 

She  walks  like  any  beauty. 
Thai  all  the  world — (hough  not,  alas  1 

Of  prai&e  deserved  a  squand'rer — 
Declares  no  vessel  can  surpass 

The  trira-built  little  Wand'rer. 

In  vain  each  end,  with  press  of  sail. 

Tries  in  her  wake  to  follow  ; 
She  '11  shoot  a.head,  and  never  fail 

To  beat  the  fastest  hollow. 
So  nil  the  world,  though  not,  alas  I 

Of  praise  deserved  a  squand'rer. 
Confesses  nothing  can  surpass 

The  Irim-built  little  Wand'rer. 

As  throui;h  the  wave  she  skims,  awhile 

The  silver  spray  besprinkles 
Her  lovely  bows,  she  seems  a  smile 

To  cast  on  Neptune's  wrinkles  ! 
And  though  the  world  is  not,  alas  f 

Of  praise  deserved  a  squand'rer, 
E'en  Knvy  cries,  nought  can  surpass 

The  triio-built  little  Wand'rer. 
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THE  GIRL  AT  Nu.  7. 


OR  twenty  years  I  have  lodged  with 
my  present  laiidlady,  Mrs.  WilUams, 
and  it  is  very  likely  tliat  I  shall  spend 
the  rest  of  my  days  beneath  her  roof, 
for  she  is  a  very  honest  and  respecta- 
ble widow,  and,  what  is  more  to  the 
purjwse,  she  understands  me. 

i!<verything  goes  on  smoothly  in  con- 
sequence, and  I  have  no  care.  I  am 
really  at  home-  Now,  without  assum- 
ing too  much,  I  feel  confident  that  this 
anses,  in  a  great  mea-sure,  from  my 
own  philosophy,  for  although  an  old 
bachelor,  I  am  not  easily  "  put  out " 
about  trifles.  Nay,  even  should  a 
clumsy,  slippery-fingered  maid  of  all- 

rk  let  my  best  tumbler  slide  from  the  waiter  to  the  fioor,  I  am  un- 

kved — I  feel  for  the  confusion  of  the  wench,  and  not  only  think  that 

is  the  real  sutferer,  but  exert  my  eloquence  to  cool  the  rising 

ath  of  my  excellent  landlady,  who  "  cannot  abide  waste,"  and  is 
'  to  rate  the  girl  fur  her  stupidity." 

2  Li 
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"My  dear  madam,"  aaiil  1,  on  an  occurrence  of  tbia  kind,  "if  I 
could  not  afford  these  luxuries  of  life  I  would  not  purchase  them.  If 
the  destruction  of  thesu  fragile  things  cost  me  a  moment's  nnoaam 
believe  me  I  would  at  once  dispense  with  them,  and  remote  te 
cause." 

••  Ah !  Mr.  Thorley,  that  is  so  like  y oa ! "  said  Mn.  Williim. 
smiling,  but  evidently  not  convinced.  "  Yuu  are  so  easy.  Bot  ft^ 
vants  are  really  a  pLigue,  and  for  my  part  I  heartily  wish  one  conUiio 
without  them." 

"  As  I  am  convinced  that  we  cannot  do  so,  my  dear  madam,  witiiwl 
likewise  losing  many  of  our  comforts,"  I  replied,  "  I  am  quite  satiiM 
to  endure  the  evil  for  the  sake  of  the  good.     And " 

Aly  argument  was  here  suddenly  cut  short  by  the  entrance  of  tbe 
maid. 

"  Well,  Mary  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Williams,  in  a  short  tetchy  tone  of  (•> 
buke. 

"Ob,  mum!  "cried  she,  "if  you  plca.se,  the  girl  at  No.  7>  i*Va 
doin'  o'  something,  and  there "»  sich  a  to-do !  " 

"Dear  me!  "'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Williams,  "such  a  nice,  genteeHool- 
ing  girl,  too!  Well,  to  be  sure,  there's  no  knowing  anybody!  "aaii 
here,  her  curiosity  getting  the  better  of  her  sympathy,  the  wUtd, 
"  Have  you  heard  what 's  the  matter,  Mary  ?  " 

"  No,  mum,"  replied  Mary  ;  "  but  I  jist  axed  the  butter-boy  u  l« 
was  passing  (Simkins's  boy,  mum),  and  he  said  as  how  be  b'licred  u 
she  'd  p'isoned  hpr  missus." 

"  Poor  Aliss  Singleton  !  "  sighed  my  worthy  landlady.  "F'uoati 
her !  so  much  as  she  made  of  that  girl.     It's  really  shoddjig.' 

"I  al'ays  said  as  she  %vas  a  stiick-up  thing,  mum,"  said  Mtry,  tott- 
ing her  head  di.sdaiiifully ;  ''  and  thot  she  did  look  so  mimmy.  ai  if 
butter  wouldn't  melt  in  her  mouth,  I  never  thought  she  wu  v 
good." 

Now  I  confess  I  felt  a  particular  interest  in  the  girl  at  No.  7>  biriiK 
closely  observed  her  for  the  last  five  years.  When  she  first  entew 
the  service  of  our  neighbour,  she  was  a  slight,  delicate  girl  of  finnters, 
just  emancipated  from  the  poor-house.  I  watched  her  progreai,  d 
had  tbe  pleasure  of  seeing  her  in  the  course  of  time  exalted  to  the  nU* 
ntion  of  companion  of  her  mistress,  and  she  was  truly  the  genteclMt, 
neatest  little  body  in  the  whole  parish- 
Miss  Singleton,  her  mistress,  was  a  maiden  lady,  who  lived  (n* 
handsomely-furnished  house,  and  apparently  in  the  enjormrnt  of  i 

f'ood  income  ;  fur  everything  in  the  establishment  was  coniiucied  in  ■ 
iberal  manner.  Although  between  forty  and  fifty  years  of  age,  tiert 
were  still  the  remains  of  a  personal  beauty  which  in  her  youth  niU 
have  been  very  attractive.  There  was  a  peculiar  grace,  too,  ifl  ^ 
manner  and  deportment,  that  bes^ioke  the  gentlewoman. 

Seeing  a  mob  about  her  door,  however,  and  believing  her  to  bf » 
lone  woman,  I  thought  I  might  be  allowed  to  offer  my  bumble  Mi* 
vices  without  presumption,  especially  when  our  breathless  snii  tsuitd 
handmaid  {despatched  by  Mrs.  Williams)  returned  with  the  eneoanf 
ing  '•  further  particulars"  that  "  Miss  Singleton  was  not  p'isoned, brt 
on'y  robbed  !"  So,  having  quickly  put  myself  in  trim,  I  sallied  fortli  f 
was  immediately  admitted,  and  found  Miss  Singleton  alone,  andont" 
whelmed  with  grief.     I  made  my  compliments  and  apologien,  but  •&* 
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?d  me  with  n  aincerity  that  at  once  composed  tlie  nervous  flut- 

B  of  my  vtanvaise  hon'te. 

arned  from  her  that  the  whole  stock  of  her  plate,  wortii  ahout 
;y  or  eighty  pounds,  was  missing.  Susan,  the  girl,  had  heen  al- 
given  in  chsirge  to  a  constable,  and  her  Ijox,  after  heiiig  search- 
>o  taken  away  in  the  custody  of  tlie  otiicial,  although  there  was 
ig  discovered  tliat  in  any  way  tended  to  implicate  her. 
dnced  some  surprise  at  the  promptness  of  all  these  proceedings, 
Mi»s  Sinisleton  iufurmed  me  that  she  was  80  dismayed  at  the 
iscovery  of  the  theft,  and  the  hesitation  of  the  girl,  that  slie  had 
the  alarm  to  her  neighbour,  Mr.  Rtggors,  a  churchwarden  of  the 
,  who  had  taken  upon  himi>elf  to  mansge  the  whole  proceedings, 
Imost  before  she  had  recovered  from  the  first  effects  of  her  terror 
rl  was  gone.  In  the  excitement  of  the  moment  I  proffered  my 
es  to  attend  her  lo  the  police-office  on  the  following  morning, 
she  said  she  moat  gratefully  acce])ted. 

lust  candidly  confesfi,  however,  that  to  one  of  my  retiring  dispo- 
there  ivas  scarcely  anvthiiig  in  tlie  world  more  distasteful  than 
pearance  in  a  justice-room.  I  barely  slept  a  wink  all  night  for 
ing  of  it  ;  but  the  die  was  cast ;  it  was  the  natural  and  unuvoid- 
sequence  of  my  polite  attention,  and  I  wound  niy.self  up  to  see 
ivenlure  in  which  I  had  embarked  brought  to  a  conclusion, 
iing  time  by  the  forelock,  I  was  early  abroad  ;  and  having  put 
thing  in  train  at  the  oJfiee,  to  the  utter  surprise  of  the  whole  ea- 
hment  informed  them  that  I  was  going  out,  and  sliould  probably 
tained  till  a  late  hour  of  the  afternoon. 

turning  immediately,  I  conveyed  my  distressed  neighbour  to  the 
e-room,  and  forgot  my  own  feelings  in  endeavouring  to  calm  and 
18  hers.  The  room  was  nearly  empty  when  we  arrived,  but  the 
;  soon  began.  The  clerks  at  the  table  commenced  spreading  out 
papers,  and  scribbling  away  in  important  silence  ;  the  consetjuen- 
ifficers  talked  a  great  deal,  and  spoke  sharply,  and  with  great 
rity,  in  answer  to  the  whispered  questions  of  the  paupers  and 
;,  who  formed  the  staple  commodity  of  the  "charges." 
ifsently  there  was  a  startling  cry  of  "  silence  ! " —  "  make  room !  " 
tand  back  !  "  and  a  consf  quent  shuffling  of  feet,  and  a  compressi<m 
»  human  mass,  when  the  magistrate  apjwared,  and  took  his  seat. 
e  was  certainly  nothing  in  his  bland,  handsome  countenance  to 
•e  terror  in  the  hearts  of  the  trembling  delinquents  who  were 
'ed  before  him-  His  eyes  were  full  of  jdeasantry  and  good  hu- 
;  nor  did  his  speech  (more  especially  in  private)  fall  short  of 
agreeable  promise,  for  Sir  Andrew  Moreton  was  very  intimate 
our  firm,  and  I  had  the  honour  of  being  frequently  present  when 
sited  them.  He  instantly  recognised  me,  and  politely  answered 
Jute. 

"ter  several  cases  of  little  interest  had  been  disposed  of  (and  to 
1  I  was  an  inattentive  auditor,  devoting  myself  entirely  to  Miss 
eton,)  the  unfortunate  Susan  was  placed  at  the  bar. 
an  instant  not  only  the  eyes  of  the  worthy  magistrate,  but  those 
the  court  were  directed  in  sympathy  towards  her.  Pale  as  mar- 
ind  apparently  as  cold,  her  feelings  seemed  too  overwhelming  to 
t  of  any  expression,  and  she  stood  like  one  in  a  trance,  insensible 
around. 
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Miss  Singleton,  at  tbe  officer's  bidding,  drew  her  tremblii^  haai 
from  her  glove,  and  was  sworu.  The  suavity  and  gentleneas  of  tk* 
magistrate,  however,  presently  gave  her  courage  to  proceed. 

8he  expressed  her  unfeigned  sorrow  at  being  compelled  by  amvf 
stances  to  appear  as  the  accuser  of  the  prisoner,  who  had  alwaji  ooo> 
ducted  herself  towards  her  with  tbe  strictest  propriety  ;  and  that  until 
the  present  occasion  she  had  not  the  slightest  cause  of  complaint,  era 
reposing  the  most  unbounded  confidence  in  her  honesty. 

She  then  circumstantially  detailed  the  discovery  of  her  Iocs  tlie 
cons^equent  confusion  uf  the  girl,  and  her  inability  or  disinclination  to 
give  the  least  clue  or  explanation  by  which  tbe  property  nii|^t  be 
traced. 

"  Has  her  box  been  searched  ?  "  demanded  the  magistrate. 

"  It  has,  your  worship,"  replied  tbe  constable,  "but  there  ain't  no 
duplicates,  nor  nothing  ;  but  I  dessay  aa  she  has  had  cunning  enough 
to  destroy  them  'ere." 

"  That 's  enough,  sir,"  interrupted  Sir  Andrew.  "  We  do  not  i^ 
quire  your  comments  or  opinion  on  tbe  case.  Prisoner,  what  hare  tcq 
to  say  in  answer  to  this  serious  charge  ^  " 

"  I  am  innocent,"  murmured  Susan  in  a  voice  that  was  aeareelj  ^1 
audible.  ^H 

"  That  is  the  only  answer  I  have  been  able  to  obtain  from  her,'*^' 
said   Miss  Singleton,  "  and  willingly  would   I  sacrifice  the   property 
could  she  prove  the  truth  of  it." 

"  Pray,  Miss  Singleton,"  asked  the  magistrate>  "  has  the  girl  way 
followers,  as  it  is  termed  ?  " 

"  None,  sir,"  replied  Miss  Singleton,  "  except  her  father,  and  be  is 
never  permitted  to  see  her  but  in  my  presence."  ^^ 

"  What  is  her  father  > "  B 

"  I  believe  him  to  be  an  honest  man  ;  he  has  lately  returned  from^^ 
abroad,"  said  ilkliss  Singleton,  "  and  1  think  be  is  a  seafaring  man." 

"  You  say  you  believe  and  you  think  ;  excuse  me,  madam,  for  re- 
peating your  words,  but  from  whom  have  you  learned  all  these  parti- 
culars ? " 

"  From  his  own  lips,"  replied  Miss  Singleton. 

"  Have  you  known  him  long  ?  " 

"  Only  three  weeks." 

"  Indeed,"  said  the  magistrate,  and  he  pondered  for  awhile, 
whom,  pray,  did  you  receive  her  character  ?  " 

"  I  took  her  from  the  workhouse,  sir ;  whence  I  selected  ber  ftr 
her  superior  intelligence,"  replied  Miss  Singleton.  "  The  fact  is,  air, 
I  was  informed  that  she  was  an  illegitimate  child,"  and  she  bliiabed 
iLs  she  uttered  the  words,  "  and  it  was  not  till  the  appearance  of  tUa 
man,  who  came  Mi  claim  ber  as  his  daughter,  (and  indeed  he  offeree!  nc 
such  proofs  that  I  could  not  doubt  his  relationship,)  that  there  was  a 
soul  in  the  world,  besides  myself,  who  took  any  interest  in  her." 

"  Do  you  know  his  address  ?  for  I  think  it  will  be  no  more  than  our 
duty  to  inform  him  of  the  situation  in  which  his  daughter  is  anfbttn* 
nately  placed." 

Miss  Singleton  gave  the  father's  address,  which  the  magtBtrate  hand, 
ed  to  an  officer,  and  bade  him  seek  him  immcdialelr. 

"  It  will  also  be  necessary  to  advertise  a  description  of  the  lost  pro- 
perty, ujid  offer  a  reward,"  continued  he.  "  At  present  there  is  not 
sufficient  evidence  to  justify  a  committal,  I  will  therefore  remand  tbe 
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prisonrr  until  Friday  next,  and  in  the  mean  time  I  will  instruct 
oflict*ri  to  use  their  best  endeavours  to  trace  the  property." 

Miss  Singleton,  wilii  tears  in  her  eyes,  bejrged  that  Susan  might  be 
placed  apart  from  the  prisoners,  at  least  until  there  appeared  stronger 
proofs  than  at  present  of  her  culpubility. 

"  Your  feelings  do  honour  to  your  heart,  madam,"  said  Sir  Andrew, 
oonrteously,  "  and  depend  on  it  your  wishes  shall  be  attended  to." 

Here  the  case  having  concluded,  Susan  wastemoved  from  the  bar, 
and  I  departed  with  my  charge,  weary  and  dissatisfied  with  the 
result. 

Two  dajrs— two  interminable  days  of  suspense  at  length  elapsed,  and 
I  u^^u  attended  at  the  oihce  with  my  kiiia  and  benevolent  neighbour. 

The  newspapers  had,  as  usual,  reported  the  case,  and  lauded  the  in- 
teresting female  in  such  set  terms  as  excited  the  minds  of  their  readers, 
and  we  consequently  found  the  court  crowded  by  the  curious.  It  was 
with  some  difficulty  that  I  succeeded  in  obtaining  a  seat  for  l^Iiss  Sin- 
gleton. 

On  the  bench  sat  the  worthy  magistrate,  and  on  bis  right  hand  a  tall, 
handsome  military  man  in  undress,  with  hair  as  white  as  silver,  and 
«uch  a  complexion  that  an  eastern  sun  alone  can  bestow. 

The  prisoner  being  brought  to  the  bar.  the  clerk  read  over  the  evi- 
dence, and  she  was  again  asked  if  she  had  anything  to  say,  but  she 
only  replied,  as  before,  that  she  was  innocent,  and  knew  nothing  of  the 
stolen  property. 

Her  little  box  was  produced,  and  the  constable  being  questioned  aa 
to  the  contents,  said, 

"  Here  's  on'y  this  'ere  pocket-book,  which  seems,  to  my  thinking, 
to  belong  to  the  missus." 

The  book  was  handed  to  the  magistrate.  In  a  moment  the  dark 
ejrea  of  the  gentleman  on  the  bench  were  fixed  upon  it.  They  ex- 
amined it,  and  whispered  earnestly  together. 

"  That  book  is  Susan's,"  said  fliiss  Singleton,  eagerly,  apparently 
alarmed  lest  they  should  have  discovered  sumelhing  from  its  inspection 
that  might  tend  to  criminate  the  girl;  for  she  now  heartily  wished  that 
she  might  be  acquitted,  so  reluctant  was  she  to  punish  one  whom  she 
hod  every  reason  to  believe  had  deeply  wronged  her. 

"Answer  me,  prisoner, — where  did  you  get  this  book?  "  demanded 
Sir  Andrew. 

"  It  was  my  mother's,  sir,"  replied  Susan- 

"And  this  was  your  mother's  name  as  well  as  yours, — Susan  Wil- 
man  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,"  answered  the  prisoner. 

There  was  another  pause  of  seve^.^l  minutes,  during  which  the  gen- 
tleman on  the  bench  conversed  with  the  magistrate,  and  it  appeared 
from  the  direction  of  his  eyes  that  he  was  interesting  himself  in  her 
behalf,  and  suggesting  some  queries,  when  their  conversation  was 
abruptly  interrupted  by  a  squabbling  noise  in  the  court. 

"  Officer,  keep  silence ! "  said  the  magistrate,  sternly. 

I  turned  to  the  quarter  whence  the  noise  proceeded,  and  saw  a  little 
bald-headed  choleric  officer  ^Kiking  his  staff  authoritatively  into  the  ribs 
of  a  most  curious  individual,  who  seemed  by  no  means  inclined  to  be 
repalaed. 

He  was  a  stout,  ruirired-headed  fellow,  about  sixteen 


eighte 


pitted  deeply  with  the  small-])ox,  with  a  pair  of  large  grey  rolling 
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eyes  that  projected  most  disagreeably,  and  a  mouth  literally  extendit 
from  vdT  to  ear.     His  right   hand  was  applied  t<»  one  of  them   in  the 
form  (if  a  trumpet,  and  he  still  tidked,  and  in  rather  a  loud  key. 

"  What  is  that  noise  ?  "  demanded  the  magistrate,  really  angry  at 
the  interruption. 

"  Please  your  worship,"  said  the  officer,  "  this  man  will  come  in,  and 
I  can't  make  out  what  he  wauts." 

"Oh  J  indeed, "  rep  lie  J  the  magistrate.  "Well,  let  him  pass,  and 
we'll  endeavour  to  ascertain  his  business,  which  seems  of  so  much  im- 
portance, that  we  are  compelled  to  set  aside  our  own." 

The  young  man  walked  awkwardly  but  quietly  forward,  holding  ■ 
ragged  leathern  cap  in  his  hand. 

"  Well,  what 's  your  business?  "  demanded  Sir  Andrew. 
The  youth  seeing  him  apeak,  placed  his  hand  to  his  ear,  and  the 
question  bein^  repeated,  calmly  replied, 

"Oh  I — please  your  worship,  I  come  to  speak  about  this  'ere  young 
oomnn  as  is  had  up  afore  you." 

"  Indeed ! "  said  he,  resuming  bis  equanimity,  and  turning  to  the 
officer.    "  Put  him  into  the  box  and  swear  him." 

Having  gone  through  this,  apparently  to  him,  unusuil  and  inexplic- 
able ceremony,  he  was  about  to  speak,  when  he  was  stopped  short,  and 
his  name  demanded. 

"  Bill  Wattles.,  your  worship." 
"  W^iJlium  Wattles,  I  suppose  you  mean?  " 

"It's  all  as  one,"  replied  Wattles;  "  thof  I  nerer  knowed  nobody 
to  call  me  Villiam  as  lung  as  I  can  remember ;  it's  al'ays  Bill,  or  Billy 
at  the  most." 

"What  are  you?" 

"  I  'm  pot-boy  at  the  George,  vere  I  've  bin  a  matter  o*  Are  year, 
come  next  Michaelmas." 

"  Well,  but  state  what  you  know  about  the  prisoner  at  tie  bar." 
"  Nothin'  but  vot 's  guu<l,  ytiur  worship,  and  I'm  sarl&in  sure  ■■ 
she  's  as  innocent  as  the  babe  unborn." 

Sir  Andrew  smiled,  and  shrugged  up  his  shoulders.  "  WHiat  with 
Lis  deafness  and  the  style  of  his  rhetoric,  I  am  afraid  we  shall  only 
I  lengthen  the  proceedings  by  our  interrogations.  We  must  patiently 
allow  him,  I  suppose,  to  bestow  all  bis  tediousness  upon  us,  and  let 
him  tell  bis  story  in  his  own  way.  By  the  earnestness  of  his  manner,  I 
think  he  has  something  to  commimicate,  which,  in  the  absence  of  all 
other  evidence,  may  throw  some  light  upon  the  mystery  in  which  the 
case  is  at  present  involved." 

Having  obtained  permission,  the  pot-boy  proceeded  to  amuse  the 
whole  court  with  the  fallowing  oratorical  display  : — 

"T'other  evenin",  your  vorship,  I  vos  in  the  tap  a-doin'  o'  nothin', 
and  Jim  Slubbers,  vot 's  a  reglar  customer  at  the  George,  vos  a-readin' 
the  purlice,  and  lo!  and  behold  you  !  he  lights  upun  the  robbery  done 
by  this  'ere  young  woman.  '  My  eyes  ! '  says  I,  '  if  it  ain't  that  'ere 
werry  pootv  gal  as  lives  at  No.  7-'  I  felt  werry  uncomferrable,  and  I 
says,  says  I,  '  Jim,  I  'il  bet  a  kevorten  and  tiiree  outs,'  says  I,  '  it 's  all 
a  nam  I '  Vith  that  they  all  bustes  out  a-lariing,  and  begins  a-poking 
their  fun  at  un  like  mad.  Veil,  I  thought  and  I  thought  about  it  the 
whole  o'  that  blessed  night.  Nex'  mornin'  I  says  to  the  minis,  '  Please, 
marm,'  savs  I,  '  the  gal  as  is  had  up  'bout  the  robbery  is  going  to  go 
afore  the  justice  on  Friday,  and  I  'm  thinkin'  as  how  I  're  k  bit  o'  hevi" 


I 


i 
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*  to  lioffer  as  vill  give  her  a  lift  in  this  werry  onpleasant  sitiwo- 
— 'Do  you  know  vot  you're  aboutj,  you  fool !' says  she.  "  Vy, 
'11  be  bindin'  you  hover  to  keep  the  peace,'  says  she,  '  and  you  '11 
id  up  at  the  Bailey-  I  can't  allow  of  no  Bich  doin's." — '  I  hope  no 
ce,  mijisus/  says  I ;  *'  but  it  'h  my  dooty,  and  go  I  must ! '  So  she 
i  purtikJai  red  hi  the  face,  (for  she  wa'n't  put  out  a  leetle,  that  's 

and  I  werrily  believe  as  how  I  should  ha'  got  the  sack,  on'y  I 
v'd,  and  she  know'd  too,  she  couldn't  get  sich  another  boy  as  me 
7  day  in  the  veek,  thof  I  say  it  as  shouldn't  say  it  I  Veil,  your 
tip,  as  I  Tos  a-saying,  on  Toosday  night  last  I  vos  a-going  round 

the  '  eight  o'clock,'  ven,  jist  as  I  turns  the  corner,  vot  should  I 
but  a  great  hulking  chap  a-sneaking  avay  fruin  Miss  .Singleton's 
vay,  vith  a  blue  bag  in  hia  fist,  and  at  the  werry  duor  itse!f,  vich 
hopen,  I  spies  another  phiz, —  not  this 'ere  young  outnan's,  nor 
i  Singleton's  neither,  hut  a  ill-looking  cove  vith  black  viskers. 
f  I  had  never  in  my  born  days  seed  a  man  there  afore ;  but  still  I 
I't  think  so  much  on  it  at  the  time;  but  ven  I  hears  o'  the  robbery, 

as  this  'ere  young  ooman  vos  in  prison  for  it,  I  jist  set  my  fool's 
I  to  vork,  and  putting  this  and  that  together,  I  says  to  myself,  'As 
that  nice  ynuiig  ootnan  being  guilty,'  says  I,  'it's  werry  like  a 
le ! '     And  vot 's  more,  I  'm  eonwinced  on  it  too  1 " 

You're  an  honest  fellow,  and  deserve  commendation  for  your  good 
ing,"  aixid  Sir  Andrew.  "  Stand  down,  but  do  not  quit  the  court." 
'he  officer  plucked  the  pot-boy  by  the  sleeve,  and  removed  him 
1  the  box. 

liss  Singleton  was  much  excited,  and  I  felt  an  indefinable  sort  of 
e  that  the  girl's  innocence  might  be  proved,  when  the  officer  who 

been  commissioned  to  trace  the  stolen  property  hastily  entered  the 
rt,  bringing  with  him  a  pawnbroker,  who  produced  a  large  silver 
k-ewer  (at  once  identified  as  ymrt  of  the  missing  plate),  and  which  he 
lared  had  been  pledged  at  his  shop  by  a  young  woman ;  and  when  the 
ortunate  girl  at  the  bar  was  pointed  out  to  htm,  and  he  was  interro- 
ed  upon  her  identity,  he  said  he  could  not  positively  swear,  but 
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he  was  almost  certain  that  8be  was  the  person !     Susan  immediatdT 
fainted,  and  was  borne  out  of  the  court. 

The  inagiiitnite  appeared  much  disappointed,  and  conversed  with  t^ 
gentleman  beside  him,  who  appeared  by  his  excited  manner  to  have 
been  deeply  interested  in  the  case.  Their  conference*  howerer,  «n» 
abruptly  interrupted  by  the  pot-boy. 

"  .Stop  that  *ere  fellow  vitli  the  vite  top-coat  and  the  yellow  vipe 
round  his  neck ! "  e-vclaimed  he,  pointing  eagerly  to  a  man  in  the 
crowd,  who  was  just  on  the  point  of  leaving  the  court. 

"  This  18  a  strange  proceeding,"  said  the  man,  advancing  with  the 
oHicer  ^I'ho  had  arresteu  him.     "  What  warrant — " 

"  1  siiy,  old  fellow,  draw  it  a  little  milder,  vill  you,"  said  the  pot- 
boy, in  a  cool  and  rather  sneering  tone.  "  Please  your  vursbip,  tell 
him  to  draw  Lis  mug  out  o'  that  'ere  handkercher." 

The  man  untied  tite  haudkercliief  and  ^liss  Singleton  almost  inru- 
luntarily  exclaimed,  "  It  is  Susan's  father ! "  while  the  pot-boy  exult- 
ingly  cried, 

"  The  werry  vngabone,  your  worship,  m  I  seed  at  the  door.  1 11 
take  my  d.ivy  on  it,  I  vill !  " 

Susan  Imviug  recovered,  was  again  placed  at  the  bar,  and  I  sugared 
no  good  result  from  the  furtive  but  expressive  looks  which  passed  be- 
tween them. 

"Appearances,  your  vorship,"  said  the  father,  with  calm  assaranoe, 
"  are  certainly  against  me.  A  father's  anxiety  for  the  fate  even  of  •■ 
unworthy  daughter,  I  hope,  will  plead  a  sullicient  excuse  for  mj  pr»- 
bence  here.  A  feeling  of  shame  for  her  guilt  caused  me  tu  have  rc» 
course  to  concealment." 

"  But  why  were  you  about  to  quit  the  court  so  hastily  ?  "  asked  Sir 
Andrew. 

"  I  had  heard  sufficient  to  satisfy  me  that  iny  unfortunate  child  was 
guilty-  The  recognition  by  the  pawnbroker  convinced  me  that  sbc 
was  lost  to  me  for  ever." 

"  But  what  have  you  to  say  tu  the  allegation  of  the  witness  ?  " 

'*  That  I  can  bring  twenty  credible  witnesses,  if  necessary,  to  prove 

that  I  was  not  within  twelve  miles  of  Aliss  Singleton's  on  the  night  in 

question.     He   is  labouring  under  a  mistake  ;  but  still  I  thank  him 

'  bcartily  for  the  interest  he  has  taken  in  behalf  of  this  poor  deluded 

girl." 

"  Don't  palaver  me,"  cried  the  pot-boy,  frowning,  "  for  that  cock 
vun't  fight !  He  's  the  werry  man,  your  vorship,  and  no  mistake!,.^ 
un(i  pr.ty  don't  let  him  go." 

The  magistrate  again  turned  towards  the  gentleman,  who  appeared 
prompting  some  query. 

"  What  is  your  name  ?  "  demanded  Sir  Andrew. 
"  James  Davis,  your  worship,"  replied  the  man. 
"  But  this  poor  girl's  name  is  Susan  Wilman." 
"  She  bears  her  mother's  name,"  answered  the  man.     "  The  (act  is, 
your  worship,  she  is  a  natural  child." 

An  old  othcer  now  crossed  over,  and  stepped  close  up  to  the  father, 
and  lifter  a  minute  scrutiny  exclaimed,  "Hollo!  Slippery  Thorn,  is 
that  you  ?  "  Air.  James  Davis  made  no  answer  to  this  impertinent 
interrogation,  but,  at  once  losing  all  his  former  coolness  and  possession, 
turned  deadly  pale.  "  Please  your  worship,"  continued  the  officer, 
"  this  is  a  return  convict.     Four  years  ago  he  was  sent  to  Botany  Bay 


I  went  down  to  Portsmouth  with  him  myself,  and  know 


exclaimed  the  man,  and  immediately  appeared 


urteen 
veil." 

''loored,  by 

iigii  himself  tu  bis  fate. 
\nd  is  he  not  ray  father  ?  "  demanded  Susan, 
^o!"  loudly  exclaimed  the  gentleman  on  the  bench,  rising, 
t  your  father.     You  have  been  imposed  upon,  and — " 
Thank   heaven!"  fervently   exclaimed  Susan,  while  the   blood 
;led  in  her  cutourless  cheeks,  and  she  appeared  for  a  few  brief  mo- 
;s  supported  by  a  wild  delirium  of  excitement.   "  I  have  no  longer 
cause  for  silence.     He  did  visit  me  on  the  day  of  the  rubbery,  in 
ibaence  of  Miss  Singleton,  contrary  to  her  strict  injunctions,  and 
tist  my  inclination  too,  —  for  I  was  accustomed  to  obey  her.     Ha 
me  out  of  the  way  to  purchase  something  for  him  in  the  neigh- 
hood,  and  1  have  no  doubt  robbed  the  house  in  my  absence." 
Say  no  more,"  said  Slippery  Thorn.     "  I  suppose  they  can  do  no 
!  than  send  me  across  the  herring-pond  again.     I  confess  the  rob- 
.   I  have  one  consotution,  h<jwever ;  there  '«  as  great  rogues  among 

!>etters,  and  1  'tl  be if  they  go  scot  free.     This  girl,  your  wor- 

,  is  the  natural  daughter  of  a  wealthy  man.  His  nephew,  who  ia 
mbler  and  a  scamp,  employed  me  to  entrap  her,  and  carry  her  out 
le  country,  knowing  that  it  was  the  only  chance  he  had  of  inherit- 
bis  uncle's  property,  as  the  old  gentleman  was  using  every  means 
iscover  his  child ;  but  I  wus  tempted,  and  I  've  spoiled  my  market. 
i  hundred  pounds  lost  at  one  throw,  and  nabbed  mto  the  bargain." 
Could  Arthur  Selwyn  do  this?"  cried  Sir  Andrew's  friend. 
Sir  ? "  said  the  convict,  staring  at  him  with  unfeigned  wonder- 
it.  "  Why,  yes,  that 's  the  man,  sure  enough." 
The  prisoner  is  acquitted,"  said  Sir  Andrew,  with  evident  emotion. 
lear  the  court." 

Hooray  1 "  exclaimed  the  pot-boy,  throwing  down  his  cap,  and 
ling  towards  Susan,  seized  her  hands  in  his  ecstasy,  and  kissed 


^OTK. — We  do  not  know  whether  it  was  the  intention  of  our  worthy 
nd,  Josiah  Thorley,  to  terminate  his  narrative  at  this  interesting 
nt ;  but  true  it  is  the  Old  Ledger  contains  no  more  than  this  frag- 
nt. 

3ur  curiosity,  we  must  confess,  would  have  been  gratified  by  learn- 
the  name  of  Susan's  fatlier,  although  we  can  certainly  make  a 
ewd  guess. 

TuE  Editor. 
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There  is  hardly  a  district  in  Germany  that  is  not  under  t 
fluence  of  some  Spirit  or  Demon,  Gnome  or  Kobold;  but  tliere  is  not 
one  St  all  resembling  the  Hcrr  dcr  Berge,  who  presides  over  the  mining 
district  of  the  Riesengebirge.  He  is  a  strange  character,  and  very 
difficult  tn  define,  being  just  as  the  whim  of  the  moment  malces  him ; 

,  kind  one  moment,  cross  the  next,  a  warm  friend  or  a  bitter  enemj. 

I  mild  and  courteous,  irritable  and  churlish,  condescending,  faaugbty,  a 

I  liberal,  or  a  tyrant.  As  to  his  external  appearance,  he  is,  if  pocsihle, 
still  more  inexplicable.  Here,  he  is  a  very  Adonis,  there,  a  hideoos 
hobgoblin  with  tail  and  ears  of  surpassing  size ;  his  favourite  diaguiao 
is  perhaps  that  of  a  charcoal-burner,  in  which  shape  he  may  have 
passed  us  to-day — who  knows?  He  is  peculiarly  touchy  and  seaaitiTe 
on  several  points ;  for  instance,  he  abominates  the  name  of  Riibezafal, 

'which,  by  the  by,  is  only  a  nickname.  His  police  is  quite  equal  to 
Napoleon's,  if  not  better.  He  will  allow  no  oppression  in  bis  do- 
minions, except  his  own:  und  having  an  insight  at  once  into  meo'c 
characters,  he  will  permit  no  one  to  settle  in  the  Gebirge,  whose  repo- 
tatian  has  a  shady  side  to  it. 

Three  cottages  are  all  that  remain  of  a  thriving  viUago  called  GtMH>- 

'back  (Gansbach  in  German).  The  name,  1  believe,  like  other  names 
of  remote  antiquity,  was  derived  from  some  local  circumstance*.  It 
was  famous  for  the  number  of  geese  that  inhabited  the  spot.  Its 
patron  saint  was  St.  Michael:  and  the  only  house  of  entertoimnent 
in  the  village  was  known  by  the  sign  of  the  Golden  Goose.     So  ererr- 

'  thing  was  in  perfect  keeping,  the  name  of  the  place,  the  sign  of  t£e 
inn,  and  the  character  of  its  inhabitants. 

What  rare  doings  there  nsed  to  be  at  the  Ghilden  Goose !  but  of  all 
the  days  in  the  week,  Sunday  was  the  one  when  the  most  fun  was 
going  on.  Somehow  or  other,  it  always  happened  that  an  itinerant 
band  of  Bohemian  musicians  arrived  there  on  Saturday  night,  to  be 
ready  for  the  morrow — a  capital  harvest  it  was  for  them.  The  choice 
spirits  of  the  neighbourhood  generally  mustered  about  church-time, 
and  the  sound  of  the  church-bells  was  often  drowned  in  the  roar  of 
the  chorus,  or  the  tramp  of  the  dance.  There  was  one  song  which  was 
regularly  «ung  as  a  sort  of  prologue  to  the  revels,  and  as  it  is  not  un- 
connected with  our  plot,  I  must  endeavour  to  render  it  in  tnuulatMO. 

To-day  it  is  Sunday —  "lis  Monday  to-morrow ! 
To-day  Rive  to  play — give  to-morrow  to  sorrow  I 
Let  us  (lance,  let  us  sing,  that  we  may  not  repent 
Un  a  Monday,  the  hours  of  a  Sunday  mis-spent. 

My  merry  boys  all  f  let  us  each  choose  his  male  f 
There's  Liny  for  t)ie«,  boy  I  for  me  pretty  Katel 
Each  fair  one  will  give  without  coyness  on  Sunday 
The  kiss  that  her  lover  must  ileal  on  the  Monday. 

"  Here 's  a  health  to  ourselves  I  hob  or  nob,  boys,  all  roand, 
"  Till  the  echoes  shall  dance  to  our  glasses'  shrill  sound. 
'*  Let  us  drink  !  let  us  drink,  boys !  we  'II  never  repent 
"  On  *  Monday,  the  hours  of  a  Sunday  rais-spent. 
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ras  Sunday — ^The  song  and  the  dance  were  in  high  train  as  usual, 
.hat  perhaps  the  orgies  were  even  more  uproarioaa  than  they  were 
to  be,  the  very  walla  of  the  house  were  shaking  with  the  boister- 
eals  of  laughter,  and  Frau  Wihkelhaus,  the  Burgomaster's  wife, 
lecbred  she  could  not  hear  the  organ  in  church  for  the  hideous 
s  of  the  chorus  at  the  public-house,  (to  be  sure,  ahe  was  rather 
of  hearing,)  when  a  young  lad,  to  all  appearance  a  travelling 
nt,  entered  the  village,  and,  attracted  by  the  joyous  sounds  he 
I,  (Stopped  short  in  front  of  the  Golden  Goose. 
"ter  hesitating  a  moment  or  two,  as  if  to  come  to  terms  with  his 
ience  for  joining  such  a  heathenish  set,  he  stepped  into  the  house, 
appearance  in  the  public  room  seemed  to  mabe  some  sensation, 
iir  youth  was  handsomely  dressed,  and  a  blush  which  mantled  his 
cheek  told  that  he  was  unused  to  such  scenes.  The  noise  was 
ed,  hoivever ;  a  rude  stare  was  all  the  acknowledgment  he  got  for 
iceful  bow  to  the  company,  so  he  modestly  retired  to  a  corner  of 
able,  and  ordering  a  jug  of  beer,  it  was  immediately  brought  him 
smart  serving  wench,  from  whom  his  large  blue  eyes  and  beau- 
glossy  ringlets  drew  forth  a  patronising  smile, 
trtain  it  is  that  his  gentlemanly  address  and  innocent  look  had  a 
lerful  effect  on  the  landlord  of  the  Golden  Goose.  He  was  an 
it  rogue — it  was  a  rare  occurrence  for  him  to  see  any  thing  like  a 
actable  customer;  in  fact,  his  dealings  were  almost  exclusively 
ned  to  the  vagabond  loose  set  of  the  neighbourhood ;  for  the  house 
a  bad  name,  and  the  wayfarer,  unless  of  the  same  stamp,  seldom 
e  it  a  halting  place.  It  occurred  to  him  that  he  might  make  some- 
g  out  of  the  youth,  nor  Avas  he  long  in  settling  his  plans  for  the 
tose. 

be  student  was  evidently  shy  and  modest,  so  our  host'  tutors  the 
hter-loving  Hebe,  al>ove  mentioned,  to  get  into  conversation  with 
lad.     She  is  to  stick  at  no  kind  of  nonsense,  to  interlard  her  lan- 

Se  with  the  most  extravagant  bombast,  in  short,  she  is  to  quiz  him 
ly  ;  and  right  well  did  she  acquit  herself.     The  poor  youth  was 

ready  to  sink  into  the  floor  with  shame  and  embarrassment ;  he 
fV  not  where  to  turn  to  rid  himself  of  his  malicious  tormentor, 
he  coarse,  loud  laugh  of  the  landlord  at  the  success  of  his  scheme 
I  brought  all  the  party  crowding  round  :  they  too  joined  in  the  fun, 

the  mure  absurdly  and  impudently  the  she-devil  conducted  her- 
the  more  was  the  misery  of  her  victim  increased,  and  louder  grew 
demonstrations  of  delight  from  the  pitiless  crew  around. 
W  a  time  the  young  lad  bore  his  persecution  meekly  enough ;  at 
;th,  however,  he  seemed  to  pluck  up  spirit.  Rising  hastily  from 
table,  he  said  in  a  determined  tone:  "  It  is  too  bad,  mine  host,  to 
nit  such  an  idle,  proHigate  set  of  scamps  to  frequent  your  house  ou 
Lord's  day.  To  say  nothing  of  the  treatment  I  have  received  at 
r  hands,  I  tell  you  such  unholy  doings  will  have  their  reward." 
Vith  these  words  he  threw  on  the  table  a  piece  of  coin  double  the 
lunt  of  his  reckoning,  and  was  moving  towards  the  door,  when  the 
Uord  seiaed  him  roughly  by  the  arm  and  pulled  him  back  into  the 
n.  "  Ho,  ho  J  my  pretty  little  moralist  in  plain  clothes,"  cried  he, 
b  a  fiendisii  grin  ;  "  So  you're  coming  the  parson  over  us — eh  ?  By 
troth,  worthy  sirs,"  (addressing  the  company,)  "  we  must  mend  our 
iners  in  such  a  presence.  Our  old  grumbler  of  a  vicar  is  not  fit  to 
]  the  candle  to  this  piece  of  innocence.     But  what  I  say  is  this; 
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here  we  are  now  within  the  precincts  of  the  Golden  Gooae,  oar  boa- 
nesa  is  tn  be  merry,  and  I  hold  it  my  daty,  as  a  coDscientioas  and  «p- 
right  landlord,  to  see  that  all  goes  on  smoothly  under  my  roa£  Let 
ns,  my  worthy  guests,  make  this  youngster  atone  for  that  nimnrwny 
■peecli  of  his  about — what  was  it  ? — profligate  scamps  ?  We  will  keep 
him  here  to  do  as  we  do,  and,  I  warrant  ye,  we  '11  soon  w&sh  his  sanc- 
tity out  of  him." 

A  wild  brutal  burst  of  laughter  followed  this  harangue  of  the  farad- 
lord's,  and  the  poor  lad,  in  spite  of  all  his  remonstrances  and  entmtiei, 
was  forced  to  seat  himself  at  the  table  with  the  rest  of  the  party.  aid« 
as  a  matter  of  course,  to  pledge  them  all  round  in  bumpers. 

The  wine  was  not  slow  in  taking  effect.  By  degrees  the  sober, 
serious  demeanour  of  the  stranger  youth  wore  off:  he  became  gsyw 
and  gayer,  till  at  last  he  entered  warmly  into  the  spirit  of  all  that  was 
going  forward,  and  his  laugh  might  have  been  heard  above  all  the 
others. 

"  Mine  host  is  a  jolly  dog !"  cried  he-  "  He  waa  in  the  right  of  it, 
— the  devil  take  all  sanctity,  say  1 — Ho!  there!  more  wine"— and  he 
dashed  down  on  the  table  a  handful  of  gold  coin. 

"  Ei  der  tausend !  *— "  Gold  !"— "  real  sterling  gold !"  erery  esda- 
mation  that  the  utmost  astonishment  could  call  forth,  burst  from  eack 
one  as  he  glared  upon  the  shining  metal;  but,  before  they  could  iismiw 
from  their  stupor,  the  greedy  clutch  of  the  landlord  had  secured  erery 
piece,  and  it  was  already  locked  up  in  his  strong  box.  He  speedilr 
appeared  with  a  fresh  supply  of  wine. 

And  now  began  the  wildest  orgies  that  can  be  conceiTed.  Tfae 
music  struck  up  with  mad  vi»>ur ;  some  danced  to  it  with  frantic  gea> 
tures,  others  sang  or  shouted,  each  his  own  scrap  of  a  chorus ;  two  or 
three  were  nearly  convulsed  with  idiot-like  laughter,  while  their  neigh- 
bours were  vying  one  with  another  in  giving  utterance  to  the  meat 
horrible  blasphemies.  One  object,  however,  seemed  common  to  all ; 
riz.  that  of  making  each  his  own  voice  rise  above  the  rest.  In  tlw 
mean  time  the  cunning  host  was  feeding  the  flume  by  cheering  them 
on.  He  and  the  stranger  seemed  to  be  those  of  the  party  on  wliaai 
the  wine  had  had  least  effect,  but  the  latter  was  evidently  enjo 
the  scene  beyond  measure. 

At  last  there  wns  a  pause — perhaps  they  were  all  exhausted.  ^ 

The  silence  was  broKen  by  old  Kunze,  the  Collector  of  the  RereniiF, 
who  reeling  up  to  the  youth,  and  embracing  him  Ti-ith  affectionate 
fervour,  stammered  out,  "  Brother  mine,  they  "re  all — drunk— ev-e-rv 
soul  of  'em — cept  us  two— thou  suck — kest  it  in  like  a  fis — fi^  ;  and 
art  as  sober — '» — a  judge. — Canst  tea — teach  me — the  tr — tri — trick 
—eh? 

The  stranger  replied  by  singing  as  follows : 

"  In  riot  and  pleasures 

"  No  puling  half  measures  1 

"  But  fill  the  deep  bowl  to  the  brim  !  ha  I  ha ! 

"  Then  up  to  the  chin 

"  Let  us  boldly  plunge  in 

"  He  will  drown  in  delight,  that  can't  swim  I  ba !  bal 

"  Brother  mine ! '  cried  old  Kunze,  hugging  him  again,  "  Brother 
mine — speak  the  tr— truth — and — dont  t — tell  a  lie — haat  irat 
gold,— eh?" 
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ling  out  another  hnndful  of  gold,  tbe  youth  dashed  it  down  on 
>le,  and  sang : 

*•  Gold,  gold  is  the  essence  of  life  and  of  love, 

"  And  wine  is  the  spirit  lo  make  us  enjoy  it. 
'*  T«3  gold  makes  our  joys  rival  those  of  above, 

"  When  wiue  has  inspired  tlie  right  way  to  employ  it. 

"  Then  fill !  —  here 's  a  toast  I 

•'  To  the  lovely  Gold  coast '. 

"  To  gold,  with  il3  sweets  and  t/s  bitten/ 

"  But  with  pure  or  alloyed 

"  Mill/  ujt"  never  be  cloyed, 

"  For  on  earth,  'tit  not  all  gold  that  glitter*  f* 

ire  was  an  expression  thrown  into  the  last  words  of  the  son^, 
,  if  it  \ras  not  sarcastic,  sounded  uncommonly  like  it,  nnd  perhaps 

listeners  had  not  well  drunk  they  might  have  observed  a  most 
Dg  smile  playinj^  on  the  countenance  of  the  singer  as  he  gave 
leculiar  empliasis  to  the  toast  he  proposed.  They,  however,  had 
nly  for  the  gold. 

[of  there  I"  bawled  the  individual  who  seemed  to  be  leader  of 
Tela :  "  bring  the  dice. — Wilt  make  a  cast,  comrade  ?  " 
;y  played,  but  the  run  of  luck  seetned  to  be  against  the  stranger, 
Ithuugh  the  dice  bad  the  appearance  of  being  fair,  he  was  soon 
d  otit  effectually.     The  sum  he  lost  was  very  large,  and  the 

of  it  was  in  gold  specie.  Fortune  evidently  favoured  the  land- 
vho  came  in  for  the  lion's  share  of  the  spoil. 
1  now  the  old  Revenue  Collector  bethought  him  of  a  project, 
ther  mine!  the  dev — il's  in  the  dice,"  said  he  to  the  youth;  "if 
host  more  gold — shalt  be  my  son-in-law— what  sayst  ? — my  Chri 
•istel  's  a  tempting  br — bride." 
:h  an  arrangement,  however,  did  not  altogether  meet  the  views 

host :  such  rare  pickings  were  too  good  to  be  lost ;  tbe  alliance 
be  prevented, 
trike  up  there  J"  he  shouted  out  to  the  musicians  ;  "  blow  away  f 

ytfur  lungs  till  the  very  chimneys  dance  on  the  housetop !  my 
red  guests  will  have  another  dance;"  so  saying,  he  himself  led  nut 
'  the  serving  maids,  and  began  spinning  round  the  room  with  her. 
Tilt  not  dance  ?"  croaked  old  Kunze,  who  saw  the  stranger  stand- 
lone,  and  looking  on  at  the  dancers.  "  Have  a  turn  with  thy 
]e  —eh  }  I  '11  straight  fet — ch — my  Chr — riatel — nnd  my  tiresome 

rib — too — They  must — all  dance  Ev — ever— y — body — must 
— t'day — Rum-ti-id-ity — round  we  go !" — so  he  begun  capering 

the  room,  till  one  leg  interfering  with  the  other,  he  rolled  over, 
as  soon  snoring  under  the  table  like  a  watch-dog  in  the  sunshine. 
ey  kept  it  up  thus  till  daybreak,  when  all  those  who  had  not 
1  the  old  tax^therer  under  the  table,  reeled  off  to  their  dwell- 
where  their  hrst  care  was  to  lock  up  carefully  (as  the  host  had 

the  winnings  of  the  night  before,  and  then  they  betook  them- 

to  bed  just  at  the  hour  when  all  sober,  well-regulated  folks  were 
g  up  to  begin  the  ordinary  business  of  tbe  day. 
e  stranger  and  the  landlord  alone  remained,  neither  apparently 
the  worse  for  the  debauch.  "  Well,  fair  sir,"  quoth  the  latter, 
f  like  you  your  treatment  ?  You  will  do  well  now  to  He  down  a 
to  rest  yourself;  and,  if  you've  any  more  of  those  same  gold 
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pieces,  we  '11  hare  a  jolly  bout  of  it  to-night,  ar,  and  again  to-o 
too!" 

His  guest  had  now  established  himself  very  comfortablr  in  • 
arm-chair  behind  the  stove.     After  a  yawn  or  two  be  replied,  " 
yourself  no  trouble  about  the  reckoning,  my  fine  fellow,  I'll  taJui 
of  that;  — here,"  continued  he,  stretching  out  one  of  his  legs,  "j 
pull  off  my  boots,  will  you  ?" 

In  a  moment  the  ollicious  host  had  hold  of  the  boot :  he  palled  tail 
hauled,  and  hauled  and  pulled  again  with  all  his  might;  th«  ' 
seemed  glued  to  the  foot.     Now  it  gives  a  little — another  tug— it "i 
coming — tug — tug — now  then. 

"  Donner  and  blitzen !"  roared  the  student — ^no,  not  the  stodottl 
but  a  gigantic,  bliick-chnrcoalman  who  was  now  sitting  in  the  anKhnt.f 

"  Accursed  bell-hound !  what  the  devil  are  you  going  to  da  with  aiM 
leg }"  for  the  boot  had  come  off,  and  the  leg  with  it :  the  hamr<n 
stricken  landlord  was  standing  aghast  with  the  limb  in  bis  band. 

"  God  be  merciful  to  me !"  he  contrived  to  stammer  ont  at  le 
"  'tis  Rubezahl !  " 

"  Rubezahl !  "  thundered  the  Herr  der  Berge,  for  it  was  indeed  1 
"Rogue!   thief!  tatterdemalion  that  thou  art,  I'll  Rubezahl  tfawT 
(be  it  remembered  he  was  very  touchy  about  that  name)  "  I  «•« ' 
a  heavy  reckoning,  and  now  I  'm  going  to  pay  thee  !  " 

With  these  words  he  jumped  up  on  his  one  leg,  and  snatching  ili| 
fellow,  boot  and  all,  out  of  the  quaking  landlord's  hands,  be  belafa 
the  poor  devil  with  it  till  he  was  nearly  beaten  to  a  jelly,  and  then,  I 
way  of  (iaale,  threw  it  at  his  head  with  such  terrible  concctnen 
aim   that  it  knocked  all  his  front  teeth  out.     This  done,  the  Spirit] 
hopped  off  on  his  one  leg,  and  was  out  of  sight  in  an  instant 

The  drunken  guests,  under  the  table,  had  been  awakened  io  tbtl 
mean  time  by  the  piercing  outcries  of  their  host.  Quiet  at  mitf. 
though  sweating  at  every  pore  with  apprehension,  they  lay  theit,  oclt  I 
one  hugging  himself,  amidst  his  terror,  on  the  assurance  of  harinebiij 
ducats  snug  in  his  pocket,  without  getting  a  drubbing  for  it  liitj 
coast  was  no  sooner  clear,  than  there  was  a  general  moveof  tbebiwij 
to  the  pocket  to  feel  the  darling  coin. 

A  horrible  yell  burst  from  every  mouth  at  the  same  instant.    Mid- 
dened  and  howling  with  pain,  they  all  rushed,  helter-skelter,  dovowj 
the  goose-poud  in  the  village — plunged  in — there  was  a  liittiof;  •*!  f 
steaming  of  the  water — the  vapour  cleared  away — they  were  nottoiej 
seen. 

At  this  juncture  a  fire  broke  out  in  the  inn,  as  well  as  inaUtii*| 
other  houses  in  the  place,  whose  inmates  had  won  any  of  RabcabTi 
gold  pieces.  Short-sighted  wretches !  the  metal  ihcy  prized  so  mnck 
was  nothing  now  but  so  much  red-hot  coal !  A  violent  stonn  of  irisi 
from  the  mountains  augmented  the  im]>etuosity  of  the  riames  to  ludit 
degree,  that,  in  less  than  an  hour,  nothing  remained  of  Gooscbtcb  btt 
three  cottages  and  a  heap  of  smoking  ruins. 

The  neighbouring  villages  did  not  fail  to  take  warning  from  the  b*» 
of  Goosebach ;  and,  from  that  time  to  this,  there  have  heen  iio  vtA 
heathenish  doings  in  the  public-houses  either  on  Sunday  or  any  aA0 
day  of  the  week.  The  tr.ivelling  student  is  now  courteously  aod  b*- 
pitably  received  everywhere  in  the  Riesengebirge;  for  which  b«  h» 
no  one  to  thank  but  honest  Rubezahl,  the  Herr  der  Berge. 
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THE  LAY 
OF  THE  OLD  WOMAN  CLOTHED  IN  GREY. 


0>'CE  there  lived,  as  I  've  heard  people  say, 
An  "  Old  Woman  clothed  in  grey," 

So  furrow'd  with  care, 

So  haggard  her  air. 
In  her  eye  such  a  wild  supernatural  stare, 

That  all  who  espied  her 

Immediately  shied  her, 
And  strove  to  get  out  of  her  way. 

This  fearsome  Old  Woman  was  taken  ill : 

— She  sent  for  the  Doctor — he  sent  her  a  pill, 

And,  hy  way  of  a  trial, 

A  two-shilling  phial. 
Of  green-looking  fluid,  hke  laver  diluted. 
To  which  I  profess  an  abhorrence  most  rooted. 
One  of  those  draughts  they  so  commonly  send  us, 
Labell'd  "  JIattstus  cat/iartictts,  mane  sumendtts  ;  — 

She  made  a  wry  face, 

But,  with<tut  saying  Grace, 
Toss'd  it  off  like  a  dram— it  improved  not  her  case. 

— The  Leech  came  again  ; 

He  now  open'd  a  vein. 
Still  the  little  Old  Woman  continued  in  pain. 
So  her  "  Medical  Man,"  although  loth  to  distress  her. 
Conceived  it  high  time  that  her  Father  Confessor 
Should  be  sent  for  to  shrive,  and  assoilizc,  and  bless  her, 
That  she  might  not  slip  out  of  these  troublesome  scenes 
"  Unanneal'd  and  Unhouseled," — whatever  that  means.* 

Growing  afraid. 
He  calls  to  his  aid 
A  bandy-legg'd  neighbour,  a  "Tailor  by  trade," \ 
Tells  him  his  fears, 
Bids  him  lay  by  his  shears, 

AUck  for  poor  WiUiam  Linley  to  Rettle  the  point !  Bii  elacddation  of  Mae- 
jh"*  '♦  Hurlyburley  "  caau  a  halo  around  hi»  memory.  In  liim  the  world  lost  one 
lu  Idndlieac  Spiriti,  and  the  Garrick  Club  its  acntest  commpntator. 

BAII  who  are  familiar  with  the  Police  Reports,  and  other  Records  of  our  Coiirtc 
ustice,  will  recollect  that  every  gentleman  of  this  partinilar  profewion  inva- 
IMy  thus  descrihes  himself,  in  contradistinction  to  the  Bricklayer,  whom  he 
Ijbkbly  prcnunes  to  be  indif^nous,  and  the  Shoemaker  bom  a  Snob. 
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His  thimble,  his  goose,  and  his  needle,  and  hie 
With  all  possible  speed  to  the  Convent  hard  by. 

Requests  him  to  say, 

That  he  begs  they  '11  all  pray. 
Viz. :  The  whole  pious  brotherhood.  Cleric  and  Lay, 
For  the  soul  of  an  Old  Woman  clothed  in  grey, 
Who  was  just  at  that  time  in  a  very  bad  way. 
And  he  really  believed  couldn't  last  out  the  day, — 

And  to  state  his  desire 

That  some  erudite  Friar 
Would  run  over  at  once,  and  examine,  and  try  her ; 

For  he  thought  he  would  find 

There  was  "  something  behind," 
A  something  that  weigh'd  on  the  Old  Woman's  mind, — 
"  In  fact  he  was  sure,  from  what  fell  from  her  tongue. 
That  this  little  Old  Woman  had  done  something  wrong." 
— Then  he  wound  up  the  whole  with  this  hint  to  the  man, 
'<  Mind  and  pick  out  as  holy  a  Friar  as  you  can  t " 

Now  I  'd  have  you  to  know 

That  this  story  of  woe. 
Which  I  'm  telling  you,  happen'd  a  long  time  ago; 
I  can't  say  exactly  how  long,  nor,  I  own, 
What  particular  monarch  was  then  on  the  throne, 
But  'twas  here  in  Old  England :  and  that  all  one  knows  is^ 
It  must  have  preceded  the  Wars  of  the  Roses.* 

Inasmuch  as  the  times 

Described  in  these  rhymes. 
Were  as  fruitful  in  virtues  as  ours  are  in  crimes ; 

And  if 'mongst  the  Laity 

Unseemly  gaiety 
Sometimes  betray'd  an  occasional  taint  or  two^ 

At  once  all  the  Clerics 

Went  into  hysterics. 
While  scarcely  a  Convent  but  boasted  its  Saint  or  two : 
So  it  must  have  been  long  ere  the  line  of  the  Tudors, 

As  since  then  the  breed 

Of  Saints  rarely  indeed 
With  their  dignified  presence  have  darken'd  our  pew  doors. 
— Hence  the  late  Mr.  Froude,  and  the  live  Mr.  Pusey 
W'c  moderns  consider  as  each  worth  a  Jew's  eye ; 
Though  Wiseman  and  Dullman  t  combine  agamst  Newman, 
With  Doctors  and  Proctors,  and  say  he 's  no  true  man. 
But  this  by  the  way. — The  Convent  I  speak  about 
Had  them  in  scores — they  said  Mass  week  and  week  about ; 

*  '<  An  antient  and  most  pugnadooi  family,"  layi  a  leamod  F.  8.  A.  **  One  of 
their  descendants,  George  Rose,  Ksq.  late  M.P.  for  Chiistchurch  (an  eUcriy  gvi* 
tieman  now  defunct),  was  equally  celebrated  for  hit  vocal  abilitiea  and  Ilia  wantoa 
destruction  of  furniture  when  in  a  state  of  ezdtemeot.  "  Sing,  old  Roaa^  aad  bora 
the  bellows  t  "  has  grown  into  a  proverb. 

t  The  worthy  Jesuit's  polemi^  publisher. — I  am  not  quite  ran  M  to  the  ortho- 
graphy ; — it  >  id*m  tottant,  at  all  events. 
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And  the  two  now  on  duty  were  each,  for  their  piety, 
"  Second  to  none  "  in  that  holy  society, 

And  well  might  have  borne 

Those  words  which  are  worn 
By  our  "NttUi  Secundtis"  Club — poor  dear  lost  muttons 
Of  Guardsmen — on  Club  days,  inscribed  on  their  buttons, — ■ 

They  would  read,  write,  and  apeak 

Latin,  Hebrew,  and  Greek, 
A  radish-bunch  munch  for  a  lunch,  or  a  leek ; 

Though  scoffers  and  boobies 

Ascribed  certain  rubies 
That  garnish'd  the  nose  of  the  good  Father  Hilary 
To  the  overmuch  use  of  Canary  and  Sillery, 
— Some  said  spirituous  compounds  of  viler  distillery — 

Ah  I  little  reck'd  they 

That  with  Friars,  who  say 
Fifty  Paters  a  night,  and  a  hundred  a  day, 
A  very  slight  sustenance  goes  a  great  way — 
Thus  the  consequence  was  that  his  colleague,  Basilius, 
Won  golden  opinions,  by  looking  more  bilious, 
From  all  who  conceived  strict  monastical  duty 
By  no  means  conducive  to  personal  beauty, 
And  being  more  meagre,  and  thinner,  and  paler, 
He  was  snapt  up  at  once  by  the  bandy-iegg'd  Tailor. 

The  latter's  concern 

For  a  speedy  return 
Scarce  lefl  the  Monk  time  to  put  on  stouter  sandats, 
Or  go  round  to  his  shrines,  and  snuET  all  his  Saint's  candles  \ 
Still  less  had  he  leisure  to  change  the  hair-shirt  he 
Had  worn  the  last  twenty  years — probably  thirty, 
Which,  not  being  wash'd  all  that  time,  had  grown  dirty. 

— It  seems  there 's  a  sin  in 

The  wearing  clean  linen. 
Which  Friars  must  eschew  at  their  very  beginning, 
Though  it  makes  them  look  frowsy,  and  drowsy,  and  blowsy. 
And — a  rhyme  modern  etiquette  never  allows  ye.— 

As  for  the  rest, 

E'en  if  time  had  not  prest, 
It  didn't  much  matter  how  Basil  was  dreit, 
Nor  could  there  be  any  great  need  for  adorning, 
The  Night  being  almost  at  odds  with  the  Morning. 

!  sweet  and  beautiful  is  Night  when  the  silver  Moon  is  high, 
1  countless  Stars,  like  clustering  gems,  hang  sparkling  in  the  sky, 
tie   the  balmy  breath  of  the  summer  breeze  comes  whispering 

down  the  glen, 
1  one  fond  voice  alone  is  heard — H)h  1  Night  is  lovely  then  ! 

when  that  voice,  in  feeble  moans  of  sickness  and  of  pain, 
macks  the  anxious  ear  that  strives  to  catch  its  sounds  in  vain, — 
en  silently  we  watch  the  bed,  by  the  taper's  flickering  ligbt, 
ere  all  we  love  is  fading  fast — how  terrible  is  Night  1 1 
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More  terrible  yet, 

If  you  happen  to  get 
By  an  old  woman's  bedside,  who,  all  her  life  long. 
Has  been,  what  the  vulgar  call,  "  coming  it  ttrong" 
In  all  sorts  of  ways  that  are  naughty  and  wrong. — 

As  Confessions  are  sacred,  it 's  not  very  fiwrile 
To  ascertain  what  the  old  hag  said  to  Basil ; 

But  whatever  she  said. 

It  fill'd  him  with  dread. 
And  made  all  his  hair  stand  on  end  on  his  head, — 
No  great  iieat  to  perform,  inasmuch  as  his  hair 
Being  cHpp'd  by  the  tonsure,  his  crown  was  left  bare. 
So  of  course  Father  Basil  had  little  to  spare ; 

But  the  little  he  had 

Seem'd  as  though  't  had  gone  road, 
Each  lock,  as  by  action  galvanic,  uprears 
In  the  two  little  tufts  on  the  tops  of  his  ears. — 

What  the  old  woman  said 

That  so  "  fiU'd  him  with  dread," 
We  should  never  have  known  any  more  than  the  dead. 
If  the  bandy-legg'd  Tailor,  his  errand  thus  sped, 
Had  gone  quietly  back  to  his  needle  and  thread. 

As  he  ought ;  but  instead. 

Curiosity  led, — 
A  feeling  we  all  deem  extremely  ill-bred, — 
He  contrived  to  secrete  himself  under  the  bed  I 

Not  that  he  heard 

One-half,  or  a  third 
Of  what  past  as  the  Monk  and  the  Patient  conferred. 
But  he  here  and  there  managed  to  pick  up  a  word. 

Such  as  «  Knife," 

And  «  Life," 
And  he  thought  she  said  "  Wife," 
And  "  Money  "  that  source  of  all  evil  and  strife* ; 
Then  he  plainly  distinguish'd  the  words  "  Gore,"  and  "  GaA," 
Whence  he  deem'd — and  I  don't  think  his  inference  rash — 
She  had  cut  some  one's  throat  for  the  sake  of  his  cash. 

Intermix'd  with  her  moans. 

And  her  sighs,  and  her  groans. 
Enough  to  have  melted  the  hearts  of  the  stones. 
Came  at  intervals  Basil's  sweet,  soft,  silver  tones. 
For  somehow  it  happened — I  can't  tell  you  why — 
The  good  Friar's  indignation, — at  first  rather  high. 
To  judge  from  the  language  he  used  in  reply, — 
Ere  the  Old  Woman  ceased,  had  a  good  deu  gone  by  ; 
And  he  gently  addrest  her  in  accents  of  honey, 
"Daughter,  don't  you  despair  I —WHAT'S   BECOME   01 
THE  MONEY?" 

*  Effodittutar  Opes  Irritamenta  Malonun. 

Lilly's 


THE  OLD   TfOMAN   CLOTHED  IV   GREY. 

Ma  one  just  at  Death's  door  it  was  really  absurd 
To  see  how  her  eye  Hghted  up  at  that  word — 
Xndeed  there  's  not  one  in  the  language  that  I  know, 
^Save    its    synonyms   "  Spanish,"   "  Blunt,"    "  Stumpy," 
"  Rhino,") 

Which  acts  so  direct, 
And  with  so  much  effect 
^)n  the  human  sensurium,  or  makes  one  erect 
^ne's  ears  so,  as  soon  as  the  sound  we  detect  — 
It's  a  question  with  me 
Which  of  tlie  three, 
J'ather  Basil  himself,  though  a  grave  S.  T.  P. 
<Such  as  he  Iiave,  you  see,  the  degree  of  D.D.) 
Or  the  eaves-dropping,  bandy-legg'd  Tailor, — or  She 
Caught  it  quickest — however  traditions  agree 
That  the  Old  Woman  perked  up  as  brisk  as  a  bee, — 
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and 


'Twas  the  last  quivering  flare  of  the  taper, — the  fire 
It  so  oflen  emits  when  about  to  expire  1 
Her  excitement  began  the  same  instant  to  flag, 
She  sank  back,  and  whisper'd,  "  Safe  ! — Safe  1  in  the 


Now  I  would  not  by  any  means  have  you  suppose 
That  the  good  Father  Basil  was  just  one  of  those 

Who  entertain  views 

We  're  so  apt  to  abuse. 
As  neither  befitting  Turks,  Christians,  nor  Jews, 

Wlio  haunt  death-bed  scenes, 

By  underhand  means 
To  toady  or  teaze  people  out  of  a  legacy, — 
For  few  folk,  indeed,  had  such  good  right  to  beg  as  he, 
Since  Home,  in  her  pure  Apostolical  beauty. 
Not  only  permits,  but  enjoins,  as  a  duty, 

Her  sons  to  take  care 

That,  let  who  will  be  heir, 
St.  Peter  shall  not  be  chous'd  out  of  his  share, 
Before  any  such  mangling  of  chattels  and  goods 
As  has  just  been  the  case  with  the  late  Jemmy  Wood's; 
Her  Conclaves,  and  Councils,  and  Synods  in  short  main- 
-tain  principles  adverse  to  statutes  oi  Morhnain  ; 

Besides,  you  'II  discern 

It,  at  once,  when  you  learn 
Tliat  Basil  had  something  to  give  in  return. 
Since  it  rested  with  him  to  say  how  she  should  burn, 
Nay,  as  to  her  ill-gutten  wealth,  should  she  turn  it  all 
To  uses  he  named,  he  could  say,  "  You  shan't  burnt  at  all, 

Or  nothing  to  signify, 

Not  what  you  'd  dignify 
So  mucli  as  even  to  call  it  a  roast, 
But  a  mere  little  singeing,  or  scorching  at  most, — 
What  many  would  think  not  unpleasantly  warm, — ^^ 
Just  to  keep  up  appeanintc— mere  matter  of  form. 
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Atl  this  Id  her  car 

He  declared,  but  I  fear 
That  her  senses  were  wand'ring — she  eeem'd  not  to  heart 
Or,  at  least  understand, —  for  mere  unmeaning  talk  her 
Parch 'd  lips  babbled  now, — such  as  "  Hookey  1 " — and  "  Walkerr ' 

— She  expired,  with  her  last  breath  expressing  a  doubt 
If  "his  Mother  were  fully  aware  he  was  out  ?  " 

(end    or    CANTO    1.) 


NOTES  ON  SOME  NEW  NOVELS,  BY  DR.  PANGl 


Tbe  Houk  aud  the  Man.  A  Historical  Rouance,  bt  Miss  Maktikui 
—  Cecil:  or  the  Adventlres  of  a  Coxcomb.  —  Some  Account  or  Ml 
Cousin  Nicuolas.     Bv  Thomas  Ikcoldsbt. — Cou»  Clink.     Bt  Ci 

IIOOTON, 


Amovo  the  croivd  of  great  mea  who  figtire  in  the  hlttorica]  annalii  oftbal 
centurv,  few  deserve  to  hold  a  more  prominent  station  than  tb«  celehrmted  a^  _  , 
funeral  and  statennan,  Touisaint  L'Ouverture,  the  founder  of  the  inde|i«ntlciu»  of 
St.  Domingo,  whose  glorioui  taik  it  wu  not  unlv  to  roUM!  the  dormant  iptril  <tf 
freedom  in  clke  breastii  of  the  despised  and  trampled  blacks,  l>ut  to  fit  th^B  for  ita 
rational  enjoymeut  when   achieved.     And  this  he  iiiMiniriillj  iiii  imniliilllt.  h}  a 
union  of  »uch  qualities  as  rarely  meet  in  one  individiiaL     To uncommoa  Mgadtf , 
and  ready  apprehension  of  character,  he  added  an  inflexible  determination  of  purpoae^  J 
amnraland  physical  courage  that  no  difficultie«ordangerscould  daunt,  a  coolticcs  md' 
Mlf-poMeation  ,ttiat  the  most  unez|)ected  events  had  no  power  to  diaturb,  and, 
abore  all,  a  heroism  and  disinterestedness  of  nature,  that,  in  the  proaecution  ot  ita 
grand  designs,  invariably  omitted  all  mere  considerations  of  self.  Tliia  diatxaguiah- 
ed  man  hits  been  sometimes  compared  to  Xapuleon,  and  at  one  period  of  hia  cai«er 
he  was  proud  of  the  cumparison,  holding  the  servant  of  the  French  Republic^  and 
the  Cvnijuerar  of  Italy,  in  the  greatest  reverence,  and  styling  him  tbe  "  firai  of  iba  i 
Whites,"  as  he  himself  was  generally  styled  the  "  First  of  the  Black*."     But  th«  j 
oompaHaon  does  injustice  to  Toussainv,  for  in  high  moral  qualities  he  was  £ar  aupe- 
rior   to  Bonaparte.     His  was  nut  tbe  vulgar  amhition  of  tmiversal  conqueat ;  hm 
had  no  desire  to  dazzle  mankind  by  the  splendour  of  military  renown  ;  the  ihnme 
of  Hayti,  twice  offered  him,  he  refused  with  lofty  disdain  ;  the  immenae  w«a)tli 
that  he  might  have  amassed,  he  set  not  the  slighteat  store  on  ;  bat  tttroucti- 
out  his  whole  public  career  was  influenced  solely  by  the  desire  of  bewming  the  tw- 
nefactor  and  redeemer  of  his  sable  brethren.    He  has  been  accused  of  treachery  and 
worldly.miodedneas,  and  even  uunted  with  his  signal  cruelties  towards  the  Frraeh 
inhabitUDts  of  St.  Domingo,     Never  were  accusations  more  false.     He  wms  frank 
and  siiigle-minded  to  a  degree — indeed,  it  was  his  trusting  simplicity  of  character 
that  led  to  his  ruin  ;  and  his  humanity  is  inconteatably  demonstrated  by  the  faet» 
that  throughout  his  arduous  struggle  with  the  whites  he  adopted  what  heeall«i  the 
'■  no-retaliution  "  system  of  policy.     Under  his  wise  and  beneficent  administratiaB 
the  French  and  Spanish  colonists — notwithstanding  the  galling  state  of  subjeetioa 
in  which  they  bad  for  years  kept  the  negroes  —  lived  in  the  most  perfect  security ;  , 
the  laws  were  enforced  with  rigid  impartiality  ;  schools  were  established  in  enayj 
district,  where   the  distiuction.t  of  caste  and  colour  were,  aa  far  as  poanbleiW(| 
aside ;  the  u^ricuitural  and  commercial  resources  of  the  island,  which  had  loagl 
neglected,  were  brought  into  a  healthy  state  of  activity  ;  and  the  intelleciua)  « 
gies  of  the  blacks  wore  developed  to  an  extent  of  which  no  Euro|iean  wanM  rve* 
have  supposed  their  nature  capable.     When  it  is  borne  in  mind  thai  all  thew  -nat 
changev  were  effected  within  the  short  space  of  ten  year* — that  they  wore  the  work 
of  one  iudividuikl,  who  did  not  commeuce  public  life  till  uearly  hit  fiftietb  jrsw,  uf 
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Ucfa  period  he  had  toil^  as  a  slave  on  the  estates  of  a  French  planter  ;  that  he 
wholly  self-taught,  and  had  to  mould  and  dieripKne  the  minds,  not  of  incclli- 
nrhites,  but  of  ignorant  and  demoralized  blacks  ;  tlint,  nerenheles;,  his  chief 
pons  of  autliority  were  reaMm  and  clemency,  and  that  he  wielded  tbeni  with  an 
t  which  even  Napoleon,  in  the  fulnees  of  his  supremacy,  never  produced — when 
B  thingi  are  borne  in  mind,  it  -will  not,  we  conceive,  be  uiying  too  much  for 
uaint  that  he  posaeued  moral  and  inteltectual  facAiltieft  of  the  loftiest  order, 
needed  only  a  more  extended  and  familiar  uphere  of  action  to  have  achieved  the 
ersal  renown  of  a  Wnsliiiigtiin,  to  whom  in  disinterestedness  and  niaijiianimity 
ore  a  striking  resemlilaoce.  The  close  of  this  threat  man's  career  was  mournful, 
cannot  be  thought  of  without  emotion.  His  sun,  that  row  so  brightly,  set 
leiiJy  in  storm  and  darkness.  After  achle^-ing  the  independence  of  St.  Domin- 
lie  wa»  kidnapped  by  ihe  French  authorities,  in  whote  sense  of  honour  he  had 
ly  confided  ;  conveyed  away  to  France  -,  imprisoned  in  an  unwhutettome  Swis< 
ress  ;  and  there  left  to  die,  unpitied  and  unknown,  of  cold,  disease,  and  stan'a- 
.  This,  and  the  suLisetjuent  murder  of  HolTer,  are  the  two  great  blots  in  the 
tchuoii  of  Napoleon  ;  and  when  we  tliink  of  the  wide-spread  renown  that  this 
xupiiloui  conqueror  obtained  during  his  life,  and  the  general  homage  that  has 
e  been  paid  to  his  memory,  and  tlien  recall  the  closing  hours  of  the  patriotic 
ro  chief,,  we  know  not  whether  most  to  bkme  or  pity  the  perversenetw  and  iufs- 
:ion  of  mankind , 

a  her  historical  talc  of  the  "Hour  and  the  Itlnn,"  Jtliss  Martineau  has  traced 
Lssoiut  L'Ouverture's  exlrsordinary  fortunes  with  singular  miuutene*s  and  ani- 
ioQ.  Commencing  with  the  period  of  the  revolutionary  war  of  :>t.  Domingo, 
in  he  first  began  to  distinguish  himself,  she  has  followed  him  step  by  step 
mghoiit  his  subseijuent  amrse  of  action  ;  portrayed  him  in  nil  the  various 
ses  of  hii  versatile  clmmcter — now  as  the  triumphant  general,  now  as  the  aaga- 
i*  statesman,  and  now  aii  the  gentle  and  considerate  fatlier  and  husband  ;  made 
diarers  of  his  inmost  thoughts  during  his  brief  snatches  of  domestic  felicity,  and 
{ht  us,  by  his  example,  bow  to  discriminate  b«tween  true  and  false  greatness— 
!«ful  lesson,  and  one  which  thb  world  stands  much  in  need  of.  As  an  o\ithne, 
M  Martineau's  portrait  of  Toiissaint  is  eKcellent,  but  she  is  not  so  happy  in  the 
ng-up.  She  refines  overmuch,  and  in  places  her  colouring  is  overcharged.  Por- 
ting, apparently,  the  adverse  drcumstanccs  of  her  hero's  early  life,  and  that  his 
.cation,  notwithstanding  bis  innate  vigour  of  mind,  was  at  tiesc  but  imperfect, 
represents  him  as  a  man  of  the  most  polished  tastes,  and  of  such  rare  lite- 
y  endowments  as  are  seldom  or  never  found  without  the  pale  of  civilized  society. 
hen  he  reasons,  he  does  so,  not  like  a  man  of  strong  cummon  sense,  btlC  like  a 
itte  philosopher.  In  fact,  the  authoress  reasons  fur  hint,  and  her  logic  has  every 
ununendation  but  that  of  historical  propriety.  As  u  patriot,  however,  and  a 
tker,  nothing  can  be  truer  or  more  beautiful  than  Miss  Martineau 's  delineation 
the  negro  cliicf.  Here  there  is  no  veneerittj/ — no  undue  varnishing  of  diaracter. 
e  repreaents  him  as  he  really  wbji,  and  the  very  homeiiness  and  sitiiplicity  of  her 
;^ia  furnish  us  with  a  guarantee  for  their  corrcctneitft.  We  cannot  compliment 
•  authoress  on  the  tact  or  vigour  with  which  Kbe  hns  wrought  up  her  sterner  and 
ire  tragic  incidents.  She  seems  wholly  deficient  in  dramatic  power,  and  ainiR 
producing  effect  by  impressive  description,  instead  of  by  characteristic  dialogue. 
le  scene  where  Toussaint  signs  the  deatb-warraut  of  his  son-in-law.  General 
jyse,  and  visits  him  in  prison  the  night  pre^'ious  to  his  execution,  though  meant 
he  profoundly  impuasioned,  i«  read  with  comparative  indifference,  from  it*  utter 
mt  of  "  mark  and  likelihood."  It  has  eloquence  enough  ;  but  it  is  not  tJie  elo- 
ence  of  the  heart,  but  is  the  mere  prompting  of  the  fancy.  In  her  scenic  de- 
iptiuns,  which  axe  numerous,  ttliss  Alartineau  displays  abilities  not  unworthy  of 
alter  Scott.  One  would  imagine  time  she  hiul  resided  for  years  beneath  the 
ming  sun  of  the  tropics,  so  graphic  are  her  sketches,  and  to  itrong  is  the  im- 
Sia  of  reality  that  she  has  stamped  on  them. 

We  commenced  Cecil  with  a  strong  prejudice  against  it,  occasioned  partly 
its  title,  and  partly  by  the  air  of  undue  ossunipliim  tliat  characterizes  every 
ge  of  its  preface.  The  adventures  of  a  coxcomb  !  What  interest  can  possibly 
3ch  to  the  adveatures  of  such  an  insect —  the  mere  butterfly  of  fashion  ?  Who 
n  care  to  know  how  he  dressed  i  where  he  dineti  ;  what  he  said  ;  with  whom 
'  flirted  at  Almacks',  or  betted  at  Crockford's  ?  Possibly  he  may  have  made 
e  grand  tour  ;  healed  half  an  Alp,  or  sn ;  peeped  into  the  crater  of  Vesuvius  ; 
d  hob-a>nobbed  with  Metternich  at  Vienna;  but  what  then?  doubtless  he 
tamed  home  as  wise  as  when  he  quilted  it ;  fur  yuur  geuuine  Bruuiuiel-like 
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coxcomb— uu  matter  wbat  be  his  opportunities  of  improving  Litnself  —  ii  »■ 
apt  to  continue  a  coxcomb  to  the  end  of  the  chapter.  Such  were  the  rw^ 
tions  that  occurred  to  ns  aa  we  commenced  the  Buiobiograpby  of  the  HonounUt 
Cecil  Danby,  in  whom  we  fully  expected  to  find  another  "  Vivian  Grey,"  w 
"  Young  Duke,"  —  that  la  to  say,  a  combination  of  littleness  luid  sel/-»uiBeieaeT, 
"  most  tolerable,  and  not  to  be  endured,"  to  quote  honest  Da^fberry'*  w*l<*i. 
We  had  not  proceeded  far,  however,  before  we  discovered  that  we  wer»  wholly 
in  error.  Cecil  Danby  is  not  a  coxcomb,  and  in  sc  far,  therefore,  the  titlcof  tba 
book  is  a  misnomer.  True,  he  is  fond  of  show  and  dash  ;  entertaina  a  JP>*^ 
opinion  of  lumself;  and  even  aspires  to  the  enviable  reputation  of  a  lady-killer: 
but  thU  ii  the  mere  outside  coating  —  the  superficies  of  his  character;  a  wam, 
manly  heart  beau  within  his  breast ;  he  is  shrewd,  observant,  and  of  an  inirl- 
lectual  order  of  mind  ;  generous  himself,  and  able  to  appreciate  generoaily  ia 
others.  He  does  not  shudder  at  the  idea  of  being  brought  too  closely  in  oootart 
rith  an  ill-made  coat.  A  loud  hoarse  laugh,  or  a  grin  from  ear  to  ear,  doe*  Dot  wt 
bis  teeth  oa  edge.  He  can  see  redeeming  qualities  in  a  fellow-creature,  etm 
though  ho  may  be  acquainted  with  the  gei^grapby  of  Russell  SMjuare,  enjoy  a  |Na> 
lomime,  and  eat  fish  with  a  steel-fork  t  Such  a  man  is  not  —  cannot  be  — a  onx- 
«omb;  and  wc  repudiate,  therefore,  Cecil  Dsnby's  claim  to  the  title.  Indeed,  he 
himstilf  throws  ait  the  mask  very  early  in  his  nuiobiogrspby,  and  stands  forth  a 
clever,  unaiTected,  spirited  man  of  the  world.  Uis  adveniures  abound  in  stirring 
Incident,  detailed  in  that  arch,  Laughing,  and  occasionally  satirical  maouer,  which 
tells  so  well  in  light  fiction.  But  his  serious  vein  is  his  best,  for  it  is  evidently  the 
most  native  to  his  mind.  His  episodical  sketch  of  the  poor  Bohemian  dandii^-giri, 
whom  he  unexpectedly  encountered  at  Venice,  of  her  hapless  love,  and  tragic  end, 
seems  written  with  a  [leii  dipped  in  his  own  heart's  blood.  Nor  must  we  omit  to 
notice  the  singular  ease  and  vigour  of  his  cursory  descriptive  touches.  lie  oe<r« 
labours  to  produce  striking  picturesque  effects  ; — a  few  niugh,  hasty  dashes  cf  the 
brush,  and  we  have  tlie  picture  complete.  Cecil  is  one  of  the  few  novels  likely  to 
lurvive  the  season. 

Wuo  is  not  familiar  with  the  poetical  vagaries  of  Thokas  Ikooldsbt,  the  tr> 
gitimate  succesRor  of  the  Younger  C^ilmiin,  whom  in  the  ridi  and  racy  quality  of  hia 
humour  he  resembles  more  than  any  other  writi'r  of  the  day,  and  whom  he  (ar  sur- 
passes in  the  brilliant,  meteoric  plav  of  his  fancy  ?  We  defy  any  one  to  read  hia 
rhymed  "quips  and  quiddities  "  without  conceiving  a  strong  liking  for  the  man,  as 
IV ell  OS  the  author.     His  drollery,  like  Falstuff'a  chuckling  laugh,  breathes  the  very 

'  spirit  of  good  fellowship.  It  bus  nothing  wnspish  or  satirical  in  ita  character.  It 
leaves  no  sting  beliind  it.  It  is  full  uf  the  oil  of  gladness  ;  is  broad — subtle — laa* 
tastic  —  extravagant  —  as  suits  the  caprice  of  the  moment;  but  exhibits  a  atroiig 
catholic  tendency  even  in  its  wildest  freaks.  In  this  respect  it  is  thoroughly  B*- 
belaisian,  and  would  have  been  pronounced  as  such  by  the  immortal  author  «H  the 
"  Voyage  to  the  Holy  Bottle,"  whose  humour  rose  out  of  the  exuberance  of  hia 
good  n-itture,  and  who  revelled  and  grew  fat  upon  laughter,  as  though  it  were  meat 
and  drink.  When  we  read  the  droll  conceits  of  Ingoldsby,  we  always  iioagine 
that  they  have  been  concot^ted  in  an  easy  arm-chair,  without  the  slightest  eSattf 

I  and  that  their  irnnieilinie  prdmpccr  has  been  a  bumjier  of  line  old  port.  Thrf 
■mack,  not  of  the  lamp,  but  of  the  bee's  wing  ;  and  afford  unequivocal  proofs  that 
their  author  has  not  yet  taken  Father  Mathew's  Total-abstinenoe  Pledge !  M'lto 
tliat  has  once  read  can  ever  forget  Ingoldsby's  unctuous,  heartfelt  description  of  the 
midnight  carousals  of  the  fat  Abbot  Nicholas,  and  of  the  ghostly  man's  chagrin 
when  he  found  that  the  plump,  buxom  wench  at  whom  he  bad  been  casting  many 
a  sly  sheep's  eye,  was  no  other  than  Satan  himself  in  petticoats?  Who  has  not 
laughed  till  his  sides  ached  at  the  con\nvial  supper  |>arty  of  my  I^ord  Tomnoddy  ;  and 
Roger's  tipsy  frolic  with  the  witches  in  the  Squire's  wine-cellar?  Vet,  when  it 
■uits  his  mood,  Ingoldsby  can  lay  aside  Uie  mad  jester,  doff  his  cap  and  belis,  pat 
on  a  ferious  face,  and  strike  a  deep  chord  of  sentiment.  His  cursory  sketch  of  tlM 
felon  on  his  way  to  execution  is  full  of  the  tnie^t  touches  of  pathos  ;  and  there  ia  a 
ghastly  horror  in  his  "  Legend  of  Hnmilton  Tighe,"  which  even  Coleridge  has 
acaroely  surpassed.  Not  less  succesuful  is  he  in  presenting  objects  to  the  reMler,  s« 
at  at  onoe  to  rivet  his  attention.  IJiH  pictures  appeal  to  the  eye,  as  well  as  |o  di* 
imsginstion.     In  the  grotesque  lines,  for  instance, 

''  The  Sacristan  he  says  no  word  to  indicate  a  doubt, 
Bui  ht  puU  hU  thumb  up  to  hii  none,  ami  he  iprtaiit  hisjingert  out." 

In  tliese  lines  we  have,  not  merely  a  rhymed  couplet,  Imi  a  rich  bit  of  painting,  M  I 


ne  as  anything  in  Hogarth.  Another  of  Ingoldiby'i  chsracteriitie  cxccUen- 
his  versiticatiou.     NotUin^  can  t>e  easier,  gracefuller,  or  more  VBric><l  ilian  lla 

It  alKiiinds  in  musical  cadences  ;  is  buoj^ant  and  flexible  to  a  decree  ;  and 
y  bestrewetl  with  the  dazzling  lights  of  a  salient  and  teeming  fancy.  The 
unlike  many  of  Tain  HocmI's,  never  halt,  ur  hubble  feebly  aluni;  on  mitcha, 
ip  bri&kly  on,  unimpeded  by  expletives.  The  only  fault  we  find  with  Ingolda- 
uinour  iii,  that  it  gunietimes  orermaMers  him,  and  fairly  nins  his  jud{(ment 

legs.  In  his  ea^^niesa  to  make  his  good  litiugti  tell,  he  is  aft  to  overdo  them, 
however,  ia»  fboJc  oa  the  right  side,  and  originates  in  the  uncoinmoM  afflueuco 
genius. 

liukin);  thus  highly  of  Thomas  Ingoldsby  as  a  humorist,  ire  took  up  his 
UsiN  NicuoLAs"  with  DO  sliglit  curiosity,  in  tlie  expeitatioa  that  vre  should 
im  as  irreoistible  in  prose  as  he  is  iu  verse.  And  we  have  not  altogether  been 
Minted,  ihtiugh  we  will  confew  that  he  exhibits  to  (^reuter  advantage  as  a  poet 
as  a  novelist.  The  necessity  of  atihering  in  some  degree  to  real  life,  and  moin- 
Lg  the  proprieties  of  character  and  incident,  in  a  talc  professing  to  depict  the 
ers  of  the  day,  iieems  tti  have  crampett  his  genius  ;  and  not  unfrequently  he 
I  on  with  difficulty,  as  if  in  fetters.  This  is  more  especially  the  case  when  he 
ipts  set  deiu!riptii>n  of  a  serious  cast,  as  in  his  episode  of  Major  Furtescue, 
1  romantic  adventures  not  only  disturb  the  interest,  and  check  the  progress  o{ 
tory,  to  whicit  it  is  attached  by  the  slenderest  possible  links,  but  savour 
ghout  of  the  marvelloug.  To  make  amends  fur  this  drawback,  we  have,  in  Sir 
r  Bullwinkle  and  his  hopeful  son  Nicholas,  two  as  forcibly  drawn  and  welU 
aated  churacien  us  could  be  desired.  The  latter,  in  partiuulur,  nrny  lay  claim 
<  praise  of  decided  originality,  which  is  saying  a  great  deal  for  it,  in  this  age 
iiausted  invention.  Few  scenes  can  be  more  humorous  or  spirited  of  their 
than  those  wbereia  Nicholas — who.  It  should  be  premised,  has  an  ungovem^ 
'ancy  far  playing  off  practical  jokes— posses  off  a  hnax  upon  his  father  at  Ox- 
;  sets  Dr.  Drench's  staid  old  mare  frisking  with  unaccountable  vivacity,  by 
pplicaiiou  of  B  bunch  of  stinging  nettles  to  her  tail,  just  nt  the  miiment  when 
nsuspicious  Doctor  is  setting  himself  in  the  saddle  ;  and  endeavours  to  per- 
'.  the  crusty  Baron<it  that  be  is  nn  apparition,  having  previously  given  out  that 
Bs  dead,  by  way  of  restoring  the  hopes  of  his  own  desponding  creditors.  In 
itric  sketdies  like  these,  whicli,  without  being  absolutely  improbable,  just 
r  on  its  contines,  our  author  eminently  excels,  and  flags  only  when  he  enters 
n  the  pule  of  every-day,  commonplace  existence.  The  rienouement  of  the  story 
rtling  and  unforeseen  ;  and  the  half  frantic  attempt  at  parricide  by  Nicholas, 
I  driven  to  desperation  by  the  tierce  threats  of  his  creditors,  comes  on  the 
■r  like  a.  thunder-clap.  Indeed,  a  scene  of  more  thrilling  power  than  this 
s  hardly  to  be  met  with  in  modem  fiction. 

le  description  of  the  poor  old  Baronet,  after  the  death  of  his  idolized,  but  heart* 
son  Nicholas  ;  of  the  gradual  pressure  of  sorrow  upon  his  stEdtvart  frame  ;  and 
;s  final  bipiie  into  a  state  of  idlotcy,  is  replete  with  sterling  pathos.  Here  is  a 
1  worthy  of  Sterne.  Sir  Oliver,  we  should  observe,  has  been  for  month;!  a 
t,  drivelling  imbecile;  hut  one  morning,  while  seated  at  a  window  looking 
his  park,  he  hears  tlie  report  of  a  gun  in  the  preserves,  when  "he  sprang 
his  seat  with  a  vigour  which  to  his  attendants  seemed  little  less  than  miracu. 
and  with  a  shriek  that  long  after  rang  in  their  ears,  he  exclaimed,  ^  Mold — 
your  hand,  I  say  ! — don't  fire — 'tin  my  boy  ! — Vijs  Nichotan  !  '  "  ThiN  brief, 
le  allusion  to  the  father's  instincts  surviving  the  wreck  of  his  reason,  isexqui- 
f  true  to  nature.  Of  the  second  tale,  entitled  "  The  Kiibbor  of  Life,"  we  have 
ily  space  to  sny.  that  it  is  by  no  means  deficient  iu  interest.  The  quiz  on 
:y  Fairs  is  admirable. 

JLIN  Cmkk  is  a  tale  thoroughly  English  in  its  character,  dealing  for  the  most 
with  homely,  every-day  personages,  aiul  portraying  them  with  a  vigour  and 
:v  of  diacriminutiou  nut  often  met  with  in  tlie  works  of  our  modern  novelists, 
lloottm  has  studied  plelviau  nature,  as  it  shows  itself  in  our  more  remote 
try  districts,  with  evident  care ;  and  the  result  is,  B  series  of  pictures  painted 
the  force  and  exactness  of  a  f/ainshurough.  He  might  have  been  more  bu- 
ms, bad  be  been  less  rigidly  adherent  to  truth  iu  his  details  ;  but  he  ha.s  pre- 
m1  in  every  inatanre  to  keep  within  the  pale  of  probability,  and  desen'^s  credit 
ihe  rare  ffood  sense  that  dictated  such  a  determination.  Ills  Colin  Clink  will 
ong,  we  predict,  grow  in  high  fiivoiir  with  the  [lubiir,  and  lie  read  and  admire«l 
n  m)iuy  more  noisy  clap.trnp  fictions  are  forgotten.  Though,  generally  speak- 
it  maiutaiiu  a  level  tuue, — remiudiiig  us  in  this  respect  of  AIih  Austen's  un- 
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pretending  talet, — yet  it  containi  fcenes  of  tragic  power  whidi  lasf  *  stTCBg  l. 
on  Uie  memory.  Of  luch  a  «ort  ii  the  acoount  of  the  midaiglit  '««*'fT  ia  the 
puedier't  hut ;  end  of  the  death  of  the  mad  doctor,  whidb  laet  graphie  aeano  cuml 
be  read  without  minj^ed  emotion*  of  awe  and  terror.  The  numenme  ulntei  Sm- 
tratioDs  by  Leech  intenpened  throughout  the  volomet  add  oouidarmfali'  to  thw 
attraction. 


BRIDAL    HYMN. 

BY  ZACBABIA8  LCNDT.* 

Joyful  Spring  is  here  once  more, 

After  winter's  chilly  reign, 
Meadows,  rich  in  fertile  store, 

Don  their  verdant  hues  t^ain : 
The  woods  are  budding  forth,  and  see  I 
Fruit  is  on  my  little  tree. 

Heat  can  banish  frost  and  cold. 
Sunny  lays  melt  ice  and  snow. 

All  is  young  that  erst  was  old, 
E'en  the  fishes  younger  grow. 

Pan  with  new-born  pomp  is  here, 

Dryads  bail  the  blooming  year. 

Venus  comes,  and  with  her,  lo  I 
Love  appears  to  welcome  you ; 

Ann'd  with  quiver,  darts,  and  bow. 
Fain  would  he  the  world  subdue. 

Both  glad  smiling  hither  stray. 

Hailing  this  auspicious  day. 

Love  your  hearts,  your  souls  hath  moved. 
He  hath  stirr'd  the  mutual  flame. 

Mortal  weakness  he  hath  proved. 
He  hath  won  an  easy  game :. 

Passion  for  a  while  may  sleep, 

But  its  slumber  is  not  deep. 

Ye  have  chosen  prudently 
This  enchanting  month  of  Blay. 

He  who  lets  the  bright  days  flee 
Must  not  hope  that  love  will  stay : 

Lovers'  heat  and  wintry  weather 

Never  can  agree  together. 

Youth  is  joy's  befitting  hour, — 
Age  brings  on  a  world  of  care ; 

So  should  Spring's  fresh  blooming  flower, 
Lovely  May,  your  transports  share. 

Zephyr  breathes  a  perfumed  gale. 

Flora  s  smiles  your  nuptials  hail. 

Oh  !  then  choose  the  joyous  hour 
Granted  by  all-bounteous  heaven ; 

Let  it  with  its  soothing  power 
Heal  the  smart  young  Love  has  given. 

Hark !  the  birds  their  welcome  sing 

To  the  happy  bride  of  Spring. 

*  Bom  April  6,  1608  ;  died  January  8,  1867. 
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BY  THH  AUTHOa  OF  "  VALENTINE  VOX." 


CBAFTBB  XI.II. 

The  CounteM  of  Ctarendale  receive*  another  lewoD. 

["hb  Earl  did  not  return  to  the  Countess  that  night;  but  on  the 
owing^  day  about  noon  he  went  to  the  door  of  the  "  European," 
nrhich  he  thundered  as  well  as  he  could,  —  the  knocker  being  off, 
[  the  bell-wire  broken, — until  he  became  so  enraged,  that  he  sent 

stick  clean  through  the  drawing-room  window. 
The  Countess  and  her  mamma  were  in  the  drawing-room  at  the 
e,  and  were  dreadfully  alarmed  by  the  crash ;  but  they  knew  the 
rl's  stick  in  an  instant ;  and  while  Mrs.  Gills  rushed  in  a  fright  to 

window,  the  Countess  mechanically  flew  to  the  door. 
•  You  have  kept  me  here  long  enough,  I  hope,"  said  the  Earl, 
ncing  fiercely  at  the  Countess  as   he   passed  her.     "  Are  you 
if?  " 

The  Countesa,  being  too  much  alarmed  then  to  speak,  tremblingly 
lowed  her  noble  lord  in  silence. 

'  Well,"  said  he,  on  entering  the  drawing-room,  and  throwing 
aself  carelessly  upon  a  couch,  "  a  pretty  mess  you  have  got  me 
o  ! — don't  you  think  you  have?  " 

'  I  'm  sorry  we've  offended  you,  my  lord,"  replied  the  Countess. 
'  For  my  part,"  observed  her  mamma,  who  had  by  this  time  re- 
vered all  ner  faculties,   "  I  don't  see  much  to  be  sorry  about  I 
her  Countesses  has  jollifications,  and  why  shouldn't  you,'  " 
•'Jollifications  1  "  echoed  the  noble  Earl,  sarcastically.    "  I'll  have 
jollifications.     Look  at  the  position  in  which  you  have  placed  me 

making  fools  of  all  those  people !  " 

"  Well,  you  know,  my  lord,  you  know  that  was  all  your  own 
dt,  and  nobody  else's !  Why  disapp'int  the  company .'  Why 
In't  you  let  'em  come  in  ?  I  'm  sure  there  was  everything  nice 
rvided.  It  warn't  as  though  we'd  only  a  leg  of  mutton  and  trim- 
ngs ! " 

"  Don't  talk  to  me  about  legs  of  mutton  and  trimmings  !     Leave 
B  room  both  of  you.     I  want  to  be  here  alone." 
"  Please  don't  be  angry,  my  lord."  said  the  Countess.     "  Indeed 
!  'U  not  do  so  again." 

"  No,  I  don't  expect  you  will.     I  '11  take  care  you  do  not." 
"  Upon  my  word  and  honour,  my  lord,  I  didn't  know  that  we 
>re  doing  any  harm." 

"Did  I  not  tell  you  I  wished  to  be  alone?  Don't  stand  there 
altering — be  off!  " 

The  Countess  as  she  left  the  room  wept ;  but  her  mamm.-i,  whose 
isom  swelled  with  indignation,  looked  at  him  as  she  followed  with 

espreasion  of  contempt  the  most  supreme,  antl,  in  order  to  convey 
him  an  additional  idea  of  what  she  felt,  she  slarnmcd  the  door  after 
;r  as  if  she  meant  to  split  it. 
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"  He  'b  a  brute  ! — an  exorbitant  monster !  "  she  exclaimed,  on  i 
tering  the  chamber  to  which  the  Countess  had  retired.  ♦•  But  it 
serves  you  justly  right  for  not  having  more  sperit,  I  don't  luum 
•who  you  take  after,  that 's  the  real  truth.  You  don't  take  after 
me  !  Do  you  'raagine  if  he  was  a  husband  of  mine  I  'd  put  up  with 
it?  No:  I'd  see  him  blessed  first!  I  wouldn't  take  it  from  tbt 
best  man  that  ever  stepped  in  shoe-leather.  I  told  you  how  it  would 
be.  I  told  you  from  the  first  how  he  'd  serve  you,  if  you  didn't 
stand  up  for  your  rights.  I've  no  patience  with  you,  1  haven't. 
You  pervoke  me  to  such  a  degree,  I  don't  know  how  to  contain  my- 
self." 

"  What  am  I  to  do,  ma  ? — what  can  I  do?  " 

"What  can  you  do?  Why,  up  and  tell  him  at  once  what  yoo 
mean.  Fly  into  a  passion.  "The  ideor  !  I  only  just  wish  he  was  a 
husband  of  mine,  I  'd  let  him  know  what's  what,  I  '11  warrant.  Do 
you  think  that  I'd  fret,  and  stew,  and  go  on  so?  No!  nor  yc 
don't  ought  to  do  it." 

*' But  how  can  I  help  it,  ma?  " 

"  How  can  you  help  it  ?  Don't  tell  me !  Presume  a  proper  dig- 
nity and  sperit.  He  11  tread  upon  you  as  if  you  was  dirt,  as  they 
all  will,  if  yoM  let  'em  ;  but  you  don't  ought  to  suffer  him  to  do  it. 
And  then  the  ideor  f — ilid  you  ever  in  all  your  born  days  hear  tell  of 
such  a  thing  as  a  husband  being  out  all  the  whole  blessed  night, 
without  even  so  much  as  mentioning  on  it !  A  pretty  thing,  indeed  ! 
— as  if  you  had  no  right  to  know  where  he  had  been  I  —  a«  if  yoa 
didn't  ought  to  insist  upon  knowing  where  he  'd  been !  Do  you 
think  I  'd  let  him  have  a  minute's  peace  till  he  told  me?  How  do 
you  know  where  he  was?  And  not  a  word  of  exclamation! — the 
ideor  !  But  I  see  how  it  is  r  he  don't  think  that  we  're  good  enough 
for  him  ;  but  I  'd  have  him  to  know  that  you  're  as  good  as  him  any 
hour  in  the  day,  if  he  comes  to  that.  Aint  you  a  Countess  ?  In 
courije ;  and  you  're  consequentially  bound  to  act  as  Countesses  does. 
What  does  he  mean  ?  A  very  pretty  thing  !  There  !  if  I  was  you, 
I  '11  tell  you  what  I  'd  go  and  do  at  once.  I  'd  go  to  him,  and  I  'd 
say,  '  Now,  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is, — I  'm  not  going  to  stand  it,  and  ao 
you  needn't  think  it,  antl  that's  all  about  it.  I  'm  'solved  to  stand 
up  for  my  dignity  iis  a  Countess;  and  if  I  can't  live  peaceable  with 
you,  I  *11  have  a  separate  maintainance,  and  do  what  I  like.'  That  'a 
the  way  to  bring  him  to  his  senses,  my  precious !  Whenever  a  wo> 
man  talks  about  a  separate  maintainance,  a  man  thinks  she  's  in  ear- 
nest, and  draws  in  hia  horns.  It 's  the  only  way,  to  up  and  tell  'em 
what  you  mean  at  once.  Now,  you  take  my  advice :  you  go  down 
and  look  fierce,  and  tell  him  bold  you  won't  have  it," 

"What,  now,  ma? " 

"Yes,  now.  Make  hay  while  the  sun  abines  —  strike  while  the 
iron  is  hot." 

"  I  'm  a  good  mind,  but — " 

"Do  it!  Men  is  cowards  when  a  woman's  blood's  up.  If  you 
cringe  to  'era,  they  trample  upon  you  ;  but  if  you  presume  n  proper 
dignity,  they  '11  come  down  to  j/ow.  Therefore  do  it,  and  make  no 
bones  about  the  matter." 

"  But  I  'm  afeared,  ma." 

"  Afeared  !  Don't  tell  me  about  bein^  afeared.  UTiat  have  you 
to  be  afeared  on  ?     Give  it  him  at  once.     Make  believe  lo  be  in 
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emcndious  passion.     Speak  loud,  my  precious:  there's  nothing 

that :  they  're  sure  to  get  over  them  as  di>esn't  speak  loud, 
en  you  speak  loud,  men  is  quite  safe  to  speak  soft ;  in  fact,  they 
as  then  to  be  almost  afeared  to  speak  at  all.  Throughout  life^ 
love,  there 's  nothing  like  giving  it  to  'em  loud." 

But  what  am  I  to  say,  ma?  "  whined  the  Countess. 

What  are  you  to  say  !  "  echoed  her  anxious  mamma  in  despair, 
'hy,  aint  I  told  you  what  to  say  !   Give  it  to  him  well.     Tell  him 

won't  have  it  at  no  price,  and  so  he  needn't  think  it.  As  true  as 
,  alive,  there  aint  a  bit  of  the  Countess  in  you." 

Well,  ma,  I  can't  help  it." 

Can't  help  it  ?  Rubbish !  I  've  no  patience  with  such  ways. 
i*t  tell  me  you  can't  help  it  1  —  it's  enough  to  make  one  sick  to 
80  much  a^ectation.     Go  to  him  at  once,  and  tell  him  flat  that 

're  'solved  to  stick  up  for  your  rights." 

Well,  ma,  I  will  go,"  said  the  Countess.  "  I  'm  determined  I 
L  I  'U  telt  him  it  'a  unbearable,  I  will ;  and  be  needn't  think  I  'm 
ig  to  put  up  with  it" 

Do,  my  precious.     Be  a  woman  of  sperit.     It's  the  only  way  in 

world  to  get  over  the  men.  And  don't  forget  the  separate  main- 
tance." 

I  won't,  ma.     I  'U  tell  him  plump  ;  see  if  I  don't." 

That  "s  right,  my  darling — give  it  him  home  !  And  don't  forget 
pve  him  an  'int  about  stopping  out  all  the  blessed  night  neither. 
;  him  hard  upon  that  p'int ;  and  if  you  don't  frighten  him  out  of 
wita,  it  '11  be  very  strange  to  me.  'Therefore  don't  forget  that." 
'  I  won't,  ma.  I  '11  tell  him  he  treats  me  very  cruel,  and  that  I 
I't  care  a  single  bit  about  him." 

'  And  very  proper  neither.     I  shall  make  a  woman  of  dignity  on 
t  yet." 
Thus  encouraged,  the  Countess  boldly  descended ;  but  on  entering 

drawing-room  in  which  the  Earl  sat,  she  v/as  seized  with  so  vio- 
t  a  palpitation  of  the  heart,  that  she  was  perfectly  unable  to  give 
erance  to  a  word- 

'  Well !  "  said  the  Earl,  frowning  ferociously  at  her,  "  what  do 
1  want  here  ?  " 

The  Countess  tried  to  say  that  she  felt  that  she  was  treated  very 
lelly ;  but  as  she  couldn't,  she  burst  into  tears  and  left  the  room. 
'  Why,  what  "s  the  matter  now  ?  "  cried  her  mamma,  on  her  re- 
n.     "  Has  the  monster  been  at  it  again?     What  does  he  say  for 
nself ?  " 

'He  asked  me  what  I  wanted  there,"  replied  the  Countess,  sob- 
ig  bitterly, — "  what  I  wanted  there  !  " 
'  Well,  I  never !     And  didn't  you  up  and  tell  him  ?  " 
'  I — couldn't — speak : — he  looked — as  if — he  'd — eat  me  !  " 
'  And  what  if  he  did  f     Why  didn't  you  look  as  if  you  d  eat  ftim, 
1  then  go  ding  dong  at  it  with  dignity?     But  I  '11  soon  settle  this 
[  '11  soon  let  him  know  a  piece  of  m^  mind,  I  '11  warrant.     He 
n't  quite  so  easily  get  over  me  !  " 
"  Oh  !  pray,  ma,  don't  go :  he  looks,  oh  !  so  fierce  !  " 
"  Fierce .' — the  ideor  !     Do  you  think  I  'm  afeared  of  a  man !    The 
iculousness  of  it  pervokes  me !  " 

Whereupon  she  bounced  out  of  the  chamber,  and  the  next  moment 
>od  before  the  £arl. 
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"  Now  I  tell  you  what  it  is  now,  plump,  my  lord,"  sbe  < 
with  a  dignified  air :  "  If  this  here  '3  the  way  you  're  a-going  to  ( 
the  Countess,  roy  daughter,  it  won't  do,  my  lord,  /  can  tell  yon : 
we  aint  a-going  to  stand  it." 

"  Am  I  to  be  under  the  necessity  of  turning  you  out  of  the  houM, 
Mrs.  Gills  ? "  said  the  Earl,  with  perfect  calmness. 

"  Turn  me  out  of  the  house  !     IVeU,  I  'm  sure  !  " 

"  You  will  compel  me  to  do  so,  if  you  do  not  conduct  yoarself  wit 
greater  propriety." 

"  I  'd  have  you  to  know  that  I  'm  not  to  be  'timidated,  my  lord 
Where  the  Countess  my  daughter  is,  there  will  I  be." 

"  You  had  better  be  silent.     I  believe  that  I  contracted  no  mar- 
riage with  you." 

"  No ;  I  only  just  wish  that  you  had  !  " 

"  Heaven  forbid  !  "  exclaimed  the  Earl. 

"  You'd  have  had  a  very  different  person  to  deal  with,  I  ran 
you." 

"  I  know  it-     I  do  not  require  to  be  told." 

"  /  wouldn't  have  put  up  with  one  twentieth  part  of  the  trettmmt 
that  she  has  put  up  with,  poor  thing." 

"  It  is  of  nu  importance  to  me,  Mrs.  Gills,  what  proportioo  m* 
would  have  put  up  with." 

"  But  is  it  proper  treatment  ?     Let  me  ask  you  that." 

"  Will  you  do  me  the  favour  to  leave  the  room,  Mrs.  Gilla? ' 

"  If  she  aint  treated  better,  she  shall  sue  for  a  se{)arate  m«intaiii> 
ance." 

"  Leave  the  room,  madam  ! "  cried  the  Earl,  starting  up,  and 
pointing  fiercely  to  the  door.  "  If  I  hear  another  word,  I  TJ  have 
you  instantly  turned  out  of  the  house  !  " 

At  this  particular  moment  it  struck  Mrs.  Gills  with  great  fort* 
that,  as  she  was  not  the  absolute  mistress  of  that  house,  he  had  the 
power  to  carry  his  threat  into  execution  ;  and  a«  she  fell  it  to  be 
therefore  inexpedient  to  provoke  the  tyrannical  exercise  of  that 
power,  she  most  reluctantly  held  her  peace,  and  left  the  room,  ••  she 
subsequently  expressed  it,  "  fit  to  bust" 

"  Well,  ma,"  cried  the  Countess,  who  was  naturally  anxious  fo 
know  the  result,  "  how  did  you  get  on  .*  What  on  earth  did  he 
Bay  ?  " 

"  He 's  a  brute !  I  "m  putrified,  my  precious  !  I  ftever  in  all  my 
days  heared  of  such  a  monster  !  Would  you  believe  ii  ? — why,  he 
threatened  to  turn  me  out  of  the  house,  he  did  ! — actually  neck  and 
crop  out  of  the  house !  " 

"  Lor,  ma !  you  don't  say  so  !  " 

"  It 's  a  fact !    But  I  'd  have  him  to  know  that  I  'm  as  good  as  him, 
if  he  comes  to  that,  and  aint  a-going  to  tolerate  such  ways  with  low 
fpunity." 

"  But  how  did  it  come  about,  ma  ?  " 
"  I  '11  tell  you  —  but  I  feel  so  wild,  I  scarce  know  how  to  contain 
myself.     Turn  me  out  of  the  house,  indeed ! — a  very  fine  ideor  I   •  Ip 
I  the  6rst  place,'  says  I,  '  my  lord,  this  is  all  about  it :  the  Countess, 
my  daughter ,'  says  I,  'aint  a-going  to  stand  any  more  of  your  non- 
sense, and  so,'  says  I,  '  you  needn't  try  it  on.' " 
"  Lor,  ma  !  reely  you  shouldn't  have  said  that." 
"  Oh  I  there 's  nothing  like  giving  'em  as  good  as  they  send.     I 
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nt  lived  all  these  years  without  knowing  what  I  'm  about,  Hows- 
rer,  says  he,  '  What  do  you  mean  ? '  says  he.  '  What  do  I  mean  I ' 
ya  I,  '  I  '11  tell  you  what  I  mean  :  I  mean  what  I  say,'  says  I, 
leitber  better  nor  worse.'  '  Am  I  to  kick  you  head  first  out  of  the 
IMise.' '  SMVS  he.  '  Kick  me  out  of  the  house  I '  says  I.  '  How  many 
B  you  .*  i  should  only  like  to  see  you,'  says  I,  '  a^kicking  me  out 
'  the  house.  I  'd  core  you  of  kicking  for  the  rest  of  your  days/ 
tys  I." 

"  Lor  !  you  didn't  ought  to  have  gone  on  so." 

"  Oh  !  don't  tell  me.  It  showed  him,  at  any  rate,  I  wasn't  afeared. 
Kick  me  out,"  says  I,  '  will  you  ?  You  're  a  nice  man,  I  don't 
iiink,  to  talk  about  kicking."  '  I  'II  do  it,'  says  he,  '  if  you  don't 
lold  your  noise.'  'You  will,'  says  I,  '  will  you.!*  Do  it  — at  your 
erel!'  'I  didn't  marry  you,'  says  he.  'No,'  says  I;  'I  only 
Dst  wish,'  says  I,  '  for  your  sake,  you  had.  I  '11  warrant,'  says  I, 
I  "d  let  you  a-knowed  the  difference ! '  So  with  that  we  went 
Sgbt  at  it,  hammer  and  tongs.  But  I  soon  cowed  him  down — I  soon 
^ve  him  to  know  that  /  wam't  to  be  frightened." 

"Oh  dear  !  I  'm  very  sorry  you  said  anything  to  him." 

"Oh!  rubbish  about  being  sorry.  There's  nothing  like  telling 
tm  plump  what  you  mean.  Is  he  to  treat  ynu  in  this  here  scandal- 
ms  way  without  having  a  syllable  said  to  him  ?  His  lawful  wife 
oo,  and  a  Countess !  i'ou  ought  to  go  in.  /  don't  ought  to  do  it. 
ITou  ought  to  up  and  tell  him  right  flat  you  won't  have  it,  and  let 
im  tAlk  about  turning  you  out  if  he  dare.  A  pretty  thing,  indeed ! 
llThy,  what  did  you  marry  him  for  ?  " 

"  I  wish  I  never  married  him  at  all,  ma,  that  I  do.  I  'm  very  un- 
l^py." 

"And  likely  to  remain  unhappy,  too,  unless  you  show  a  proper 
perit.  Do  you  think,  if  I  was  a  Countess,  I  wouldn't  act  different  ? 
'd  give  him  to  know  I'd  do  just  what  I  Uked,  and  give  just  what 
oUifications  I  liked.  Does  he  'magine  that  you  're  to  be  moped  up 
lere  without  displaying  no  dignity  'f  Does  he  suppose  that  you  're  to 
Hve  no  company,  no  parties,  no  frolics  ?  Why,  had  you  married  ■ 
loramon  tradesman,  you  'd  been  better  off.  Stick  up  for  your  rights, 
by  precious,  and  don't  be  imposed  upon  by  nobody.  That 's  the 
my  way.  It  's  out  of  all  character  that  you  should  be  mud- 
iled  up  liere,  and  have  no  sort  of  pleasure,  no  sort  of  society,  nor 
lothing  of  that.  It  's  enough  to  drive  any  woman  stark  staring 
ftad  !  What 's  the  good  of  being  a  Countess,  if  you  don't  do  as 
Oontesses  does .''  What 's  the  good  of  having  a  title,  if  you  don't 
;eep  up  your  dignity  ?  That  "s  my  sentiments.  It  astonishes  my 
itellects  to  see  you  submit  to  be  treated  like  the  common  scum  of 
ie  earth.  It 's  incredulous  to  me  that  you  should  suffer  yourself  to 
le  put  up<ni  like  that.  Why,  if  I  was  you,  I  'd  turn  the  house  out 
€  the  windows,  /  'd  see  who  was  misses,  I  '11  warrant.  And  de- 
lend  upon  it,  that's  the  only  way.  You  haven't  half  enough  of 
>erit ;  you  don't  ought  to  let  him  keep  you  thus  under  his  thumb. 
«u  do  it  now,  what  '11  it  be  by  and  by  ?  That 's  the  point : 
what  you  ought  to  consider.  I  never  in  all  my  days  beared 
h  a  thing  as  a  Countess  being  treated  like  you.  Where's  your 
e  ?  You  don't  seem  to  have  got  a  mite  in  you.  I  don't  under., 
d  it.     It  gets  over  me  altogether.     I  've  no  patience  with  you  :  I 

yeJi't,  as  true  as  1  'm  alive  !  " 
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While  the  Countess  was  being  thus  lectured  by  her  niamma,  vbpii 
was  earnestly  anxious  to  inspire  her  soul  with  due  dignity,  the  Evil 
and  Captain  Filcher — of  whose  arrival  the   ladies    knew  nothing — 
were  dividing  the  profits  of  their  late  speculation,  and  arranginp  the 
preliminaries  of  a  certain  transfer,  the  character  of  which  will  be 
duly  explained  anon. 


CHAPTKR  XLIII. 


Stanley's  pecuniary  ombamumeau  commence. 


Thb  two  thousand  pounds  for  which  Stanley  had  mort^a^ed 
estate  being  lost,  his  actual  income  was  reduct-'d  to  something  ] 
than  two  hundred  a-year  ;  and  as  he  cnntinue<l  to  live  at  the  rate  of 
a  thousand,  he  soon  of  course  found  himself  involved. 

Still  the  tradesmen  whom  he  patronised  did  not  for  some  time 
annoy  him :  they  believed  him  to  be  rich,  and  were  therefore  with 
infinite  pleasure  prepared  to  give  him  credit  to  any  amount,  notwith- 
standing their  regular  bills  were  unpaid. 

This  did  not,  however,  last  long.  In  less  than  two  months  they 
began  to  be  importunate.  One  had  a  very  heav}*  bill  to  take  up  on  a 
certain  day ;  another  happened  at  the  time  to  be  dreadfully  pressed ; 
a  third  remembered  by  a  miracle  that  his  commodities  bore  only  a 
ready-money  profit ;  a  fourth  became  suddenly  so  circumstanced, 
that  he  every  day  expected  a  man  to  be  put  in  possession  ;  while  a 
fifth  bad  decidedly  a  couple  of  executions  in  his  house  at  that  parti- 
cular crisis ;  and  thus  tliey  went  on  inventing  fresh  falsehoods  daily, 
and  making  it  appear  that  they  were  then  in  such  terrible  trouble, 
that  their  commercial  salvation  depended  upon  Stanley,  inasmuch  as 
tliat,  unless  these  identical  "  little  bills  "  were  immediately  settled, 
the  Gazette  would  be  the  inevitable  portion  of  them  all. 

To  Stanley  tlvese  annoyances  were  galling  in  the  extreme.  He 
felt  deeply  humiliated.  His  inability  to  pay  sums  so  paltry  mortified 
him  more  than  [if  the  total  had  been  twenty  times  doubled  in  one 
amount.  The  thing  was  altogether  new  to  him.  He  knew  not  bow 
to  act.  Had  he  been,  as  miuiy  tliousands  are,  accustomed  to  these 
petty  perplexities,  the  necessity  for  either  bearing  up  against  them. 
or  exerting  himself  with  the  view  of  getting  rid  of  them  at  once, 
would  have  appeared  to  be  absolute ;  but  as  he  had  never  been  in 
any  way  pressed  before,  his  spirit  seemed  broken,  and  he  became 
irresolute  and  inactive. 

Poor  Amelia — from  whom  the  widow's  embarrassments  had  been 

so  effectually  concealed,  that  she  knew  only  that  the  carriage  had 

been  dispensed  with  —  could  not  understand  this  altered  state  of 

things  at  all.     At  that  period  she  bad  bad  no  money  from  Stanley 

for  a  month  ;  but  having  taken  care  of  a  small  sum  she  possessed  al 

the  time  of  her  marriage,  she  had  been  able  to  pay  for  those  articles 

for  which  immediate  payment  was   required,  while  perceiving  how 

^jnuch  the  importunities  of  those  tradesmen   who  had  given  them 

I  credit  annoyed  him,  she  endeavoured  as  much  as  possible  to  with- 

I  hold  from  him  all  knowledge  of  the  abrupt  and  threatening  manner 

in  which  they  made  their  demands.     When,  however,  the  whole  ol 

her  money  had  been  expended,  and  the  cretlitors,  wl  orevtoua- 


iiplayed  the  most  cringing  servility,  had  become  not  only  cla- 
Jus  but  insolentj  she  felt  it  to  be  her  duly  to  mention  the  sub- 
to  him  tliat  she  might  know  the  real  cause  of  their  not  being 

Stanley,"  she  observed,  taking  advantage  of  a  moment  in  which 

jpeared  to  be  somewhat  more  tranquil  than  usual,  "  those  per- 

are  beginning  to  get  rcri/  impatient." 

iVhat  persona  ?  *'  demanded  Stanley. 

Those  tradesmen,  dear,  who  have  sent  in  their  bills.     They  call- 

fain  this  morning." 

jet  them  call.     They  must  wait." 

Jut  they  say  that  they  will  nol  wait,  my  love  !  " 

Jut  I  say  they  jiiuxI  I     What  do  they  mean  ?     Are  they  afraid 

ling  their  money  ?  " 

VTiy,  it  would  seem  that  they  were,  for  the  tone  they  have  as- 

d  of  late  is  really  very  harsh  and  insulting." 

nsulting !  "  echoed  Stanley.     "  I  'II  kick  them  to  the  devil  !  " 

>o  not  be  rash,  dear  Stanley.      They  are  perhaps  very  poor. 

vhy  do  you  not  pay  them  at  once  ?  " 

"hey  shall  wait  now  for  their  insolence." 

tut  were  it  not  better,  dear,  to  settle  their  accounts,  and  then  to 

them  that  you  are  displeased  with  their  want  of  confidence  ia 
>y  dealing  with  them  no  more  i  " 

shall  do  so  when  I  find  it  quite  convenient,  but  certainly  not 

then." 

•ut  the  fact  of  its  being  at  present  inconvenient  is  a  matter  of 

ightest  possible  importance !     I  can  easily  get  sufficient  money 

,'  them  !  " 

f  whom  ?  " 

'h  I  I  can  get  it  of  mamma !  " 

ave  you  ever,"  demanded  Stanley,  regarding  her  with  stern- 

— "  have  you  ever  named  the  subject  to  fier  ?  " 

ever,  Stanley  !     No  dear,  never  !  "  replied  Amelia  ;  "  J  would 

J  so  for  the  world,  my  love,  without  your  permission." 

ery  well.     In  that  quarter  never  let  it  be  named." 

ut  what  possible  objection  can  you  have,  dear.''     I  really  can 

ne  myself." 

have  an  objection — a  very  great  objection  ;  one  which  is  per- 

insurmountable." 

f  course,  my  love,  you  are  the  best  judge  ;  but  do  you  know, 

ipresslon  is  that  you  are  far  too  delicate,  Stanley  !  " 

would  not  have  it  known  that  I  am  short,  down  at  Richmond, 

I  thousand  pounds !  " 

h  !  you  proud  creature ! "  exclaimed  Amelia,  with  a  smile. 

yet  are  you  proud,  Stanley  ?     Let  me  bring  you  to  the  test, 

e  may  see  if  that  really  be  pride  which  looks  so  very  much 

Stanley  !  "  she  continued,  with  much  earnestness,  "the  ser- 

— our  servants  I     It  cannot  be  kept  from  them." 

II  discharge  the  first  that  dares  to  hold  the  slightest  communi- 
with  these  people." 

cannot  be  prevented,  my  love.  They  will  talk :  they  will 
IS  matters  of  this  description  ;  they  will  form  their  own  con- 
es ;  they  will  swell  the  lightest  word  into  an  affair  of  vast  im- 
be.  Believe  me,  I  tremble  whenever  I  hear  a  single  knock  at 
i.ix.  2  N 
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the  door, — I  do,  indeed,  my  dear,  and  would  answer  all  such 
myself,  were  it  not  for  very  shame." 

"I  wish  to  heaven  you  would  not  trouble  yourself  abotit  sucb 
things  at  all." 

"  1  cannot  help  it :  indeed  I  cannot  help  it.  Did  you  but  know 
what  I  suffer  when  I  hear  those  persons  in  the  ball  asking  the  aer- 
vants  the  most  impertinent  questions,  and  leaving  meaaagifs  of  the 
most  insolent  and  menacing  character,  you  would  pity  me." 
"  Why  did  you  not  tell  me  of  all  this  before  ?  " 
"  Because  I  well  knew,  my  love,  that  it  would  vex  you  ;  and.  u  IJ 
fully  expected  that  you  would  very  soon  be  able  to  meet  their  de- 
mands, I  have  concealed  it  from  you,  hoping;  that  the  annoyance 
would  cease  without  causing  you  any  additional  mortification.  But, 
be  assured,  dear  Stanley,  that  I  do  not  speak  thus  for  myself.  Al- 
though it  afflicts  me  deeply  to  hear  you  spoken  of  by  those  persons 
in  terms  so  unwarrantable  and  harsh,  I  am  not  anxious  for  the  im- 
mediate discharge  of  these  debts  merely  as  a  matter  of  comfort 
as  far  as  I  am  concerned :  my  chief  object  in  bringing  the  sub- 
ject forward,  is  to  put  it  to  3'ou  whether  it  would  not  be  in  every 
point  of  view  far  better  to  allow  me  to  get  —  say  to  borrow — a 
certain  sum  of  money  of  mamma,  than  to  promote  the  circula- 
tion of  those  rumours  which  absolutely  strike  at  the  purity  of  your 
moiives  ? " 

"Oh,  let  them  circulate  what  rumours  they  please!  they  cannot 
injure  me." 

"  But,  Stanley  dear,  would  it  not  be  better  to  allow  me  to  do  at 
once  that  which  I  propose,  than  to  suffer  your  importance  to  be 
diminished  not  only  in  the  estimation  of  those  tradesmen,  but  also 
in  the  eyes  of  our  servants?  Consider,  my  love.  What  if  mamisa 
should  know  that  you  are  at  present  somewhat  pressed  ?  Nay,  if  even 
my  father  were  informed  of  the  fact,  of  what  possible  con»e()g 
could  it  be  ?  But  he  need  not  know  anything  about  it." 
"  It  shall  not  be  known  to  either." 

"  Well,  then,"  continued  Amelia,  "  let  me  suggest  another 
But  you  will  not  be  angry  with  mei*     Promise  that  you  will 
angry  if  I  offer  another  suggestion  ?  " 
"  Well,  I  do  promise;  what  is  it  ? " 

"  Have  you  not  heard,  dear,  of  persons  —  persons,  too,  moviojr  in 
high  society,  who,  whenever  they  need  temporary  loans,  can  obtain 
them  bj'  depositing  articles  of  value  as  security  for  repayment  f  " 
"  I  have,"  replied  Stanley. 

"  Well,  dear,  then  why  cannot  we  do  the  same  ?  Those  jewels  of 
mine  (you  know  I  very  seldom  wear  them) ;  I  have  no  idea  bow 
much  they  cost,  but  I  should  say  that  they  are  worth  five  times  the 
sum  we  require  to  pay  all  these  tiresome  people.  Why  not  deposit 
tfiem  ?  - 

"  You  are  a  good  girl,"  said  Stanley;  "but  there  will  be  no  neces- 
sity for  anything  of  the  kind." 

"  Take  them,  dear  Stanley !  "  continued  Amelia.  "  Do  let  mc 
prevail  upon  you  to  take  them ;  or  tell  me  where  to  go,  .ind  I  -will 
take  them  myself  I  should  not  be  ashameil,  dear;  indee>l 
not  be  ashamed!  "  But,  as  she  spoke,  the  tears  trickled  < 
beautiful  cheeks  ;  which,  however,  she  tried  to  conceaL 
"Oh,  that  will  not  be  required, "  replied  Stanley. 
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But  Lady  Dashwell  alwaf/s  went  herself.     She  took,  hers  to  a 
Ismith  in  Oxford  Street,   I  have  heard.      Come,  dear,  let  me 
e  mine,  and  then  all  these  annoyances  will  be  at  an  end. " 
Why,  Amelia,  I  am  not  a  beggar !     I  'II  go  and  get  the  money  of 
mother  at  once.     I  can  do  so ;  but  the  necessity  for  it  never 
ire  appeared  to  be  so  pressinjj." 
Then  you  forgive  me,  dear  Stanley  ?  " 
Forgive  you  I " 

le  embraced  her,  and  left  her  comparatively  happy.  She  did  not 
ect  that  he  would  have  been  so  calm,  although  it  was  manifest 
1  to  her  that  his  naturally  impetuous  spirit  was  being  by  some 
:css  gradually  subdued. 

n  reaching  the  widow's  residence,  Stanley  found  her  sitting  in 
;ude  at  the  drawing-room  window,  envying  the  owner  of  every 
iage  that  passed,  and  conceiving  it  to  be  by  far  the  greatest 
iry  under  heaven.  She  had  no  carriage  ;  and  the  thought  of 
formed  her  chief  affliction.  She  felt  that  she  could  with  forti- 
;  have  endured  the  loss  of  anything  but  that ;  which  was  certain- 
othing  but  natural,  seeing  that  the  things  which  we  have  nill 
2ar  very  poor  when  compared  with  the  things  we  have  not. 
Mother,"  said  Stanley  as  he  took  a  seat  beside  her,  "  have  you 
money  at  your  banker's.''  " 

his  question  amazed  the  widow  much.  The  tone  was  so  exces- 
ly  novel.  It  had  tlieretofore  been  invariably,  "  Jlother  !  I  want 
e  money,  and  must  fiave  it ;  and  if  you  haven't  got  it,  you  must 
t !  "  Her  amazement  may  hence  be  understood. 
Why,  my  love,"  she  replied,  on  recovering  herself  somewhat, 
lave  a  little." 

I  wish  you'd  lend  me  some  for  a  short  time,"  said  Stanley, 
ju  shall  have  it  again," 

Certainly,  my  dear.     How  much  do  you  want  ?  " 
How  much  can  you  spare?  " 

Why,  I  scarcely  know,  my  love.  Will  twenty  or  thirty  poundj 
nough .'' " 

I  wish  you  could  let  me  have  a  hundred." 
A  hundred  pounds,  my  dear,  is  a  large  sum  to  me  now  ! " 
I  know  it,   mother :  I  know  it.     You  need  not  remind  me  of 
.     The  question  is,  can  you  let  me  have  it  ?     I  am  pestered  to 
h  by  a  parcel  of  petty  people,  whom  I  am  anxious  to  pay." 
Well — well,  you   shall  have  it.     But  be  cautions,  my  Stanley, 
)r  Heaven's  sake  be  cautious,  there  "s  a  dear  [     I  dure  say,  my 
,  that  you  do  the  best  you  can ;  and  I  know  it  to  be  very  dis- 
«ing  to  retrench  ;  but  the  necessity  for  living  within  your  in- 
e,  limited  as  it  is,  dear,  must  not  be  overlooked." 
I  know,  mother — I  know  all  about  it.     Just  give  me  a  cheque." 
I  have  been  thinking,  dear,"  continued  the  widow,  as  she  very 
ly  opened  her  desk, — "  1  have  been  thinking  —  and  it  'a  strange 
it  never  struck  me  till  this  morning — that  if  we  were  to  live  to- 
er,  dear,  in  one  house,  you  know,   so  that  we  should  have  to 
lort  but  one  establishraent,  we  should  be  able  to  live  in  better 

;,  besides  being " 

Yes — yes,"  interposed  Stanley,  with  impatience.  "We'll  talk 
it  that  another  time.  I  *ll  see  about  it.  Let  me  have  the 
[ue." 

2  5i  2 
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The  cheque  was  accordingly  drawn,  and  when  he  had  taken  lean 
hastily,  altnough  with  somewhat  more  affection  than  usual,  be  fin- 
ceeded  to  the  banker's  without  delay. 


CHAPTKB  XLIV. 
In  which  the  venerable  gentleman  appears  just  on  tha  rerge. 

As  Amelia  had  conjectured,  the  constant  applicationa  of  the 
tradesmen  for  the  settlement  of  their  accounts  forined  the  principal 
topic  of  conversation  among  the  servants.  They  felt  perfectly  sure 
that  the  establishment  was  about  to  be  broken  up ;  ana  as  the  gentle 
Joanna  conceived  it  to  be  her  duty  to  relate  all  the  particulars  to  her 
venerable  friend,  the  day  was  named  for  the  consummation  of  their 
bliss  exactly  three  hours  after  Stanley  had  made  the  heart  of  poor 
Amelia  glad  by  placing  the  entire  hundred  pounds  in  her  hand  to 
be  appropriated  to  the  purposes  for  which  it  was  obtained. 

It  may  also  be  stated  as  a  remarkable  coincidence,  that  Bolv— 
whose  spirits  were  governed  by  Amelia  as  absolutely  as  the  thermo- 
meter is  governed  by  the  air,  was  on  that  very  evening  unusually 
gay.  He  had  been  to  the  banker's  with  bis  master ;  he  had  seen  his 
mistress  on  his  return  ;  he  had  seen  her  twice,  and  well  knew  by  the 
joyful  expression  of  her  countenance  that  a  favourable  change  had 
tucen  place. 

When,  therefore,  he  entered  the  kitchen  in  which  the  blooming 
Joanna  and  her  venerable  friend  were  sitting  tete-d-tete  with  very 
great  affection,  he  exclaimed  in  the  joy  of  his  heart,  "  Now  I  don't 
care  a  dump  !  It 's  all  right !  I  know  it  is  by  missis  I  Blest  if  I 
mind  standing  a  couple  of  pots  of  arf-and-arf ! 

"  Vot !  'ave  you  got  yer  vages  ?  "  enquired  the  venerable  gentle- 
man. 

"  No ;  but  I  shall  get  'em,  safe.  But  that  ain't  what  I  look  at. 
I  warn't  even  thinking  of  them.  I  know  it 's  all  right  now  with 
master ;  that 's  all  I  care  for.  I  know  it  by  missis's  looks.  1 11  bet 
ten  to  one  on  it,  brandies  and  waters.     She  can't  deceive  me." 

"  Looks  is  werry  deceptive,"  observed  the  venerable  gentleman. 
"  It 's  a  werry  old  sayin',  and  a  true  un,  that  you  mustn't  take  peo- 
ple by  their  looks." 

"  Oh,  but  missis  is  one  which  can't  be  mistaken.  Let  me  look  in 
her  face,  and  I  know  what  's  o'clock.  I  can  tell  in  an  instant. 
There  ain't  a  ha'p'orth  of  any  mistake  about  her." 

"  But  ain't  you  got  nothink  else  in  this  case  to  go  by  ?  " 

"Yes;  but  that,  and  nothing  else,  would  be  plenty  for  me.  But 
there  is  something  else.  We  went  out  about  four  o'clock  all  in  a 
hurry,  and  drove  to  old  missis's  house.  Well,  roaster  went  in  with 
his  tail  very  low — I  never  see  a  man  much  more  downer  in  the 
mouth ;  but  he  hadn't  been  there  long  before  he  came  out^  and 
pelted  right  down  to  the  banker's.  Well,  I  knew  there  was  some- 
thing rayther  extra  in  the  wind,  so  I  watched  him ;  and  when  he 
came  out,  p'r'aps  he  warn't  a  little  altered !  I  never  see  such  a 
change  in  a  man  in  my  life  !  Well,  he  got  in,  and  cut  back  ;  and 
when  he  pulled  up  at  the  door  missis  was  on  the  quivy,  as  the 


STANLEY    THORN. 

French  says,  at  the  window  ;  and  the  minit  ahe  see  him  I  knew  how 
t  was.     I  could  tell,  I  'd  oalh  it-     And  when  I  went  up  just  now, 
he  whole  thing  was  as  clear  to  nie  as  chrystial." 
"  Well,  I  only  hope  your  words  may  come  true,"  said  Joanna. 
"  I  'm  riofht  for  a  million.    I  '11  lay  any  odds.     It  'a  the  Monument 
I  a  molehill." 

"  I  knowed  a  young  ooman,"  observed  the  venerable  gentleman, 
suming  that  profoundly  philosophical  expression  which  he  invari- 
ibly  wore  when  about  to  illustrate  any  particular  point  by  analogy, 
'  I  knowed  a  young  ooman  —  and  a  werry  nice  young  ooman  she 
ton — vich  V08  in  a  decline.  Werry  well.  For  a  matter  of  more 
'lan  three  'ear  she  yos  a-goin',  and  a-goin',  and  a-goin'  gradual ;  but 
""  e  never  for  all  that  believed  she  vos  a-goin',  although  she  vos  terri- 
kie  thin,  and  looked  as  pale  as  any  sheet  of  vite  paper.  She  voodn't 
ielieve  it,  cos  she  alvays  had  a  appetite,  and  voo<l  alvays  be  a-eatin' 
rom  mornin'  till  night  in  the  most  onsatisfyin'  manner  you  ever 
Vared  tell  on.  Werry  well.  Now,  ven  her  flesh  vos  va-^ted  nigh 
tall  off  her  bones,  and  she  looked  like  a  skeleton  kivered  vith 
id,  and  hevery  soul  as  looked  at  her  thought  that  go  she  must,  she 
II  at  vunce  had  the  most  beautifullest  colour  as  ever  vos  seen  upon 
peach  !  She  looked  like  a  angel  as  she  sit  all  in  vite ;  and  as  her 
ttle  tiny  fingers  vos  a-playin'  vith  her  curls,  she  vos  a-smilin'  as 
weetly  as  if  her  little  sisters  in.  heaven  vos  a-visperin'  to  her  softly, 
Hope  —  still  hope!'  And  I  remember,"  continued  the  venerable 
entieman,  as  he  wipetl  away  a  tear,  which  the  vivid  recollec- 
ion  of  this  scene  had  called  forth, — "  I  remember  one  sanguine 
lend,  vich  loved  her,  exclaiming  ven  he  seed  this  'ere  colour  in 
ST  cheeks,  '  Notr  she's  all  right!  vot  a  favourable  change  !  Bless- 
k1  be  God,  she  '11  get  over  it  now  ! '  But  vot  vos  it  ?  Natur'  blush- 
g  to  part  so  pure  a  soul  from  a  body  so  fair :  nothing  else !  In  an 
loar  after  that  exclamation  vos  uttered,  she  died.  Werry  well. 
Cow  thi^  seems  to  me  to  be  a  case  werry  similar :  the  pockets  of 
oor  master  is  got  the  same  complaint ;  havin'  overrun  the  constable, 
is  means  has  been  long  in  a  decline ;  and  although  he  may  jist  now 
suddenly  flush,  3n<l  you  may,  in  sconseqvence,  vishin"  him  veil, 
I  yourself  justifiable  in  offeriti'  to  bet  any  hods  it's  all  right,  it 
ikes  me  forcible  that  this  here  Hush  is  on'y  a  sign  that  the  whole 
rtablishment  's  jist  on  the  p'int  of  goin'  to  pot.  That 's  my  senti- 
taetits.  I  hope  I  may  be  wrong  ;  but  that  'a  jist  vot  strikes  me.  I 
ball  be  werry  sorry,  mind  yer,  to  'ear  it,  cos  I  do  think  your  mas- 
"~-*^  a  trump  ;  vile  your  missis,  accordin'to  all  accounts,  is  a  werry 
~  sort." 

She  if  a  regular  good  "un  !  "  cried  Bob.     "  A  out-and-outer !     / 

lever  see  her  feller  yet ;  and  nothing  would  hurt  my  sentiments  eo 

'         to  see  your  blessed  words  come  true;  for  I'm  sure  that  if 

rotten  was  to  go  for  to  occur,  she  'd  break  her  heart," 

'■  \  vii,  1  hope  I  may  be  wrong.     But  I  'spose  you  know  Joanna's 

-pjin'  to  give  vornin'  ?  " 

"Well,  she  may  if  she  likes,  in  course;  but  I  won't:  I'd  stop 
ijth  *em  if  it  wos  on'y  for  my  vittles." 

"She  is  not,"  rejoined  the  venerable  gentleman,  "a-goin'  to  give 
omin*^  cos  she  don't  git  her  vagcs,  but  in  sconseqvence  of  other 
tirrumstantials !  " 

Oh,  that  there's  the  day  o'  the  month,  is  it?  "  cried  Bob,  who 
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»aw  Joanna  blush  at  the  moment,  and  look  very  archly,  whfle  tlw 
venerable  gentleman  chui'kled,  and  drove  his  fintjers  into  Bob's  ribs, 
and  rubbed  his  hands  with  great  glee.  "  I  see !  Well,  I  wish  yoa 
joy  with  all  my  heart.     In  course  /  stand  godfather  to  the  first?" 

"  Robert !  "  cried  Joanna,  with  a  most  roguish  look.  "  Lor !  how 
can  you  po  on  so?  " 

*'  Oh  !  but  I  expect  it ;  and  if  it 's  a  heir,  I  '11  make  him  a  present 
of  a  new  hat  to  begin  life  with.     But  when  is  it  to  be?  " 

"  Vy,  as  a  nnitiial  frientl  to  both,"  replied  the  venerable  gentle- 
man, "  ve  don't  mind  telling  of  you,  cos  ve  vant  you  to  give  aray 
the  bride — hif  you  '11  do  us  the  honner  ?  " 

"  In  course  !    Oh,  yes  !     You  do  me  proud !     Well  i*  " 

"Well,  then,  Joanna  gives  vornin'  to-morrow;  ve  shall  be  arkltj 
for  the  fust  time  in  church  next  Sunday ;  and  as  she  vill  leave 
the  ninth  of  next  month,  the  job 's  to  be  jobbed  on  the  tenth." 

"Bravo!"  cried  Bob.  "The  time's  drawin'  very  near!  How 
do  you  mean  to  pass  the  day  ?  " 

"  Vy,  ve  don't  think  it's  vuth  vile  to  make  much  fu««:  ve  think 
that  that,  under  all  circumstautials,  may  be  dispensed  vith;  but  ve 
mean  to  enjoy  ourselves,  you  know.  ve  mean  to  be  jolly.  No  ex- 
pense shall  be  spared.  Ve  'U  'ave  everythink  comfortable  and  reg'- 
lar.  vou  know." 

"Well,  all  I  can  say  is,  I  hope  you  'II  be  happy." 

"Safe]"  replied  the  venerable  gentleman  with  much  ardour; 
when,  turning  to  his  betrothed,  he  added,  "  Can  there  be  banj 
doubt  al>oifl  it  ?  " 

"Not  the  least,  dear,"  replied  Joanna,  with  a  most  winnuog  smile. 
"  I  am  sure  we  sJiall  be  happy." 

"I  should  think  so!  "cried  the  venerable  gentleman.     "Vot 
there  to  porwent   it  ?     I  don't  mean  to  say  I  'ro  so  younif  as  I  voa ' 
p'raps  twenty  'e,ir  ago,  but  vot  o'  that  ?    The  couAtitution  'a  the  p'iat! 
If  that 's  sound  and  rcg'lar,  vy  vot 's  the  hods  ?  " 

"  But  you  don't  look  old  in  my  eye,  by  no  means,"  observed  the 
affectionate  Joanna. 

"Don't  I?"  returned  the  venerable  gentleman,  with  one  of 
most  fascinating  smiles.  "  You  're  a  rogue ! — I  know  you  're  a  ro^ue, 
and  there  's  no  mistake  of  any  sort  about  you.  Howsever,"  he  added, 
"  looks  isn't  the  p'int;  the  great  and  grand  thing  is  the  glorious  con- 
stitution ;  and,  as  mine 's  as  sound  as  a  apple,  it  makes  no  hods  about 
tlie  hage." 

Joanna  agreed  with  him  perfectly  of  course ;  and,  as  he  shortly 
aAer  this  took  leave  of  his  beloved.  Bob  accompanied  him  to  titcd 
nearest  public  house,  with  tlie  view  of  talking  matters  over  in  pri- 
vate. 

Here  Stanley's  afiairs  were  again  freely  canvassed  ;  but,  altltough 
Bob  endeavoured  to  make  things  appear  as  bright  as  possible,  his 
venerable  friend  adhered  still  to  the  opinion  he  had  expressed  — tn 
opinion,  the  perfect  correctness  of  which  was  on  the  following  noro- 
ing,  by  an  act  of  consummate  villany,  proved. 
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Thk  winter  of  1838j  which  visited  England  with  such  severity  in 
the  month  of  January,  set  in  much  earlier  in  the  North  of  Germany; 
tod  the  middle  of  December^  1837,  found  the  waters  of  the  Elbe  en- 
CQmbered  with  great  quantities  of  floating  ice,  which  threatened  every 
day  to  close  the  navigation  of  the  river.  After  a  sojourn  of  some 
iBonths  in  that  part  of  Europe,  I  arrived  at  length  at  Hamburg  during 
Ihe  week  of  public  festivity  which  announces  Christmas.  The  gaiety 
rfaich  pervaded  this  bustling  city  contrnsling  forcibly  with  the  dulness 
if  the  German  towns  through  which  I  had  recently  passed,  was  almost 

I  sufficient  inducement  to  devote  a  week  to  the  amusements  of  Ham- 
mrg ;  but  the  state  of  the  river,  and  the  prospect  of  an  overland  jour- 
ley  to  Amsterdam  in  the  month  of  December,  were  considerations  of 
;reater  weight,  and,  accordingly,  I  secured  my  berth  in  the  John  Bull 
teaxner,  which  was  to  sail  early  the  next  morning,  though,  at  the  time 

did  8o,  I  was  in  doubt  whether  my  baggage — from  whicli  I  was  sepa- 

Kby  the  agreeable  stage-coach  regulations  in  this  part  of  the 
— would  arrive  in  time  to  allow  of  my  departure. 
Although  every  minute  usually  appears  an  hour  when  we  are  in  ex- 
jectation,  there  was  no  tedium  throughout  that  day ;  the  Jungfern- 
ilieg,  with  its  numerous  cafes  and  crowds  of  people,  the  fairs  in  the 
treets,  the  attractive  shops,  where  Persia  and  Russia  combined  to  fur- 
nsb  Christmas  comforts,  and  the  novelty  of  a  large  citv,  all  offered  the 
Deans  of  making  the  time  pass  quickly.  The  lahk-d' hCtte  at  the  Hotel 
le  Bellevue  (when*,  by  the  Avay,  they  pride  themselves  on  their  mock- 
lurtle  soup,)  was  very  good,  but  very  dull,  there  being  only  three  per- 
lons  at  dinner  in  a  salun  capable  of  holding  sixty  ;  and  I  was  glad  to  be 
*leased  from  it,  especially  as  the  arrival  of  my  baggage  was  at  length 
Uinounced.  To  order  a  carriage  to  be  ready  at  ten  o'clock  to  convey 
Be  to  the  dock-yard,  —  to  change  some  German  coin  for  English,  in 
rhich  transaction  (of  course)  the  waiter  cheated  me,  —  and  then  to 
rander  through  the  city  as  chance  directed,  were  all  that  remained 
lor  me ;  and,  having  witnessed  the  humours  of  the  "  JVcUuiachU 
fesie"  of  Hamburg,  I  returned  to  the  Bellevue  in  time  for  my  drosky, 
nd  ffet  out  for  the  steam-bont.     In  about  half  an  hour,  after  paying 

II  the  toils, — which  are  numerous  and  heavy, — I  found  myself  on  the 
nay,  bargaining  with  a  boatman,  who  undertook  to  transport  me  on 
>oard  fur  something  more  than  the  usual  consideration.  The  aug- 
uented  price  was,  however,  well  earned  ;  for  the  quantity  of  ice  in  the 
tream  rendered  our  voyage  in  search  of  the  steamer  something  like 
ithougli  at  humble  distance)  an  attempt  to  discover  the  north-west 
Knsage,  so  often  were  we  compelled  to  try  back  in  search  of  clear 
rat«r,  and  so  necessary  wa«  it  to  avoid  collision  with  the  miniature 
^  At  last  we  reacLed  the  John  Bull  ;  and  I  was  not  sorry  to 

yself  in  a  warm  cabin,  with  everything  safely  stowed  away,  and 
y  rneissen  pipe  diffusing  its  fragrance  in  a  very  satisfactory  manner. 
Notwithstanding  the  lateness  of  the  hour,  I  was  not  the  last  to  get 
in  board  ;  but  before  midnight  a  large  party  had  assembled.     Of  these 
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some  disappeared  to  seek  their  berths,  but  one  group  of  six  or  an 
— who  I  afterwards  found  were  pilots  going  down  to  Cuxhavea — 
seemed  resolved  tu  make  a  night  of  it ;  and,  as  they  had  no  berthl  to 
go  to,  they  resorted  to  cards,  schiedam,  and  cigars,  to  kill  the  time  il 
the  most  agreeable  manner.  At  length,  Avhen  they  became  too  noi^ 
to  make  it  any  longer  pleasant  to  remain  in  their  company,  I  too  went 
below,  and  by  the  aid  uf  the  dim  lamp  swinging  above  the  drenng- 
table  in  the  lower  cabin,  succeeded  at  last  in  finding  mj  roort^f* 
place. 

The  cabin  of  a  packet  when  its  inmates  have  retired  to  bed,  presenti 
a  singular  aspect  of  confusion:  portmanteaus,  bags,  and  hat-boxei 
strew  the  floor ;  great-coats,  dressing-cases,  travelling-caps,  and  hand- 
kerchiefs, cover  the  tables  and  cliuirs ;  while  here  and  there  an  up- 
right boot  appears  to  stand  the  only  sentinel  over  the  scattered  pro- 
perty. Nor  is  the  berth  itself  much  more  attractive :  a  hard,  wiry 
bolster,  that  will  not  accommodate  itself  to  one's  head,  a  counterpane 
too  short,  very  tkiu  blankets,  and  a  kind  of  odour  that  seems  to  hint 
that  the  last  occupant  was  not  a  very  good  sailor, — these  accompani- 
ments do  not  make  one's  berth  a  bed  of  down,  nor  cause  inatantaneooa 
forget  fulness.  But  even  if  the  couch  afforded  all  the  necessary  appli- 
ances— which  it  did  n»l — sleep  that  night  would  have  been  a  strangvr 
to  my  eyeti,  fur  the  individual  in  the  next  berth  was  one  of  those  ob- 
noxious sleepers  who,  themselves  buried  in  temporary  forgetfulnen^ 
have  noses  that  make  their  hearers  wish  their  rest  eternal.  I  do  tUA 
know  whether  I  am  particularly  fastidious;  most  men  have  their  pe- 
culiarities, not  tu  say  aversions;  and  mine — the  chiefest  —  is  a  man 
who  snores*  There  is  no  noise  like  it ;  a  copper-smith,  a  caulker,  a 
cuojier,  are  loud  in  the  exercise  of  their  respective  callings,  but  the^e 
subside  into  silence  before  the  nose  of  the  snorer;  a  knife-grinder's 
wheel,  ora  bagiiipe,  are  bad  enough,  in  all  conscience,  but  they  ar« 
melodious  in  comparison  j  in  short,  of  all  the  distressing  sounds  in-  i 
vented  since  the  world  became  "  out  of  joint,"  snoring,  in  my  opinion, ' 
is  the  worst. 

Aly  neighbour,  whose  head  rested  at  my  feet,  was  a  proficient  in  tlie 
black  art,  as  it  deserves  to  be  called.  Long,  loud,  and  deep  were  his 
inlonation.o,  and  such,  also,  were  my  maledictions  as  the  nojses  forced 
their  way  through  the  thin  partition  that  divided  us,  galvanising  me,  as 
it  were,  from  toe  to  top.  In  vain  I  plied  my  heels  against  the  board 
behind  which  lay  the  otfending  organ  ;  a  momentary  cessation  was  all 
that  ensued, — a  deceitful  lull,  to  be  followed  by  a  tempest  of  snorting 
more  raging  than  before.  Once  I  succeeded  in  producing  a  calm  bj 
jerking  into  the  berth  a  heavy  pair  of  top-boots,  which  I  grasped  con- 
vulsivf ly  from  the  floor ;  at  another,  a  vessel  of  Britannia-meta],  de- 
spatched on  the  same  errand,  elicited  a  disturbed  grunt,  a  pause,  and 
then  the  noise  broke  forth  again,  so  that  at  length  I  gave  up  the  con- 
test in  despair,  and  resigned  myself  to  my  fate.  To  one  whose  nerves 
are  at  all  irritable,  there  is  no  torment  like  the  infliction  of  snoring.  | 
As  the  JIarquis  says,  in  the  "  Critique  de  I'Ecolc  des  Femmes,"  "  Je  le 
trouve  detestable,  morbleu !  detestable,  du  dernier  detestable,  ce 
qu'on  appelle  detestable  !  "  and  there  I  lay  heaping  coals  of  imaginary 
tire  on  the  head  of  the  offender,  not  by  any  mental  promise  of  forbear- 
ance, but  by  devising  what  bitter  things  I  would  say  when  confronted 
next  day  with  the  luckless  suorcr.  In  the  midst  of  my  direst  thoogbti 
I  fill  asleep. 
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B  iirst  thing  when  I  awoke  in  the  muming  was  to  call  to  mind, 
hough  with  subdued  feeling,  the  annnyanc^e  to  which  I  had  been  sub- 
:te(l  the  night  before.  The  lamp  still  burnt  in  the  cabin.  But  the 
ylight  which  struggled  throngh  the  companion,  or  some  other  ob- 
iqne  entrance,  diminished  the  general  obscurity,  and  enabled  me  to 
i»tinguish  objects  with  rnther  more  facility  than  I  had  done  before. 
K%  I  drew  back  the  curtain  of  tny  berth,  tiiy  vision  wa.H  greeted  by  the 
light  of  a  stout  individual,  in  his  shirt-nleeves,  sitting  at  the  table 
Urectly  opposite,  the  upper  half  of  whose  face  wore  the  rosy  hue  which 
ittire  had  laid  un,  or  brandy  superinduced,  while  the  lower  expanse 
Its  covered  with  a  sheet  of  foaming  lather,  the  daily  curse  of  manhood 
fing  then  in  its  course  of  fulfilment.  Disguised  as  the  features  were 
bich  I  thus  beheld,  there  was  something  fiuniliar  in  their  expression 
irbich  seemed  to  remind  me  that  I  had  seen  them  before;  and  an  in- 
itinctire  sense  at  the  same  time  assured  me  that  in  the  midst  of  that 
tlacid  countenance  I  gazed  upon  the  bulbous  nose  which  had  wrought 
e  80  much  discomfort.  I  have  said  that  sleep  had  turned  away  the 
rorp  edge  of  my  wrath,  and  Christianity  coming  to  my  aid,  reminded 
e  that,  if  I  gave  vent  to  invective  against  a  shaving  man,  I  might 
robably  cause  him  to  cut  his  throat ;  I  therefore  waited  in  a  mood  of 
rim  complacence  till  the  process  was  accomplished.  In  proportion  as 
le  flakes  of  soap  disappeared  before  the  razor,  the  features  of  the 
liaver  became  more  familiar  to  me;  and  when  tiie  deed  was  done,  I 
►It  convinced  that  I  saw  an  old  acq uain lance,  though  of  what  place 
r  date  I  could  not  remember.  iVIodifying  my  intentions  in  conse- 
uence,  I  addressed  the  unknown  in  a  tone  rather  of  sarcasm  than  po- 
itire  offence. 

"You  sleep  soundly,  sir,"  said  I, — "  very  soundly;  I  wonder  you 
ontrived  to  wake." 

"  For  the  matter  o'  that,"  replied  the  culprit,  "  I  do  sleep  pretty 
Dund  when  I  goes  off;  it  takes  a  deal  to  wake  me." 
"  So  I  should  imagine,  for  I  tried  hard  enough  last  night." 
"Wot  did  you  want  wi'  mer"  enquired  my  nocturnal  aversion,  rnb- 
ing  his  face  down  with  a  jack-towel,  as  if  he  was  grooming  a  horse ; 
'  Wot  might  be  your  pleasure,  sir,  if  I  may  make  so  bold  .*  " 

"  Why,  nothing  at  present,"  I  answered,  "unless  you  snore  as  loud 
rhen  you  are  awake  as  you  do  when  you  're  asleep.  ^V^hat  I  wanted 
ritb  you  last  iiij;ht  was  to  stop  the  infernal  noise  you  were  making." 

"  I  'ni  wery  sorry,  sir,  to  disoblige  any  one,  let  alone  a  gen'l'm'n  in 
I  forrin'  land,  tho'  I  believe  we  're  pretty  much  the  same  now  as  if  we 
ras  on  British  ground, — but  snorin"s  on  'abit  quite  as  much  as  fits  is, 
ud  when  it  comes,  why  there  '»  no  stoj)pin'  on  it ;  one  might  just  as 
rell  try  to  Hlop  a  runaway  team  by  puitin'  on  the  skid." 
"  I  'm  sorry  to  hear  you  say  so,"  1  replied,  as  a  new  light  began  to 
rcak  in  on  me ;  "  but  I  think  you  might  prevent  it  by  a  little  reso- 
ution." 

Wot 's  the  use  o' resolution  if  you 're  not  a  wolluntary  hagent? 
Aa  I  said  before,  snoriu'  's  jist  like  hts,  and  I  've  seen  enuff  o'  them. 
tVr,  once  wen  I  was  a-drivin'  over  Nettlebfd-IIill,  a  woman  as  sat  be- 
nd me  was  took  wi'  fits,  and  werry  bad  'uns  they  wos.  Well,  if  it 
utdn't  a-been  for  a  gen'l'm'n  'at  was  on  the  box  beside  me,  and  held 
er  tight  by  the  knee  to  prevent  her  from  roHiii'  off  tiie  cutcb,  wot 
Would  a*  bin  the  consequence  ?  Wot  could  I  a'  done,  I  ask  you,  if  that 
rre  woman  had  had  them  there  6t8,  if  I'd  a'bin  alone  on  that  'ere  box, 
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with  them  there  busses  P     Why,  she  must  have  tumbled  off  in 
ricks,  and  got  killed  ?     Do  you  think  she  'd  a'  done  that  if 
could  have  prewented  it?     And  so  I  says  o'  snoriji'." 

"  Yuu  speak  of  Nettlebed,"  I  observed  :  "  I  think  I  muat  hare  accn 
yuu  before  somcii'liere  in  that  part  of  the  country."  ^^ 

"  Werry  likely  you  have,  sir.     There  's  a  mauy  us  knotrs  me  wot  I  ^B 
don'l  call  to  mind  ;  but  if  so  be  as  you  hove  seen  me — it  nin't  werry  iui-  ^\ 

J)os»ible  but  it  wos  atop  of  the  Oxford  Tellyyraftj  as  I  've  a-driv  nuw 
or  the  lost  nine  year." 

'*  Exactly  !  "  1  exclaimed ;  "  that 's  the  very  place.  I  sat  beside  yw 
once,  two  or  three  years  ago,  between  Oxford  and  Henlev,  and  no 
gave  me  an  account  of  an  expedition  of  yonrs  to  .\ntwern." 

"  Ab !  I  've  a-told  tlitit  *ere  story  to  a  good  many  gen  I'm'u ;  let  mc 

■ee,  I  think  I  do  remember  your  face,  too,  sir,  now  your  nightcap's  otf.   i 

Warn't  I  a-drivin'  a  grey  team  out  o'  Oxford?  and  wam't  it  werry  ^H 

wet  weather  abuut  that  time  r  "  ^H 

"  I  know  it  rained  very  hard,  but  I  forget  the  colour  of  the  horses  ?  " 

"  Well,  now,  do  you  know,  sir,  that  'a  wot  I  never  forgets,  —  le««t- 

I  Ways,  I  ahrays  remembers  ewents  by  the  team  as  I  drives.      Ah  !  that 

*ere  near  leader  rvos  a  prime  one.     He  came  down  one  day  though,  so 

a  heaj)  of  stones,  and  broke  both  his  knee«,  and  I  was  forced  to  p«rt 

'  wi'  him." 

Hi»vv  far  my  friead'st  reminiscences  would  Imve  extended  I  know  not ; 
Ibut,  beiu}^  more  curious  tu  know  >vhat   brought  him  aboard   the  Jo2m 
[Bull  at  Hamburg  than  tu  learn  the  fate  of  his  horses,  1   turned  tlie 
current  of  his  thoughts  to  the  present. 

"  But,"  said  1,  "  buw  cumcs  it  that  I  find  you  so  far  from  home  M 
this  season  of  the  year,  and  in  such  u  country  as  the  one  we  ore 
leaving  ?  " 

"  Why,  sir,"  he  answered,  "that  'ere  is  the  euros  part  of  tbe  ttury. 
I  've  been  on  a  sort  of  hembassy,  as  I  may  say  ;  leastways,  I  was  cm- 
ployed  un  a  werry  delicate  ondertaking,  wot  couldn't  u'  been  cxM^dat 
to  everybody.  1  've  been  buctiu"  as  state-cutchman  to  the  King  of 
Hanover,  and  co«ducted  his  stud  from  England." 
"  How  came  that  to  jia&s  ?  "  I  enquired. 

"  Why,  sir,  tho'  I  've  a-bin  drivin'  most  principally  on  the  Ox 
road,  I  warn't  unbeknown  uboul  the  Pullis,  and  down  at  Kew. 
Booshy,  and  Windsor,  and  one  of  my  arnts  is  married  to  the  Dook'a 
— that  is,  the  King's  head  cutt-hmnn  ;  so,  as  my  jirinciples  was  reg'lor 
conseruative,  uisd  bisness  was  slack,  I  accepted  the  botfer  of  bring;iB' 
over  his  Wiijesty's  bosses  to  this  here  country,  where  I  've  been  «- 
stayin'  till  sich  time  as  1  'd  taught  ihem  Jurmans  how  to  drive.  They  're 
good  lines  at  brcakin^^-in  of  ridin'-hosses,  and  sets  capital ;  but>  us  to 
drivin',  I  'm  blest  if  they  can  do  that  by  no  manner  o'  means.  WLv,  if 
u  boss  was  to  kick  both  legs  over  the  pole,  they  'd  go  on  a-drivia'  us  if 
nothin'  had  happened, — I  'vc  seen  'em  do  it ;  and,  as  to  keepin'  of  a 
team  well  ia  baud,  tliey  doesn't  know  wot  it  means." 

"  Welt,  1  ho|)e  they  have  profited  by  your  example  and  experience. 
I  should  like  to  know  how  you  got  on  while  you  Avere  in  Hanover  ;  but 
it 's  time  to  dress,  and  after  breakfast  we  '11  talk  it  over.  1  am  verr 
glad  to  have  met  you  again." 

"  The  same  by  vou,  sir,"  rejoined  my  friend,  who  by  this  lime  was 
completely  apparelled ;  "  and  with  your  leave,  sir,  I  *1J  go  up  and  »•« 
uboul  that  'ere  breakfast.     Here,  stooard !  lend  us  a  hand  to  gi-t  ap 
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liere  crooked  staircase ! "     And  with  these  words  he  effected  « 

rtie. 

In  about  half  an  hour  I  also  ascended,  and  found  that  my  stout  friend 

id  not  been  wasting  his  time.     He  was  comforrablj-  settled  on  u  gofa 

ifore  the  breakfast-tabU',  which  was  covered  with  vimids  of  all  sorts, 

which  he  was  doing  ample  justice.  I  drew  a  chair  to  the  opposite 
tide  of  tlie  table,  and  prepared  to  follow  his  example. 

"  Well,"  said  I,  "  we  're  not  under  weigh  yet.     I  thought  we  should 

we  been  halfway  to  Cuxhaven." 

"  So  we  should ,  sir,  the  stooard  tells  me,  if  so  be  M  we  hadn't  run 
!^ht  agin  a  sand-bank  just  at  startin',  by  wich  means  we  got  into  a  fix 
liJJ  the  tide  ris." 

"  Are  we  off  now,  then  ?  "  I  enquired. 

"Just  about  it.  You  can  hear 'em  a-hollering  at  this  werrv  moment, 
"bem  'ere  pilots  a.s  have  bin  a-drinkin'  snaps  all  the  mornia',  they  's 

e  loudest  o'  the  whole  lot.     Precious  noisy  chaps  they  is." 

**  I  see  you  have  been  busy  here." 

**  In  coorse,  sir.  I  makes  it  a  rule  always  to  perwide  agin  any  coun- 
nlongs,  as  the  French  calls  'em.     1  makes  it  an  inwariable  practice  to 

it  my  meals  wenever  I  can  get  'em.  I  'm  not  one  o'  them  as  v\'aitR 
ill  five  o'clock  every  day  afore  I  finds  out  as  I  'm  hungry.     Wenever 

sees  grub,  and  has  grvt  the  time  to  walk  into  it,  why  then  I  doos  it. 

'm  all  right  then,  in  case  of  an  emergency." 

"  A  good  maxim,"  I  observed,  "  the  observance  of  which  must  have 
lelped  you  in  your  travels." 

"Why,  sir,  I  always  took  pretty  good  care  to  help  myself;  wich  I 
iwnd  was  the  best  way,  as  1  don't  speak  werry  much  of  the  langidge. 
Ten  to  one,  while  I  was  a-parleyvooing,  if  the  most  on  it  wouldn't 
B-bin  gone  ;  for  them  pinws  is  but  little  'uns,  you  know,  sir.  Not  but 
Wot  the  Jarmans  is  better  nor  the  French  ; — they  gives  far  more  on  it, 
ind  more  time  to  do  it  in-     I  shouldn't  ko  much  object  agin  their  man- 

T  of  feedin',  if  it  warn't  for  their  beer,  wich  is  all  make-believe,  and 
their  music  at  dinner,  wot  goes  right  through  one." 

Being  curious  to  hear  the  experiences  of  my  travelling  companion,  I 
questioned  him  more  directly  about  his  late  expedition. 

'*  Well,  sir,  as  I  've  a-done  eatin',  I  don't  mind  torkin' ;  so,  while 
ron  indulges  in  i/ow  breakfast,  I  'II  tell  yon  how  I  managed  it  all. 
ioon  after  the  King  had  sot  out  for  this  'ere  new  country  of  his,  I  re- 

lirea  a  hintinmtion  from  a  friend  o'  mine  at  Kew,  a  gen'lm'n  us  keeps 

public  nigh  liand  to  the  stables,  lettin'  me  know,  if  I  wos  agreeable, 
that  I  might  have  the  conveying  of  his  JIajesty's  bosses  over  to  Hano- 
rer.  Now  this  'ere  happened  to  suit  my  book  oncommon  ;  for  my  cutch 
liad  jest  been  taken  nn  the  road,  and  1  was  out  of  employ.  So  I  goes 
iver  to  Kew,  sees  my  friend,  and  has  a  tork  with  my  arnt,  and 
Dade  it  all  right  in  less  than  no  time.  I  don't  valley  myself  much 
ipon  personal  distinctions;  but  I  must  say, if  I  hadn't  a-biu  quoUifiedt 
I  shouldn't  a-had  the  job." 

And  here  my  friend  stretched  out  liis  leg,  puckered  up  his  mouth, 
md  glanced  over  Lis  shoulder  at  his  near  top-boot.  Having  made  this 
acknowledgment  to  conscious  worth,  he  resumed. 

"  I  sbarn't  ockcpy  your  valliable  time,  sir,  as  public  speakers  says 

en  they  means  to  do  nothin'  else,  by  tellin'  you  how  I  got  to  this  here 

ft  as  we  're  a-cutlin'  away  from  pretty  fa.st  at  this  moment.  The 
IHiSiea  was  shipped  at  the  Tower,  and  all  slung  quite  reg'lar,  and  n 
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werry  line  passage  m'c  had  ;  none  on  us  imrn't  sick,  bosses  nar  nobodr. 
We  wiirn't  more  than  forty-eight  hours  aboard  wen  we  ooznes  in  noM 
of  this  ere  cittv,  wliere  they  docs  speak  a  little  Knplhh,  or  I  'in  bW 
if  I  should  a-l<niiwn  how  to  tfet  on.  Why,  it '«  Jiad  enough  vf  t^ 
French  and  them  lielgies  to  call  a  hoss  a  shovel, — that  hoM  M}iii«oimi> 
in'  in  it,  anyhow ;  hut  these  Jurmans  they  t^ikes  and  culls  bim  s  Hiti, 
—  as  if  tliat  meant  anything.  Why  can't  they  coll  tbe  same  tbing  by 
the  same  name  all  the  world  over  ?  " 

It  would  have  been  rather  a.  serious  matter  to  have  tliscuased  ttv< 
jihi!oso[»hy  of  language  with  this  learned  Thehan  ;  so,  without  com- 
mitting myself  by  any  indiscreet  observation  on  tfais  head,  I  simply 
enquired  how  he  made  his  way  to  the  capital. 

"  As  these  busses  wos  the  property  nf  the  King  of  Haitorer,  tbcrt 
warn't  no  call  to  land  'em  nut  of  his  own  do-minions,  so  thej  was  got 
ashore  at  Harbiirg  ;  and  glad  enough  they  wos  to  stretch  their  lep 
agin.  For  the  mutter  o'  that,  none  on  us  warn't  sorrj'-  to  be  once  man 
on  terry-firmy, — me  and  the  three  lads  as  1  had  for  helpers.  The  first 
night  as  we  landed,  the  skipper  of  our  wessel  helped  us  to  find  s  stabit 
for  the  bosses  ;  for,  bless  your  heart .'  they  han't  a-got  no  word  for  a 
stable,  —  they  calls  'em  all  stalls  ;  and  as  soon  as  we  'd  frroom'd  'em, 
and  littered  'em,  and  given  'em  their  suppers,  we  went  and  got  oum 
ut  a  guest-bouse,  as  ihey  calls  their  inns,  where  each  man  treats  hi>> 
self." 

"  On  the  same  principle,"  said  I,  "  as  a  pio-nic  dinner,  where  evvry 
one  is  invited — to  bring  his  own  provisions." 

"  Just  so,  sir.  WeU,  we  wos  interdooced  into  a  long  room,  where 
ever  so  many  gen'lm'n  was  a-sittin'  a-smokin'  of  long  pipes ;  for  the 
Jarmansj  sir,  always  smokes  before  dinner  to  give  theirselves  a  *ppe> 
tite." 

"  And  after  dinner,  I  suppose,  to  help  their  digestion  ?  " 

"  Werry  likely.  And  wen  they  goes  to  bed,  they  smokes  to  send 
'em  to  sleep  ;  and  wen  they  wants  to  get  up,  they  smokes  to  make  'em 
wuke  agin.  The  fact  is,  sir,  they  're  always  a-smokiii',  and  no  mistake. 
How  tbey  find  time  to  eat  a  bit  of  Tittles  was  a  wonder  to  me  afore  1 
seed  'em." 

"And  what  did  you  think  when  they  amused  themselres  in  that 
way  ? " 

"  Amused  'emselves.'  I'm  blest  if  ever  I  saw  any  set  of  men  so 
much  in  earnest  in  my  life.  Why,  now  I  've  got  a  pretty  fairish  ap- 
petite,"— (my  friend  had  given  me  a  tolerably  convincing  proof  of  th« 
truth  of  his  remark)  —  "  my  appetite  is  rayther  a  goodjsh  one,  but  it 
ain't  worth  speaking  of  alongside  of  a  Jarman's.  They  re  always  at  it, 
—leastways,  as  I  said,  when  tbey  're  not  smokin'.  I  'il  tell  yon  wot 
they  doos  now,  reg'lar.  As  soon  as  they  gets  out  of  their  beds  they 
takes  and  bos  a  cup  of  coffee,  and  as  large  a  piece  of  bread  as  they  can 
lay  hands  on  ;  then  about  eight  o'clock  tbey  lias  their/rpef^'fi,^— that 
is,  tlieir  breakfasties, —  and  eats  nil  manner  of  flt-sh  and  hegBn,  and 
drinks  maybe  half  a  Imttle  of  sour  Hine-wine,  so  called  'cause  it  s  inade 
out  of  the  shuck  of  the  gra])e.  Then  at  twelve  u'clnck  they  goes  to 
their  millag*  pison,\  and  dines  jest  as  if  they'd  never  eat  anything 
afore,  and  never  meant  to  eat  anything  agin.  Tlien  they  has  outTee  in 
the  coorse  of  the  afternoon  ;  and  at  eight  o'clock  they  're  ready  for  their 


*  Friihitiick. 


i  Mittaf;4p«la 


ippers,  widi  means  their  dinners  over  agin.  After  thnt  tliey  goes  to 
condyto-ri,  (Mimetliin'  betwet^n  u  pastrycook's  and  a  eatiD'-hoUiie,) 
d  there  they  drinkK  beer  and  punch,  and  poHseH  their  time  werry 

{tecable,  and  eats  a  bullerhrol  made  of  *  calves'  flesh,'  or  maybe  a  bit 
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raw  ham,  and  then  they  smokes  their  way  home  to  bed." 
"  A  very  intellectual  lif 
im  enjoying  yourselves/ 


ey 
A  very  intellectual  li(e,  truly  ;  but  I  hope  you  were  not  prevented 


"  Why,  for  the  matter  o'  that,  we  did  contrive  to  do  pretty  well, 

)t  with  one  thing  and  wot  with  another.  The  most  euros  part  of  the 
ipper  was  their  briiigin'  in  a  large  plum-puddeu  with  sweet  surse, 
ore  we  'd  half  done  with  the  meat ;  and  wether  or  no,  you  must  have 
Bine,  to  please  the  gen'lm'n  as  hands  it  round,  him  as  they  calls  the 
kellner.'  We  shouldn't  have  minded  eatin'  of  the  pudden ;  but  we 
rayther  vexed  when  we  see  roasts  and  stoos  a-comin'  in  arter- 
Imrds,  and  we  jest  tit  to  bust  our  weskit- buttons  uflf.  It  put  me  in 
.d  of  what  they  dous  at  schools,  to  take  away  the  boys'  a[)petites. 

owsever,  it  made  uu  difference  to  the  Jannans ;  first  or  last  was  all 

«  same  to  them." 

"  And  bad  yuu  the  benefit  of  the  music  you  spoke  of  as  not  being 

uch  to  your  t.islei'  " 

"  I  b'lieve  we  had,  sir.     I  was  jest  a  askin'  the  captin  of  the  wessel, 

i  sot  next  to  me,  wliy  they  called  their  taturs  '  cast-qff'al,'*  wen  I 

>ard  sich  a  scream  close  at  my  back  as  made  me  think  some  of  the 
TBrmans  had  made  awny  with  theirselves,  wich  you  know,  sir,  they  is 

werry  much  in  the  habit  of  doing.     I  shies  round,  jest  as  one  of  my 

R8  might  have  done  at  the  sight  of  a  wheelbarrow,  bottom  uppards, 
rot  did  I  see  but  a  gal  a-playin'  on  the  harp,  and  screechin'  with 
er  might,  and  a  old  feller  in  a  smock-frock  a-workin'  away  at  a 
iBse  wial,  as  if  he  'd  a  sawed  it  in  two.  I  assure  ijott,  sir,  it  gave  me 
jnite  a  turn.  The  captin  tarfed,  and  said  it  was  quite  reg'lar,  and  so 
ire  found  it, —  and  werry  reg'lar  we  found,  as  we  was  obligated  to  pay 
for  it.  I  says  to  the  young  lady  when  she  came  round  with  the  plate, 
—(will  you  believe  it,  they  calls  a  plate  a  '  feller!') — '  You  don't  make 
I  ooise,  marm,  for  nuthin'.'  I  think  she  understood  me,  seeing  I 
Ipoke  as  loud  as  I  could  ;  fur  she  drops  me  a  curtsey,  and  says,  '  Swy 
;ooty  groshen,'  which  means, '  I  'It  trouble  yon  for  threepence.'  Them 
ere  words  is  in  everybody's  mouth  in  Han-o-ver.  You  go  into  any 
thop  in  the  town,  and  ask  'em  any  question,  and  see  if  they  don't  say, 
•  Swy  g«H»ty  groshen.'  — '  How  do  you  feel  ?  '  says  one;  '  Swy  gooty 
{Toshen,'  says  the  other ;  and  it 's  the  same  with  everything.f  Well, 
Ir,  as  soon  as  dinner  max  over,  we  shakes  hands  with  the  cu])tin,  fust  of 
sU  gettin'  him  to  arsk  where  our  bed-rooms  wos,  and  up  stairs  we 
loddles  into  two  double-bedded  rooms,  with  paper  winder-cur  tins  and 
Isndr  tioors.  You  "ve  heerd  tell,  maybe,  of  Jarman  beds  ?  " 
"  Vou  forget  that  I  must  have  slept  in  one  as  lately  as  yourself." 
"Arsk  your  pardon,  sir;  but  torkin'  to  you  ou  board  this  'ere  Brit- 
ish wessel,  I  quite  forgot  as  you've  bin  in  Jarmnny.  Well,  then,  I 
Beedn't  to  tell  you  wot  they  is.  Blest  if  ever  I  had  a  night's  rest  all 
tlie  time  I  was  in  the  country,  —  not  wot  I  culls  a  reg'lar  good  down- 
^ht  snooze." 

*  Kartuffelti. 

1  Our  fririid  must  nllude  here  to  the  frequent  quettion,  "  Wie  ficJ  1  "  —  "  Uuw 

ch  ?  "  and  the  answer,  "  Zwey  guic  grotcben," —  "  Two  good  grotchen  (3d.)," 

I  price  uf  numerous  amall  Etnidet. 
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I  thought  of  the  unlucky  "  snooze"  of  the  last  night,  bat  Hid  no- 
thine. 

"  Well,  we  turned  in  as  well  as  we  could  atween  the  two  feather- 
beds  ;  and  next  mornin'  wen  we  got  up,  ive  found  'at  a  gen'lm'n  hsd 
been  a-askin'  for  us,  \rot  proved  to  be  one  of  the  King's  Jamaa 
grooms,  sent  up  to  Harburg  to  help  us  along  the  road,  paj  the  bills, 
and  sich  like.  As  this  'ere  gen'lm'n  spoke  onr  langidse*  we  hada^ 
any  more  trouble  except  wot  we  wos  obliged  to  in  Tookin'  arter  oar 
hosses ;  so  we  had  our  '  freestick,'  got  the  bosses  out,  and  waa  off  bt 
Hanover,  wich  we  got  to  in  three  days,  over  a  piece  of  rood  aa  flat  as  a 
skittle-ground,  and  that  for  a  hundred  mile.  But  I  nee,  sir,  jroa'ie 
like  me,  you  've  paid  your  devours  to  the  brekfist,  aa  the  Frenoi  Mjr; 
so,  with  your  leave,  I  'II  tell  you  my  adventures  in  HanoTer  by  and  by, 
if  so  be  as  you  're  inclined  to  hear  more  on  'em." 

Assuring  him  how  much  it  would  gratify  me  to  hear  more  of  hit 
observations  on  men  and  manners,  I  rose  from  the  table,  and  we 
on  deck  to  see  what  progress  the  vessel  had  made. 


SONG. 

BY     PAUL     FLEMUIN  O.* 

Dear  cheeks,  ye  inspire 
My  bosom  wiih  fire ; 
Your  red  and  your  white 
Is  a  feast  of  delight. 
And  this  is  not  all 
That  charniing  I  call ; 
To  view  jou,  to  press  you. 
To  touch  and  caress  you. 
My  bosom  with  fire, 
Dear  cheeks,  ye  inspire. 

Oh  1  suns  of  delight, 
Oh .'  stars  ever  bright. 
Oh !  love-breathini;  eyes. 
No  gem  with  you  vies. 
Your  glance  ever  beaming, 
Like  Paradise  gleaming, 
Oh  !  creature  divine. 
Say,  wilt  thou  be  mine} 
Oil !  stars  ever  bright, 
Oh!  suns  of  delight  I 

Thou  fairest  of  fair. 
Oh!  hither  repair; 
Come,  hasten  to  me, 
I  languish  for  tliee : 
I  perish,  I  die, 
In  anguish  I  sigh  ; 
My  sickness,  I  feel, 
Thou  only  caust  heal. 
Oh !  hither  repair. 
Thou  fairest  of  fair ! 

Born  at  Uartcustein,  1609;  died  at  Uamburg,  1640. 
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HCODINGTON. 

\BorT  six  o'clock  in  the  morning  the  conspirators  reached 
amington  Priors,  at  that  time  an  inconsiderable  village,  and 
nng  ridden  nearly  twenty  miles  over  heavy  and  miry  roads, 

a  good  deal  of  rain  had  fallen  in  the  night,  they  stood  in 
'd  of  8ome  refreshment.  Accordingly,  they  entered  the  first 
m-yard  they  came  to,  and  proceeding  lo  the  cow-houses  and 
sepfolds,  turned  out  the  animals  within  them,  and  fastening 

their  own  steeds  in  their  places,  set  before  them  whatever 
>vender  they  could  find.  Those,  and  they  were  by  far  the 
■ater  number,  who  could  not  find  better  accommodation,  fed 
ir  horses  in  the  yard,  which  was  strewn  with  trusses  of  hay, 
1  great  heaps  of  corn.  The  whole  scene  formed  a  curious 
lure.  Here  was  one  party  driving  away  the  sheep  and  cattle 
lich  were  bleating  and  lowing  —  there,  another  rilling  a  hen- 
>st,  and  slaughtering  its  cackling  inmates.  On  this  hand,  by 
s  direction  of  Catesby,  two  stout  horses  were  being  harnessed 
th  ropes  to  a  cart,  wtiich  he  intended  to  use  as  a  baggage- 
ggon :  on  that,  Sir  Everard  Digby  was  interposing  his  autho- 
y  to  prevent  the  destruction  of  a  fine  porker. 
Their  horses  fed,  the  next  care  of  the  conspirators  was  to  ob- 
n  something  for  themselves,  and,  ordering  the  master  of  the 
use,  who  was  terrified  almost  out  of  his  senses,  to  open  his 
ors,  they  entered  the  dwelling,  and  causing  a  fire  to  be  lighted 
the  chief  room,  began  to  boil  a  large  kettle  of  broth  upon  it, 
d  to  cook  other  provisions.     Finding  a  good  store  of  eatables 

the  larder,  rations  were  served  out  to  the  band.     Two  casks 

strong  ale  were  likewise  broached,  and  their  contents  distri- 
ted  ;  and  a  small  keg  of  strong  waters  being  also  discovered, 
was  disposed  of  in  the  same  way. 

This,  however,  was  the  extent  of  the  mischief  done.  All  the 
nspirators,  but  chiefly  Catesby  and  Sir  Everard  Digby,  dia- 
rsed  themselves  amongst  the  band,  and  checked  any  disposi- 
-n  to  plunder.  The  only  articles  taken  away  from  the  house 
!re  a  couple  of  old  rusty  swords  and  a  caliver.  Catesby  pro- 
sed to  the  farmer  to  join  their  expedition.  But  having  now 
gained  his  courage,   the  sturdy  churl  obstinately  refused  to 

VOL.  IX.  2  o 
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stir  a  foot  with  them,  and  even  ventured  to  utter  a  wish  that  the 
enterprise  might  fail. 

"I  am  a  good  Protestant,  and  a  faithful  subject  of  King 
James,  and  will  never  abet  Popery  and  treason,'"  he  said. 

This  bold  sally  would  have  been  answered  by  a  bullet  fimn 
one  of  the  troopers  if  Catesby  had  not  interferecL 

'*  You  shall  do  as  you  please,  friend,"  he  said,  in  a  conciliatory 
tone.  "  Wc  will  not  compel  any  man  to  act  against  his  con- 
science^ and  we  claim  the  same  right  ourselves.  Will  you  jdn 
us,  good  fellows?"  he  added  to  two  farming  men,  who  were 
standing  near  their  master. 

"  Must  I  confess  to  a  priest  ?  "  asked  one  of  them. 

*'  Certainly  not,"  replied  Catesby.  *'  You  shall  have  no  con- 
straint whatever  put  upon  you.  All  I  require  is  obedience  to 
my  commands  in  the  field  .'^ 

"  Then  I  am  with  you,"  replied  the  fellow. 

"  Thou  'rt  a  traitor  and  rebel,  Sam  Morrell,"  cried  the  other 
hind,  "and  wilt  come  to  a  traitor's  end.  I  will  never  fight 
against  King  James.  And  if  I  must  take  up  arms,  it  shall  be 
against  his  enemies,  and  in  defence  of  our  ^religion.  No  priests 
— no  papistry  for  me." 

**  Well  said,  Hugh,^'  cried  his  master ;  '*  we  '11  die  iu  that 
cause,  if  need  be." 

Catesby  turned  angrily  away,  and  giving  the  word  to  his  men 
to  prepare  to  set  forth,  in  a  few  minutes  all  were  in  the  ssddle; 
but  on  inquiring  for  the  new  recruit,  Sam  Morrell,  it  was  found 
he  had  disappeared.  The  cart  was  laden  with  arms,  ammuni- 
tion, and  a  lew  sacks  of  com,  and  the  line  being  formed,  they 
commenced  tlieir  march. 

The  morning  was  dark  and  misty,  and  all  looked  dull  and  dis- 
piriting. The  conspirators,  however,  were  full  of  confidence,  and 
their  men,  exhilarated  and  refreshed  by  their  meal,  appeared  vi- 
xious  for  an  opportunity  of  distinguishing  themselves.  Arrived 
within  half  a  mile  of  Warwick,  whence  the  lofty  spire  of  the 
church  of  Saint  Nicholas,  the  tower  of  Saint  Mary^  and  the 
ancient  gates  of  this  beautiful  old  town  could  just  be  discerned 
through  the  mist,  a  short  consultation  was  held  by  the  rebel 
leaders  as  to  the  expediency  of  attacking  the  castle,  and  carrying 
off  the  horses  with  which  they  had  learnt  its  stables  were  filled. 

Deciding  upon  making  the  attempt,  their  resolution  was  com- 
municated to  their  followers,  and  received  with  loud  acclama- 
tions. Catesby  then  put  himself  at  the  head  of  the  band,  and 
they  all  rode  forward  at  a  brisk  pace.  Crossing  the  bridge  over 
the  Avon,  whence  the  castle  burst  upon  them  in  all  its  grandeur 
and  beauty,  Catesby  dashed  forward  to  an  embattled  gate  eom> 
manding  the  approach  to  the  structure,  and  knocking  furiously 
against  it,  a  wicket  was  opened  by  an  old  porter,  who  started 
back  on  beholding  the  intruders.  He  would  have  closed  the 
wicket,  but  Catesby  was  too  quick  for  him,  and  springing  from 
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is  sfccd,  dashed  aside  the  fcchlc  opposition  of  the  old  man, 
ul  unbarred  the  gate.  Instantly  niountiufj  again,  he  galloped 
ong  a  broad  and  winding  path  cut  so  deeply  in  the  rock,  that 
le  mighty  pile  they  were  approaching  was  completely  hidden 
om  view.  A  few  seconds,  however,  brought  them  to  a  point, 
oni  which  its  three  towers  reared  tliemstlves  full  before  them, 
nother  moment  brought  them  to  the  edge  of  the  moat,  at  this 
me  crossed  by  a  stone  bridge,  but  then  filled  with  water,  and 
jfended  by  a  drawbridge. 

As  no  attack  like  the  present  was  appreliended,  and  as  the 
vner  of  the  castle,  the  celebrated  Fulke  Grcville,  afterwards 
ord  Brooke,  to  whom  it  had  been  recently  granted  by  the 
igning  monarch,  was  then  in  the  capital,  the  drawbridge  was 
3wn,  and  though  several  reLitnere  rushed  forth  on  hearing  the 
>proach  of  so  many  horsemen,  they  were  too  late  to  raise  it. 
hreateiiing  these  persons  with  destruction  if  any  resistance  was 
Fered,  Catesby  passed  through  the  great  entrance,  and  rode 
to  the  court,  where  he  drew  up  his  band. 
By  this  time,  the  whole  of  the  inmates  of  the  castle  had  col- 
cted  on  the  ramparts,  armed  with  calivers  and  partisans,  and 
liatevcr  weapons  they  could  find,  and  though  tlieir  force  was 
teriy  disproportioned  to  that  of  their  opponents,  they  seemed 
sposed  to  give  them  battle-  Paying  no  attention  to  them, 
atesby  proceeded  to  the  stables,  where  he  found  upwards  of 
reaty  horses,  which  he  exchanged  for  the  worst  and  most  jaded 
'  his  own,  and  was  about  to  enter  the  castle  in  search  of  arms, 
hen  he  was  startled  by  hearing  the  alarm-bell  rung.  This 
IS  succeeded  by  the  discharge  of  a  culveriu  on  the  summit  of 
e  tower,  named  after  tlie  redoubted  Guy,  Earl  of  Warwick ; 
id  though  the  bell  was  instantly  silenced,  Rook  wood,  who  had 
slodged  the  party  from  the  ramparts,  brought  word  that  the 
habitants  of  Warwick  were  assembling,  that  drums  were  beat- 
g  at  the  gates,  and  that  an  attack  might  be  speetlily  expected, 
ot  desiring  to  hazard  an  engagement  at  this  juncture,  Catesby 
Lve  up  the  idea  of  ransacking  the  castle,  and  ordered  his  men 
I  their  horses. 

Some  delay,  however,  occurred  before  they  could  all  be  got 
fgether,  and,  meanwhile,  the  ringing  of  bells  and  other  alarm- 
g  sounds  continued.  At  one  time,  it  occurred  to  Catesby  to 
tempt  to  maintain  possession  of  the  castle;  but  tliis  design  was 
'erruled  by  the  other  conspirators,  who  represcntt-d  to  him  the 
I  practicability  of  the  design.  At  length,  the  whole  troop  being 
aembled,  they  crossed  the  drawbridge,  and  speeded  along  the 
icky  path.  Before  the  outer  gate  they  found  a  large  body  of 
en,  some  on  horseback,  and  some  on  foot,  drawn  up.  These 
^rso^s,  however,  struck  with  terror  at  their  appearance,  re- 
eated,  and  allowed  them  a  free  passage. 

On  turning  to  cross  the  bridge,  they  found  it  occupied  by  a 
rung  and  well-armed  body  of  men,  headed  by  the  SherifF  of 
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Warwickshire,  who  showed  no  disposition  to  give  way.  WW\tf 
the  rebel  party  were  preparing  to  force  a  passage,  a  trumpet  wa» 
sounded,  and  the  Sheriff,  riding  towards  them,  commanded  tbem 
in  the  King's  name  to  yield  themselves  prisoners. 

"  We  do  not  acknowledge  the  supremacy  of  James  Stuart« 

whom  you  call  king,""  rejoined  Catesby,  sternly.     "  "We  fight  for 

our  liberties,  and  for  the  restoration  of  the  holy  Catholic  reli* 

gion  wliich  we  profess.     Do  not  oppose  us,  or  you  will  bare 

tcause  to  rue  your  temerity." 

"Hear  me,"  cried  the  Sheriff,  turning  from  him  to  his  men: 

I  promise  you  all  a  free  pardon  in  the  King's  name,  if  you  will 
throw  down  your  arms,  and  deliver  up  your  leaders.     But,  if 
after  this  warning,  you  continue  in  open  rebellion  against  jrour 
I  sovereign,  you  will  all  suffer  the  vilest  death." 

"  Rejoin  your  men,  sir,"  said  Catesby,  in  a  significant  tone, 
and  drawing  a  netronel. 

"A  free  pardon  and  a  hundred  pounds  to  him  who  will  bring 
me  the  head  of  Robert  Catesby,"  said  the  Sheriff,  disregardiag 
the  menace. 

"  Your  own  is  not  worth  half  the  sum,"  rejoined  Catesby ; 
and  levelling  the  petronel,  he  shot  liim  dead. 

The  Sheriff's  fall  was  the  signal  for  a  general  engagement. 
Exasperated  by  tlie  death  of  their  leader,  the  royalist  party  as- 
Bailed  the  rebels  with  the  greatest  fury,  and  as  the  latter  were 
[attacked  at  the  same  time  in  the  rear,  their  situation  began  to 
appear  perilous.  But  nothing  could  withstand  the  vigour  and 
determination  of  Catesby.  Cheering  on  his  men,  he  soon  cut  a 
way  across  the  bridge,  and  would  have  made  good  his  retreat,  if 
he  had  not  perceived,  to  his  infinite  dismay,  that  Percy  aod 
Rookwood  had  been  captured. 

Regardless  of  any  risk  he  might  run,  he  shouted  to  those 
near  to  follow  him,  and  made  such  a  desperate  charge  ujmq  the 
royalists  that  in  a  few  minutes  he  was  by  the  side  of  his  friends, 
and  had  liberated  them.  In  trying,  however,  to  follow  up  bia 
advantage  he  got  separated  from  his  companions,  and  was  so 
hotly  pre.ssed  on  all  sides,  that  his  destruction  seemed  inevit* 
able.  His  petronels  had  l>oth  brought  down  their  mark  ;  and  in 
striking  a  blow  against  a  stalwart  trooper  his  sword  had  shivered 
close  to  the  handle.  In  this  defenceless  state  his  enemies  made 
sure  of  him,  but  they  miscalcutated  his  resources. 

He  was  then  close  to  the  side  of  the  bridge,  and  before  his 
purpose  could  be  divined,  struck  spurs  deeply  into  his  horse, 
and  cleared  the  parapet  with  a  single  bound.  A  shout  of  asto* 
nishment  and  admiration  arose  aliKe  from  friend  and  foe,  and 
there  was  a  general  rush  towards  the  side  of  the  bridge.  The 
noble  animal  that  had  borne  him  out  of  danger  was  seen  swim- 
ming towards  the  bank,  and,  though  several  shots  were  fired  at 
him,  he  reached  it  in  safety.  This  gallant  action  so  raised  Cates- 
by in  the  estimation  of  his  followers,  that  they  welcomed  him 
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tth  the  ulmost  enthusiasm,  and  rallying  round  him,  fought  with 
ich  vigour,  that  they  drove  their  opponents  over  the  bridge 
id  compelled  them  to  flee  towards  the  town. 
Catesby  now  mustered  his  men,  and  tinding  his  loss  slighter 
lan  he  expected,  though  several  were  so  severely  wounded,  that 
e  was  compelled  to  leave  them  behind,  rode  off  at  a  ijiiick 
ace.  After  proceeding  for  ab<3ut  four  miles  along  the  Stratford 
Mid,  they  turned  off  on  the  right  into  a  narrow  lane  leading  to 
nitteriield,  with  the  intention  of  visiting  Norbrook>  the  family 
fsidence  of  John  Grant.  On  arriving  there,  they  put  the  house 
ito  a  stale  of  defence,  and  then  assembled  tn  the  hall,  while 
leir  followers  recruited  themselves  in  the  court-yard. 
"  So  far  well,"  observed  Catesby,  flinging  himself  into  a  chair ; 
the  first  battle  has  been  won." 

"  True,"  replied.  Grant ;  "  but  it  will  not  do  to  tarry  here 
ng.  This  house  cannot  hold  out  against  a  prolonged  attack." 
*'  We  will  not  remain  here  more  than  a  couple  of  hours,"  re- 
ied  Catesby :  "  but  where  shall  we  go  next  ?  I  am  for 
aking  some  desperate  attempt,  which  shall  strike  terror  into 
ir  foes." 

"  Are  we  strong  enough  to  march  to  the  Earl  of  Harrington's 
ansion  near  Coventry,  and  carry  off  the  Princess  Elizabeth  ?  " 
ked  Percy. 

"  She  were  indeed  a  glorious  prize,"  replied  Catesby  ;  "  but 
have  no  doubt  on  the  first  alarm  of  our  rising  she  has  been 
nveyed  to  a  place  of  safety.  And  even  if  she  were  there,  we 
lould  have  the  whole  armed  force  of  Coventry  to  contend  with, 
o — no,  it  will  not  do  to  attempt  that." 

"  Nothing  venture,  nothing  have  !"  cried  Sir  Everard  Digby. 
We  ought,  in  my  opinion,  to  run  any  risk  to  secure  her." 
"You  know  me  too  well,  Digby,"  rejoined  Catesby,  "to 
mbt  my  readiness  to  undertake  any  project,  however  hazard- 
is,  which  would  offer  the  remotest  chance  of  success.  But 
this  I  see  none,  unless,  indeed,  it  could  be  accomplished  by 
ratagem.  Let  us  first  ascertain  what  support  we  can  obtain, 
id  then  decide  upon  the  measures  to  be  adopted." 
"  I  am  content,  "■  returned  Digby. 

"Old  Mr.  Talbot  of  Grafton  is  a  friend  of  yours,  is  he  not?" 
ntinued  Catesby  addressing  Thomas  Winter.  "  Can  you  in- 
ice  him  to  join  us  ?  " 

"  I  will  try,"  replied  Thomas  Winter ;  "  but  I  have  some 
isgivings." 

"  Be  not  faint-hearted,"  rejoined  Catesby.  "You  and  Ste- 
len  Littleton  shall  go  to  him  at  once,  antl  join  us  at  your  own 
ansion  of  Haddington,  whither  we  will  proceed  as  soon  as 
ir  men  are  thoroughly  recruited.  Use  every  argument  you 
n  devise  with  Talbot,  —  tell  him  that  the  welfare  of  the  Ca- 
olic  cause  depends  on  our  success, — and  that  neither  his  years 
ir  infirmities  can  excuse  bia  absence  al  this  juncture.     If  he 
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will  not,  or  cannot  come  himself,  cause  liim  to  write  Icllcrs 
to  all  his  Catholic  neighbours,  urging  tiicm  to  join  us,  and  bid 
liim  send  all  Iiis  retainers  and  servants  to  us."" 

"  I  will  not  neglect  a  single  pica,"  replied  Thomas  Winter, 
•*  and  I  will  further  urge  compliance  by  liis  long  friendship  to- 
wards myself.     But,  as  I  have  just  said,  I  despair  of  succe**." 

Soon  after  this,  he  and  Stephen  Littleton,  with  two  of  the 
troopers  well-mounted  and  well-armed,  nxle  across  tlie  country 
through  lanes  and  by-roads,  with  which  they  were  well  acquatol- 
ed,  to  Grafton.  At  the  same  time,  Catesby  repaired  to  the  court- 
yard, and  assembling  his  men,  found  there  were  twenty-fire 
missing.  More  than  half  of  these  it  was  known  had  been  killed 
or  wounded  at  Warwick ;  but  the  rest,  it  was  suspected,  iiad 
deserted. 

Whatever  effect  this  scrutiny  might  secretly  hvre  upon 
Catesby,  he  maintained  a  cheerful  and  confident  demeanour,  and 
mounting  a  flight  of  steps,  harangued  the  band  in  energetic  and 
exciting  terms.  Displaying  a  small  image  of  the  Virgin  to 
them,  he  assure^l  them  they  were  under  the  special  protection  of 
licavcn,  whose  cause  they  were  fighting. — and  concluded  by  re- 
citing a  prayer,  in  which  the  whole  assemblage  heartily  joined. 
This  clone,  they  filled  the  baggage-cart  with  provisions  and  fur- 
ther ammunition,  and  forming  themselves  into  good  order,  took 
the  road  to  Alcestcr. 

They  had  not  gone  far,  when  torrents  of  rain  fell,  and  the  roads 
being  m  a  shocking  condition,  and  ploughed  up  with  ruts,  they 
turned  into  the  fields  wherever  it  was  practicable,  and  continttrd 
their  march  very  slowly,  and  under  excessively  disheartening  dr* 
cumstances.  On  arriving  at  the  ford  across  the  Avon,  near 
Bistiopston,  they  found  the  stream  so  swollen  that  it  was  iinpo»- 
sible  to  get  across  it.  Sir  Everard  JMgby,  who  made  the  at- 
tempt, was  nearly  carried  off  by  the  current.  They  were  th^si^ 
fore  compelled  to  proceed  to  Stratford,  and  cross  tlie  briilgt. 

"  My  friends,"  said  Catesby,  commanding  a  halt  at  a  short  i 
distance  of  the  town,  "  I  know  not  what  reception  we  may  meet 
with  here.     Probably  much  the  same  as  at  Warwick.     But  I 
command  you  not  to  strike  a  blow,  except  in  self-defence." 

Those  injunctions  given,  attended  by  the  other  conspirators,  | 
except  Percy  and  Rookwood,  who  brought  up  the  rear,  he  rode 
slowly  into  Stratford,  and  proccodinw  to  the  morket-placc,  or- 
dered a  trumpet  to  be  sounded.  On  the  first  appearance  of 
the  troop^  most  of  the  inhabitants  tied  to  their  houses,  and  fas- 
tened the  doors,  but  some  few  courageous  persons  followed  them 
at  a  wary  distance.  These  were  harangued  at  some  length  by 
Catesby,  who  called  upon  them  to  join  the  ex)H.-dition,  and  held 
out  promises,  which  only  exciteil  the  derision  of  the  hearers. 

Indeed,  tiic  dejected  looks  <jf  most  of  the  baud,  and  the 
<hvnclud  and  muddy  hUiU'  nf  thiir  apparel  ma<le  ihem  object* 
of  pity  und  contempt,  rutber  than  of  scriuub  apprehcn&ion  ;  m 
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gbut  their  numbers  prevented  an  attack  being  made  upon 
icm.  Catesby's  address  concluded  amid  groans  of  dissatisiac- 
ion,  and  finding  he  was  wasting  time,  and  injuring  his  own 
Buse,  lie  gave  the  word  to  march,  and  moved  slowly  through 
>e  main  street,  but  not  a  single  recruit  joined  him. 

Another  unpropitious  circumstance  occurred  just  aathey  were 
raving  Stratford.  Two  or  three  of  his  followers  tried  to  slink 
n»ay,  when  Catesby  riding  after  them,  called  to  them  to  return, 
md  no  attention  being  paid  to  his  orders,  he  shot  the  man 
learest  him,  and  compelled  the  others,  by  threats  of  the  same 
Minisbment  to  return  to  their  ranks.  This  occurrence,  while  it 
KxssioDed  much  discontent  and  ilKwill  among  the  band,  gave 
;reat  uneasiness  to  their  leaders.  Catesby  and  Percy  now 
irought  up  the  rear,  and  kept  a  sharp  luok-out  to  check  any 
iirther  attempt  at  desertion. 

l>igby  auil  Winter,  being  well  acquainted  with  all  the  Catho- 
ic  gentry  in  the  neighbourhood,  they  proceeded  to  their  difFer- 
•nt  residences,  and  were  uniformly  coldly  received,  and  in  some 
lases  dismissed  with  reproaches  and  menaces.  In  spite  of  all 
heir  efforts,  too,  repeated  desertions  took  place,  and  long  before 
hey  reached  Alcester,  their  force  was  diininish'^'d  by  a  dozen  men. 
Sfot  thinking  it  prudent  to  pass  through  the  town,  they  struck 
nto  a  lane  on  the  right,  and  fording  the  Arrow  near  Ragley, 
ikirtctl  that  extensive  park,  and  crossing  the  hills  near  Weethly 
lod  Stoney  Moreton,  arrived  in  about  an  hour  and  a  half  in  a 
«ry  jadea  condition  at  Huddiugton,  the  seat  of  Robert  Winter. 
Mairs  seemed  to  wear  so  unpromising  an  aspect,  that  Catesby 
an  entering  the  house  immediately  called  a  council  of  his  friends, 
ixttl  asked  them  what  they  proposeil  to  do. 

"  For  my  own  part,"  he  said,  "  I  am  resolved  to  fight  it  out. 
I  will  continue  my  march  as  long  as  1  can  get  a  man  to  follow 
(rae,  and  when  they  are  all  gone,  will  proceed  alone.  But  I 
rjll  never  yield." 

**  We  will  all  die  together,  if  need  be,"  said  Sir  Everard  Digby. 
*  Let  us  rest  here  to-night,  and  iu  the  morning  proceed  to 
l^rd  Windsor's  mansion,  Ilewel  Grange,  which  1  know  to  be 
•veil  slocked  with  arms,  and,  after  carrying  oH*  all  we  can,  we 
iKrill  fortify  Stephen  Littleton's  house  at  JJolbeach,  and  iiiuintoiti 
it  for  a  few  days  against  our  enemies," 

This  propoHid  agreed  to,  they  repaired  to  the  court-yard,  and 
}|isied  themselves  in  seeing  tiie  wants  of  their  followers  attended 
lo,  and  such  a  change  was  effected  by  good  fare  and  a  few  hours^ 
repose,  tliat  the  spirits  of  the  whole  party  revived,  and  confidence 
WttB  once  more  restored.  A  slight  damp,  however,  was  again 
Ihrown  upon  the  satisfaction  of  the  leaders  by  the  return  of 
Thomas  NVinter  and  Stejihen  Littleton  from  Gralion.  Their  mis- 
tion  hatl  proved  wholly  unsuccessful.  Mr.  Talbot  had  not  merely 
refused  tojoiu  them,  but  had  threatened  to  detdu  them. 

"  lie  says  we  deserve  the  w'urat  of  deaths,"  ubu^rvcd  Tiiuma.') 
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Winter,  in  conclusion,  **  and  that  we  have  irretrievably  injured 
the  Catholic  cause." 

"  And  I  begin  to  fear  he  speaks  the  truth,'"  rejoined  Chris- 
topher Wrieht.     "  However,  for  us  there  is  no  retreat.** 

*'  None  whatever,"  rejoined  Catesby,  in  a  sombre  tone.  "  We 
must  choose  between  death  upon  the  battle-field,  or  on  the  scaf- 
fold." 

**  The  former  be  my  fate,"  cried  Percy. 

"  And  mine,"  added  Catefby. 

An  anxious  and  perturbed  night  was  passed  by  the  conspira- 
tors, and  many  a  plan  was  proposed  and  abandoned.  It  had 
been  arranged  among  them  that  they  should  each  in  sucoessimi 
make  the  rounds  of  the  place,  to  see  that  the  sentinels  were  at 
their  posts, — strict  orders  having  been  given  to  the  latter  to  fire 
upon  whomsoever  might  attempt  to  fly,— -but  as  Catesbj,  de- 
spite his  great  previous  fatigue,  was  unable  to  rest,  he  took  this 
duty  chiefly  upon  himself. 

Returning  at  midnight  from  an  examination  of  the  court-yard, 
he  was  about  to  enter  the  house,  when  he  perceived  l>efore 
him  a  tall  figure  with  a  cloak  muffled  about  its  face,  standing 
in  his  path.  It  was  perfectly  motionless,  and  Catesby,  who 
carried  a  lantern  in  his  hand,  threw  the  light  upon  it,  but  it 
neither  moved  forward,  nor  altered  its  position.  Catesby  would 
have  challenged  it,  but  an  undefinable  terror  seized  hun,  and 
his  tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of  his  mouth.  An  idea  rose  to  hia 
mind  that  it  was  the  spirit  of  Guy  Fawkes,  and  by  a  powerful 
efibrt  he  compelled  himself  to  address  it 

"  Are  you  come  to  warn  me  ?  "  he  demanded. 

The  figure  moved  in  acquiescence,  and  withdrawing  the  doak, 
revealed  features  of  ghastly  paleness,  but  resembling  those  of 
Fawkes. 

"  Have  I  long  to  live  ? ""  demanded  Catesby. 

The  figure  shook  its  head. 

"  ShaU  I  fall  to-morrow  ?  "  pursued  Catesby. 

The  figure  again  made  a  gesture  in  the  negative. 

••The  next  day?" 

Solemnly  inclining  its  head,  the  figure  once  more  muffled  its 
ghastly  visage  in  its  cloak,  and  melted  from  his  view. 

For  some  time,  Catesby  remained  in  a  state  almost  of  stupe- 
faction. He  then  summoned  up  all  the  resolution  of  his  na- 
ture, and  instead  of  returning  to  the  house,  continued  to  pace 
to  and  fro  in  the  court,  and  at  last  walked  forth  into  the 
garden.  It  was  profoundly  dark,  and  he  had  not  advanced 
many  steps  when  he  suddenly  encountered  a  man.  Repressing 
the  exclamation  that  rose  to  his  lips,  he  drew  a  petronel  from 
his  belt,  and  waited  till  the  person  addressed  him. 

•'  Is  it  you,  Sir  John  Foliot .'' "  asked  a  voice,  which  he  in- 
stantly recognised  as  that  of  Topclifie. 

••  Ay,**  replied  Catesby,  in  a  low  tone. 
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'  Did  you  manage  to  get  into  the  house  ?"  pursued  TopclifFe. 
'  1  did,"  returned  Catesby ;   "  but   speak  lower.     There  is 
mtinel  within  a  few  paces  of  us.     Come  this  way." 
k.nd  grasping  the  other's  arm,  he  drew  hiin  further  down  the 
k. 

'  Do  you  think  we  may  venture  to  surprise  them  ? "  de- 
nded  Topcliffe. 

'  Hum !  "  exclaimed  Catesby,  hesitating,  in  the  hope  of  in- 
king the  other  to  betray  his  design. 

'  Or  shall  we  wait  the  arrival  of  Sir  Richard  Walsh,  the  she- 
'of  Worcestershire,  and  the  passe  comitatusf"  pursued  Top- 
Fe. 

*  How  soon  do  you  think  the  Sheriff  will  arrive  ? ""  asked 
tesby,  scarcely  able  to  disguise  his  anxiety. 
'  He  cannot  be  here  before  daybreak — if  so  scvon,"  returned 
pcliffe,  "and  then  we  shall  have  to  besiege  the  house,  and 
►ugh  I  have  no  fear  of  the  result,  yet  some  of  the  conspirators 
y  fall  in  the  skirmish  ;  and  my  orders  from  the  Earl  of  Sa- 
)ury,  as  I  have  already  apprized  you,  are,  to  take  them  alive." 
"  True,"  replied  Catesby. 

"  I  would  not  for  twice  the  reward  I  shall  receive  for  the  cap- 
re  of  the  wliole  party  that  that  desperate  traitor,  Catesby, 
>uld  be  slain,"  continued  Topcliffe.  "  The  plot  was  contrived 
him,  and  the  extent  of  its  ramifications  can  alone  be  ascer- 
ned  through  him." 

"  I  think  I  can  contrive  their  capture,"  observed  Catesby  ; 
)ut  the  utmost  caution  must  be  used.  I  will  return  to  the 
use,  and  find  out  where  the  chief  conspirators  are  lodged. 
will  then  throw  open  the  door,  and  will  return  to  this  place, 
jere  you  can  have  our  men  assembled.  If  we  can  seize  and 
;ure  the  leaders,  the  rest  will  be  easy." 

"  You  will  run  great  risk,  Sir  John,"  said  Topcliffe,  with  af- 
jted  concern. 

"  Heed  not  that,"  replied  Catesby.  "  You  may  expect  nie 
a  few  minute:3.  Get  together  your  men  as  noiselessly  as  you 
n." 

With  this,  he  hastily  withdrew. 

On  returning  to  the  house,  he  instantly  roused  his  compa- 
ons,  and  acquainted  them  with  what  had  occurred. 
"  My  object,"  he  said,  "  is  to  make  Topclifle  a  prisoner.  We 
ay  obtain  much  useful  information  from  him.  As  to  the 
hers,  if  they  offer  resistance,  we  will  put  them  to  death." 
"  What  force  have  they  ?  "  asked  Mir  Everard  Digby,  with 
ime  uneasiness. 

"  It  ia  impossible  to  say  precisely,"  replied  Catesby ;  "  but 
)t  more  than  a  handful  of  men  I  should  imagine,  as  they  are 
ailing  for  Sir  Richard  Walsh." 

*'  1  know  not  what  may  be  the  issue  of  this  matter,"  observed 
obert  Winter,  whose  looks  were  unusually  haggard  ;  "  but  I 
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have  had  a  strange  and  ominous  dreaoij  which  filla  me  with  i^ 
prehension." 

**  Indeed !  "  exclaimed  Catesbv,  upon  whose  noind  the  reool- 
kction  of  the  apparition  he  had  beheld,  rushed. 

"Catcsby,"  pursued  Robert  Winter,  taking  him  aside,  **if 
you  have  any  sin  unrepented  of,  I  counsd  jou  to  make  your 
peace  with  Heaven,  for  I  fear  you  are  not  long  for  this  wond ." 

"  It  may  be  so,"^  rejoined  Catesby  firmly,  **and  I  have  many 
dark  and  damning  sins  upon  my  soul,  but  I  will  die  oa  I  have 
lived,  firm  and  unshaken  to  the  last.  And  now,  let  ua  prepare 
for  our  foes." 

So  saying,  he  proceeded  to  call  up  the  trustiest  of  bis  dmd, 
and  enjoining  profound  silence  upon  them,  disposed  them  in 
various  places  that  they  might  instantly  appear  at  his  signaL 
After  giving  them  other  directions,  he  returned  to  the  |{ardn^ 
and  coughed  slightly.  He  was  answered  by  a  quickly-appniacb- 
ing  footstep^  and  a  voice  demanded, 

*•  Are  you  there.  Sir  John  ?" 

Catesby  answered  in  a  low  tone  in  the  affirmative. 

"  Come  forward,  then,"  rejoined  Topcliffe. 

As  he  spoke,  there  was  a  rush  of  persons  towards  the  spott 
and  seizing  Catesby,  he  cried  in  a  triumphant  tone,  while  he 
unmasked  a  lantern,  and  threw  its  light  full  upon  his  face, 

"You  are  caught  in  your  own  trap^  Mr.  Catesby.  You 
are  my  prisoner." 

"  Not  so,  villain,"  cried  Catesby,  disengaging  himsetf  by  a 
powerful  efibrt. 

Springing  backwards,  he  drew  his  sword,  and  making  the 
blade  describe  a  circle  round  his  body,  effected  his  retreat  io 
safety,  though  a  dozen  shots  were  fired  at  him.  Leaping  the 
garden  wall,  lie  was  instantly  surrounded  by  the  other  conqn. 
rators,  and  the  greater  part  of  the  band,  who,  hearing  the  re- 
{H)rts  of  the  fire-arms,  had  hurried  to  the  spot.  Instantly  put- 
ting himself  at  their  head,  Catesby  returned  to  tlic  garden  ;  but 
Topcliffe  and  his  iiarty  had  taken  the  alarm,  and  fled.  Torches 
were  brought,  ana  by  Catosby's  directions  a  large  heap  of  dry 
stubble  was  set  on  fire.  But,  though  the  flames  revealed  every 
object  for  a  considerable  distance  around  them,  no  traces  of 
the  hostile  party  could  be  discerned. 

After  continuing  their  ineffectual  search  for  some  time,  the 
conspirators  returned  to  the  house,  and  abandoning  all  idea  of 
retiruig  to  rest,  kept  strict  watch  during  the  remainder  of  the 
night.  Little  conversation  took  place.  AH  were  deeply  dcpres- 
so(l ;  and  Catesby  paced  backwards  and  forwards  within  a  pas- 
sage l(»ding  from  the  hall  to  the  dining-chamber.  His  thoughts 
were  gloomy  enough,  and  lie  retraceil  the  whole  of  his  wild 
and  turbulent  career,  |x)ndcring  u])on  its  close,  which  he  could 
nul  disguise  from  himself  wa.s  at  hand. 

"  it  matters  not,"  he  mentally  ejaculated;  "  I  shall  nut  die 
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nominiously,  and  I  wouki  rather  perish  in  the  vignur  of  nian- 
»(!,  than  linger  out  a  miserable  old  age.  I  have  striven  hard  to 
^ieve  a  {jrcat  enterprise,  ami  having  failed,  have  little  else  to 
ye  for.  This  band  cannot  hold  together  two  days  longer.  Our 
jj  will  desert  us,  or  turn  ujxin  us  to  obtain  the  price  set  upon 
Hr  heads.  And  were  they  true,  I  have  little  reliance  upon  my 
inipanions.  They  have  no  longer  the  confidence  that  can  alone 
•ure  success,  and  I  expect  each  moment  some  one  will  propose 
surrender.  Surrender  !  I  will  never  do  so  with  life.  Some- 
ling  must  be  done  —  something  worthy  of  me  —  and  then  let 
;  perish.  I  have  ever  prayetl  to  die  a  soldier's  death." 
As  be  uttered  these  words  unconsciously  aloud,  he  became 
Ware  of  the  presence  of  Robert  Winter,  who  stood  at  the 
nd  of  the  passage,  watching  him. 
"  Your  prayer  will  not  be  granted,  Catesby,"  said  the  latter. 
Some  dreadful  doom,  I  fear,  is  reserved  for  you  and  all  of  us." 
"  What  mean  you  .'' "  demanded  the  other,  uneasily. 

Listen  to  mc,"  replied  Rt)bert  Winter.  "  I  told  you  I  had 
strange  and  appalling  dream  tu-night,  and  I  will  now  relate  it. 
thought  I  was  in  a  boat  upon  the  river  Thames,  when  all 
once  the  day,  which  had  been  bright  and  smiling,  became 
lark  and  overcast,  —  not  dark  bkc  the  shades  of  night,  but 
corny  and  ominous  as  when  the  sun  is  shrouded  by  an  eclipse, 
looked  around,  and  every  object  was  altered.  The  tower  of 
int  Paul's  stood  awry,  and  secmctl  ready  to  topple  down, — so 
id  the  spires  and  towers  of  all  the  surrounding  fanes.  The 
uses  on  Jjondon  Bridge  leaned  frightfully  over  the  river,  and 
habitations  lining  its  banks  on  either  side,  seemed  shaken 
their  foundations.  I  fancied  tome  terrible  earthquake  must 
ve  occurreil,  or  that  the  end  of  the  world  was  at  hand." 
"  Go  on,"  said  Catesby,  who  had  listened  with  profound  at- 
tention to  the  relation. 

'*  The  stream,  too,  changed  its  colour,"  conlinuc<l  Robert 
M^inter,  "  and  became  red  as  blood,  and  the  man  who  rowed 
tny  boat  was  gone,  and  his  place  occupied  by  a  figure  masked 
ltd  habited  like  an  executioner.  I  commanded  him  to  row 
mc  oshnrc,  and  in  an  instant  the  bark  siiot  to  land,  and  I  sprang 
out,  glatl  to  be  liberated  from  my  mysterious  conductor.  My 
steps  involuntarily  led  mc  toward  the  cathedral,  and  on  enter- 
ing it  1  found  its  pillars,  shrines,  monuments,  and  roof  hung 
with  black.  The  throng  that  ever  haunt  Paul's  Walk  had  dis- 
appeared, and  a  few  dismal  figures  alone  traversed  the  aisles. 
On  approaching  them,  I  recognised  in  their  swollen,  dealh-liko, 
and  blackened  lineaments  some  resemblance  to  you  and  our 
friends.  1  was  about  to  interrogate  them  when  1  was  awakened 
by  yourself." 

*'  A  strange  dream,  truly,"  observed  Catesby,  musingly, 
^' aud,  counted  with  what  I  myself  have  seen  tu-itight,  would 
nxta  to  bode  evil." 
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And  he  then  proceeded  to  describe  the  supernatural  app«r- 
ance  he  had  beheld  to  his  companion. 

"  All  is  over  with  us"  rejoined  Robert  Winter.  **  We  muit 
prepare  to  meet  our  fate.'" 

"  We  must  meet  it  like  men  —  like  brave  men,  Robert,'"  n- 
plied  Catesby.  "  We  must  not  disgrace  ourselves  and  our 
cause." 

"You  are  right,"  rejoined  Robert  Winter ;  "but  these  vi- 
sions are  more  terrible  tlian  the  contemplation  of  death  itself 

*'  If  you  require  further  rest,  take  it,"  returned  Catesby.  "  In 
an  hour,  I  shaJl  call  up  our  men,  and  march  to  Hewel  Grange." 

*'  I  am  wearied  enough,"  replied  Robert  Winter,  "  but  1  darf 
not  close  my  eyes  again." 

*'  Then  recommend  your  soul  to  Heaven,"  said  Catesbj.  "  I 
would  be  alone.  Melancholy  thoughts  press  upon  uie,  and  1 
desire  to  unburden  my  heart  to  God." 

Robert  Winter  then  left  him,  and  he  withdrew  into  a  cloaei 
where  there  was  an  image  of  the  Virgin,  and  kneeling  before 
it,  prayed  long  and  fervently.  Arising  in  a  calmer  fraiae  of 
Miind,  he  returned  to  the  hall,  and  summoning  his  compaoioos 
and  followers,  their  horses  were  brought  forth,  and  they  conf 
inenced  their  march. 

It  was  about  four  o'clock  when  they  started,  and  so  dark, 
that  they  had  some  difliculty  in  finding  the  road.  They  pro- 
ceeded at  a  slow  pace,  and  with  the  utmost  caution  ;  but  not- 
withstanding this,  and  though  the  two  Winters  and  Grant,  who 
were  well  acquainted  with  the  country,  led  the  way,  many  tri- 
fling delays  and  disasters  occurred.  Their  baggage-cart  fre- 
quently stuck  fast  in  the  deep  ruts,  while  the  men  missing  their 
way,  got  into  the  trenches  skirting  the  lane,  and  were  not  unfrC' 
quenily  thrown  from  their  horses.  More  than  once,  too,  the 
alarm  was  given  that  they  were  pursued,  and  a  sudden  halt  or- 
dered ;  but  these  apprehensions  proved  groundless,  and,  after  a 
most  fatiguing  ride,  they  found  themselves  at  Stoke  Prior,  and 
within  two  miles  of  Hewel  Grange. 

Originally  built  in  the  early  part  of  the  reign  of  Henry  the 
Eighth,  and  granted  by  that  monarch  to  an  ancestor  of  its  pre- 
sent possessor.  Lord  Windsor,  this  ancient  mansion  was  quad- 
rangular in  form,  and  surrounded  by  a  broad  deep  fosse.  Si- 
tuated in  the  heart  of  an  extensive  park,  at  the  foot  of  a  gentle 
hill,  it  was  now  approached  from  the  brow  of  the  latter  Deau- 
tiful  eminence  by  the  rebel  party.  But  at  this  season,  and  at 
this  hour,  both  park  and  mansion  had  a  forlorn  look.  The 
weather  still  continued  foggy,  with  drizzling  showers,  toad 
though  the  trees  were  not  yet  entirely  stripped  of  their  fulta^ei 
tiieir  glories  had  altogether  departed.  The  turf  wa^  damp  and 
plashy,  and  in  some  places  partook  so  much  ui'  the  character 
of  a  swamp,  that  the  horsemen  were  obliged  to  alter  their  course. 

But  all  obstacles  were  eventually  uvercome,  and  in  ten  mi- 
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!S  after  their  entrance  into  the  park,  they  were  within  gun- 

of  the  mansion.  There  were  no  s3fraptoms  of  defence  ap- 
!nt,  but  the  drawbridge  being  raised,  it  was  Catesby's  opi- 
I,  notwithstanding  appearances,  that  their  arrival  was  ex- 
ed.  He  was  further  confirmed  in  this  idea  when,  aound- 
a  trumpet,  and  calling  to  the  porter  to  let  down  the  draw- 
[ge,  no  answer  was  returned. 

'he  entrance  to  the  mansion  was  through  a  lofty  and  machio- 
i  gateway,  strengthened  at  each  side  by  an  embattled  turret, 
ceiving  a  man  at  one  of  the  loopholes,  Catesby  discharged  his 
one]  at  him,  and  it  was  evident  from  the  cry  that  followed 
,  the  person  was  wounded.  An  instant  afterwards,  calivers 
2  thrust  through  the  other  loopholes,  and  several  shots  fired 
n  the  rebels,  while  some  dozen  armed  men  appeared  upon 
summit  of  the  tower,  and  likewise  commenced  firing. 
^erceiving  Topcliffe  among  the  latter,  and  enraged  at  the 
it,  Catesby  discharged  another  petronel  at  him,  but  without 
;t.  He  then  called  to  some  of  his  men  to  break  down  the 
r  of  an  adjoim'ng  barn,  and  to  place  it  in  the  moat.  The 
?r  was  instantly  obeyed,  and   the  door  afloat  in  the  fosse, 

springing  upon  it,  he  impelled  himself  with  a  pike  towards 
opposite  banlv.  Several  shots  were  fired  at  him,  and  though 
e  than  one  struck  the  door,  he  crossed  the  moat  uninjured, 
suddenly  was  this  daring  passage  effected,  that  before  any 
:he  defenders  of  the  mansion  could  prevent  him,  Catesby 

severed  the  links  of  the  chain  fastening  the  drawbridge,  and 
ell  clattering  down. 

Vith  a  loud  shout,  his  companions  then  crossed  it.  But  they 
still  a  difficulty  to  encounter.  The  gates,  which  were  of  great 
ngth,  and  covered  with  plates  of  iron,  were  barred.  But  a 
der  having  been  found  in  the  barn,  it  was  brought  forward, 
1  Catesby  mounting  it  sword  in  hand,  drove  back  all  who  op- 
ed, and  got  upon  the  wall.  He  was  followed  by  Sir  Everard 
fby,  Percy,  and  several  others,  and  driving  the  royalists  be- 
?  them,  they  made  their  way  down  a  flight  of  stone  steps, 
I  proceeding  to  the  gateway,  threw  it  open,  and  admitted  the 
ers.  All  this  was  the  worK  of  a  few  minutes. 
[Committing  the  ransacking  of  the  mansion  to  Digby  and 
rcy,  and  commanding  a  dozen  men  to  follow  him,  Catesby 
ered  a  small  arched  doorway,  and  ascended  a  winding  stone 
ircasc  in  search  of  Topcliffe.     His  progress  was  opposed  by 

soldiers,  but  beating  aside  all  opposition,  he  gained  the  roof. 

pclifl'e,  however,  was  gone.     Anticipating  the  result  of  the 

ick,  he  had  let  himself  drop  from  the  summit  of  the  tower  to 

walls,  and  descending  by  the  ladder,  had  made  good  his  re- 

at. 

disarming  the  soldiers,  Catesby  then  descended  to  the  court- 
■d,  where  in  a  short  time  a  large  store  of  arms,  consisting  of 
sleta,  demi-lances,  pikes,   calivers,  and  two  falconets,  were 
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brought  forth.     These,  together  with  a  cask   of  powder,  wnr" 
placed   in   the  bagn;ago-wagp;on.      Meanwhile,    the  tordrr   and 
cellar  had  been  explored,  and  provisions  of  all  ki. 

with  a  barrel  of  mead,  and  another  of  etroDg  ale,  

they  were  distributed  among  the  men- 
While  this  took  place,  Catesby  searched  the  manKinn,  ami, 
partly  by  threats,  partly  by  persuasion,  induced  about  twenty 
persons  to  join  them.     This  unlooked-for  success  so  encourag 
the  conspirators  that  their  drooping   spirits  licgan    to    reirii 
Catesby  appcarcti  as  much  elated  as  the  others,  but  at  heart 
was  full  of  misgiving. 

Soon  afterwards,  the  rebel  party  quitted  Hewel  Orai^i^  takio|; 
with  them  every  weapon  they  Could  find-  The  forced  recrtriti 
were  placed  in  toe  midst  of  the  band,  so  that  escape  was  imprac- 
ticable. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


HO LB EACH. 

Avoiding  the  high  road,  and  traversing  an  unfrequented 
of  the  country,  the  conspirators  &hap«l  their  course  toi 
Stourbriiige.  As  they  reachctl  Forficld  Green,  .they  perccjveti  a 
large  party  descending  the  hilly  ground  near  Bromsgrove,  and 
evidently  in  pursuit  of  them.  An  immediate  halt  was  ordered, 
and  taking  possession  of  a  farm-house,  ihey  prepared  them- 
selves for  deience. 

Seeing  these  preparations,  their  pursuers,  who  proved  to 
be  Sir  Richard  Walsh,  the  Shcrift*  of  Worcestershire,  Sir  John 
Foliot,  three  gentlemen  named  Ketelbye,  Salwaye,  and  Coo- 
yers,  attended  by  a  large  posse  of  men,  all  tolerably  well  amMd^ 
drew  up  at  some  distance  from  the  farm,  and  appeared  to  be 
consulting  on  the  prudence  of  making  an  attack.  Tupdifl^ 
was  with  them ;  and  Catesby,  who  reconnoitred  their  proceed* 
ings  from  a  window  of  the  dwelling,  inferred  from  his  gestur 
that  he  was  against  the  assault.  And  so  it  proved.  The  roiri. 
ist  party  remained  where  they  were,  and  as  one  or  two  of  thdl 
number  were  occasionally  sent  away,  Catesby  judged,  and  cor- 
rectly, that  they  expected  some  reinforcement. 

Not  wiUing  to  wait  for  this,  he  determined  to  continue  his 
march,  and,  accordingly  forming  his  men  into  a  close  line,  and , 
bringing  up   the  rear  himself,  they    again    set   forward.     Sir 
Richard  Walsh  mid  his  party  followed  them,  and  whenever  the] 
were  in  a  difficult  part  of  the  road,  harassed  them  with  a  sudif 
attack.     In  this  way  several  stragglers  were  cut  off,  and  a  fe^ 
prisoners  made.     So  exasperated  did  Catesby  become  by  thi-*c1 
annoyances   that,  though  desirous  to  push  forward  as  fast  as  j 
possible,  he  halted  at  the  entrance  of  a  common,  and  prcf 
for  an  engagement.     liut  his  purpose  was  defeated,  for  lite  roi 
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&]ist  party  took  another  course,  nor  did  lie  see  anything  more  of 
ihem  for  some  time. 

In  about  an  hour  the  rebels  arrived  at  the  banks  of  the  river 
Stour,  not  far  from  the  little  village  of  Churchill,  and  here  just 
as'they  were  preparing  to  ford  the  stream,  the  Sheriff  and  his 
jUowers  again  made  their  appearance.  By  this  time,  also,  the 
roes  of  their  opponents  were  considerably  augmented,  and  as 
lOre  than  a  third  of  their  own  party  wore  engaged  in  crossing 
be  stream,  which  was  greatly  swollen  by  the  recent  rains,  and 
Urumely  dangerous,  their  position  was  one  of  no  slight  peril. 
Nothing  dauntcxl,  however,  Catesby  instantly  drew  up  his 
en  on  the  bank,  and,  after  a  short  skirmish,  <lrove  away  the 
liemy,  and  afterwards  contrived  to  across  the  river  without 
uch  loss.  He  found,  however,  that  the  baggage-cart  had 
pt  immersed  in  the  stream,  and  it  was  feared  that  the  powder 
fould  \k  damaged.  They  remained  on  the  opposite  bank  for 
nne  time;  but,  as  their  enemies  did  not  attempt  to  follow 
lera,  they  took  the  way  to  Holbeach,  a  large  and  strongly  built 
lansioTi  belonging,  as  has  been  already  stated,  to  Stephen  Little, 
la.  Here  they  arrived  without  further  molestation,  aiid  their 
rst  business  was  to  put  it  into  a  complete  state  of  defence. 

After  a  long  and  anxious  consultation.  Sir  Kverard  Dighy 
uitted  them,  undertaking  to  return  on  the  following  day  wil]i 
uccours.  Stephen  Littleton  also  disappeared  on  the  same 
rening.  His  flight  produced  a  strong  impression  on  Catesby, 
nd  be  besought  the  others  not  to  abandon  the  good  cause,  but 
D  stand  by  it,  as  he  himself  meant  to  do  to  the  last.  Thev  all 
amestly  assured  him  that  they  would  do  so,  except  Robert 
Vinter,  who  sat  apart,  and  took  no  share  in  tiieir  discourse. 

Catesby  then  examined  the  arms  and  powder  that  had  been 
plunged  ui  the  water  in  crossing  the  Stour,  and  found  that  the 
ktter  had   been   so  much   wetted  as  to  be  nearly  useless.      A 
ufficieiit  stock  of  powder  being  of  the  utmost  consequence  to 
heuk,  he  caused  all  the  contents  of  the  barrel  not  dissolved  by 
be  water  to  be  poured  into  a  large  platter,  and  proceeded  to 
Iry  it  before  a  fire  which  had  been  kindled  in  the  hall.     A  bag 
if  powder,  which  had  likewise  b«en  slightly  wetted,  was  also 
placed  at  what  was  considered  a  safe  distance  from  the  fire. 
'*  Heaven  grant  this  may  prove  more  destructive  to  our  ene- 
~    than  the  combustibles  we  placed  in  the  mine  lieneath  the 
nent  House,"  observed  Percy. 
Heaven  grant  so,  indeed  ! "  rejoined  Catesby,  with  a  moody 
Ue.      "  They  would  call  it  retribution,  were  we  to  perish  by 
aame  means  which  we  designed  for  othcrs.^^ 
Jc$t  not  on  so  serious  a  matter,  Catesby,^  observed  Robert 
inter.     "  For  my  own  part,  I  dread  the  sight  of  powder,  and 
!tall  walk  forth  till  you  have  dried  this,  and  put  it  away."" 
"  You  are  not  going  to  leave  us  like  Stephen  Littleton  P  "  rc- 
{oiDed  Catesby,  suspiciously. 
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"  I  will  go  with  him,^  said  Christopher  Wright ;  "  lo  yw 
need  be  under  no  apprehension." 

Accordingly,  he  quitted  the  hall  with  Robert  Winter,  and 
they  proceeded  to  the  court- yard,  and  were  converring  together 
on  the  dismal  prospects  of  the  party,  when  a  tremendous  explo- 
sion took  place.  The  roof  of  the  building  seemed  rent  in  twaa^ 
and  amidst  a  shower  of  tiles,  plaster,  bricks,  and  broken  wood 
falling  around,  the  bag  of  powder  dropped .  untouched  at  thdb 
feet. 

"  Mother  of  mercy  !  "  exclaimed  Christopher  Wrifflif^ 
it  up.    "  Here  is  a  providential  occurrence^   Had  this 
we  must  all  have  been  destroyed.'" 

"  Let  us  see  what  has  happened,"  cried  Robert  Winter. 

And,  followed  by  Christopher  Wright,  he  rusfa^  towards  die 
ball,  and  bursting  open  the  door,  beheld  Catesby  enveloped  in  a 
cloud  of  smoke,  and  pressing  his  hand  to  his  face^  which  was 
scorched  and  blackened  by  the  explosion.  Rookwood  was 
stretched  on  the  floor  in  a  state  of  insensibility,  and  it  at  fint 
appeared  that  life  was  extinct.  Percy  was  eztinguiabing  the 
flames,  which  had  caught  his  dress,  and  John  Grant  was  simi- 
larly occupied. 

**  Those  are  the  very  faces  I  beheld  in  my  dream,**  eried  Ro- 
bert Winter,  gazing  at  them  with  affright.  **  It  was  a  true 
warning." 

Rushing  up  to  Catesby,  Christopher  Wright  clasped  him  in 
his  arms,  and  extinguishing  his  flaming  apparel,  cried,  **  Wretch 
that  I  am  !  that  I  should  live  to  see  this  day ! " 

**  Be  not  alarmed ! "  gasped  Catesby.  **  It  is  nothiog— it  was 
a  mere  accident." 

"  It  is  no  accident,  Catesby,"  replied  Robert  Winter.  **  Hea- 
ven is  against  us  and  our  design." 

And  he  quitted  the  room,  and  left  the  house.  Nor  did  he  re- 
turn to  it. 

"  I  will  pray  for  forgiveness ! "  cried  Percy,  whose  vision  was 
so  much  injured  by  the  explosion  that  he  could  as  yet  see  no- 
thing. And  dragging  himself  before  an  image  of  the  Viijpn, 
he  prayed  aloud,  acknowledging  that  the  act  he  had  designed 
was  so  bloody  that  it  called  for  the  vengeance  of  Heaven,  and 
expressing  his  sincere  repentance. 

"  No  more  of  this,"  cried  Catesby,  staggering  up  to  him,  and 
snatching  the  image  from  him.  *'  It  was  a  mere  accident,  I  tell 
you.     \V'e  are  all  alive,  and  shall  yet  succeed." 

On  inquiry,  Christopher  Wright  learnt  that  a  blaring  coal 
had  shot  out  of  the  fire,  and  falling  into  the  platter  containing 
the  powder,  had  occasioned  the  disastrous  accident  above  de- 
scribed. 
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HOURS  IN  HINDOSTAN. 

TABLE  TALK. 

Men  will  often,  until  rendered  sager. 
Back  their  own  opiniott  by  a  wager. 

Every  one  bets  in  India :  betting  is  the  Mfe  and  soul  of  society, 
ladtes  smoke  rost^water  hookalis,  and  bet  gold  mohurs;  gentlemen 
utf  strong  chiilums,  und  stiike  lacks  of  rupees:  everything  that  cornea 
ri  tbe  table,  everything  that  pasaes  the  window,  becomes  the  subject 
f  a  wager ;  the  number  of  almonds  served  up  on  a  dessert  plate,  or 
he  probable  sex  of  the  next  passer-by,  may  cause  the  transfer  of  thou- 
ands, — nay,  hundreds  of  thousands;  for  in  a  country  ivhere  none  wear 
lursea,  money  becomes  a  mere  nominal  commodity,  only  to  be  spoken 
f,  rarely  to  be  seen  ;  the  consequence  naturally  results,  that  it  being 
uile  as  easy  to  talk  of  thousands  as  hundreds,  and  far  more  imp<ming 

0  du  so,  lacks  of  rupees  are  sported  till  the  unfortunate  sporler,  if  not 
xceedingly  knowing,  lacks  everything,  and  the  rich  idler  becomes  the 

001  of  the  knowing  Khurper,  who  makes  gambling  his  profession,  and 
s  Buch,  studies  it  during  those  hours  devoted  by  the  leas  clever  man 
o  amassing  riches  to  pay  his  debts. 

Charles  Macttuley  (this  was  not  bond  Jide  his  name,  but  I  will  call 
im  so)  was  one  of  tlie  former, —  that  is  to  sav,  a  good  fellow,  who 
rould  bet  on  certainties,  drug  your  wine,  or  play  w^th  you  for  what 
'ou  liked,  whsnever  he  was  certain  of  having  the  best  of  it. 

James  Gordon  had  long  been  a  flat.  While  up  the  country,  he  had 
oat  large  sums  of  money  to  Colonel  Macauley,  but  finding  it  more 
sonvenient,  had  come  down  to  Calcutta  to  fill  a  lucrative  post ;  had 
>ee»  two  years  in  the  capital  of  Bengal,  and  was  not  quite  so  raw  as 
te  once  had  been.  Charles  was  unaware  of  this  little  fact,  or  perhaps 
le  would  not  have  followed  him  down  with  the  kind  intent  of  fteecing 
lim  ;  however,  these  surmises  have  nothing  to  do  with  this  sketch. 

Colonel  Charles  Macauley  had  not  arrived  two  hours  in  Tank 
iquare,  ere  he  heard  that  his  old  friend  Gordon  was  making  monev 
iast,  that  he  was  to  give  a  very  grand  dinner-party  the  next  day,  and 
;hat  the  said  dinner  was  to  be  served  on  some  splendid  new  dtning- 
lables,  imported  from  Europe  by  the  luxurious  civilian  :  this  informa- 
3on  aeemed  strangely  to  interest  Charley.  At  eleven  o'clock  next 
uorniog,  the  gallant  Colonel  jumped  into  his  palamjuin,  and  away  he 
logged  to  Chowringee,  to  see  his  old  friend. 

"  Sahib  in  Ghurmi  hi?"  The  question  replied  to  in  the  aflirnia- 
tive,  Charley  ascended  the  stairs  amid  the  low  salanis  of  the  lineu- 
tvrapped  kidmigars  who  lolled  about  the  piazzas  and  passages.  At 
,ast  the  great  hall  or  banqueting-room  was  gained,  and  a  very  fine 
room  it  was. 

*'  Gordon  Sahib — make  ahabe— come  directly,"  said  the  confidential 
ledar  of  the  great  man. 

"  Bohut  achar,"  responded  the  visiter- 

"  Walky  in  here  ?  " 

"  Rather  not.  I  '11  wait  here  till  your  master  has  finished  his 
toilette :  you  may  go ;"  and  the  Colonel  began  to  hum  an  air  with  a 
degree  of  carelessness  peculiar  to  well-bred  people,  very  ditferent  from 
the  vulgarity  of  Mrs.  Trollope's  Americans.     The  black  servant  va- 
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nished  ;  so  did  Charley's  indifference  as  he  quitted  the  room,  fo 
middle  of  the  hall  stood  the  identical  tables  that  had  just  amVed  from 
England.  The  Coluael  was  a  man  who  soon  made  up  his  mind ;  b« 
gave  one  glance  around  to  ensure  that  he  was  unobserved,  and  in  ano- 
ther instant  had  pulled  out  a  yard  measure,  and  ascertained  the  exact 
height  of  the  said  tables,  which  he  as  instantly  set  down  in  his  pocket- 
book  ;  then  lolling  out  of  the  windows,  began  to  watch  the  hackeries, 
tom-johns,  palanquins,  aud  other  detests^le  vehicles,  which  rapidly 
flitted  through  Chowringee. 

The  most  knowing  men  are  sometimes  mistaken  in  their  c&lcnlj- 
tiong  ;  for  once  even  IMacauley  was  deceived :  he  had  thought  himself 
unobserved ;  but  he  was  in  error ;  for  as  the  sedur  had  truly  said,  his 
master  was  shaving  in  the  next  room ;  his  back  was  towards  the  door, 
his  eyes  on  a  little  round  looking-glass,  which,  unfortunately  fat 
Charley,  reflected  it.  Now  it  so  happened  thut  the  said  door  waa 
slightly  ajar  when  the  measuring  took  place,  so  without  turning  round, 
or  \videning  the  aperture  further,  the  owner  of  the  tables  saw  the 
whole  operation,  and  made  up  his  mind  to  turn  the  tables  on  his 
friend ;  but  to  do  this  it  required  gumption,  as  we  shall  see  by  the 
sequel. 

"  How  are  you,  my  dear  fellow? — I  am  delighted  to  see  you!" 
cried  the  civilian,  as  he  grasped  the  hand  that  had  just  been  measur- 
ing.    "  Where  have  you  been  these  thousand  years  ?  " 

"  Up  the  country— could  not  get  away— the  instant  I  could,  caiiK 
down  to  see  you.  We  're  had  sharp  work  :  three  general  actions,  and 
a  sharp  campaign.  Our  regiment  alone  lost  a  bavildar  and  tliree 
sepoys,  besides  poor  Jackson ;  who,  you  may  remember,  played  whist 
so  well :  be  got  an  ugly  wound  in  the  hand  in  the  taking  of  a  mud 
fort,< — where  we  had  a  drummer  wounded,  —  would  drink  brandy 
pawny,  and  died  of  mortification.  I  lost  ten  thousand  rupees  on  him  ; 
1  bet  he  would  live  three  days ; — lost  by  two  hours ; — devilish  bard, 
wasn't  it  ?  besides  a  thousand  I  should  have  won  from  him,  if  he  had 
survived  till  ne.xt  day  ;  he  backed  it  not  to  rain,  and  it  poured  in  tor* 
rents  all  the  time  we  were  burving  him." 

''  Poor  fellow  ! — he  is  a  great  loss ! " 

"  Indeed  he  is.  We  cannot  make  up  a  rubber  now;  so  I  got  leave, 
and  ran  down  to  see  you." 

"  When  did  you  arrive  ?  " 

"  Only  last  night :  put  up  at  Taylor's  —  deuced  good  fellow  — he 
won  a  lack  of  rupees  by  making  six  hundred  dots  in  a  minute." 

"  You'll  dine  with  me  to-day  ?—4eren  o'clock;  got  some  £unotu 
'  loll  shrob.' " 

"  I  am  engaged  to  Taylor's :  but  never  mind  that ;  I  '11  get  off,  and 
come  to  you.  I  've  some  business  in  the  fort ;  so,  till  seven,  good  b'ye  1" 
and  away  trotted  the  sporting  Colonel. 

James  Gordon  ordered  his  servant  to  say  he  was  out ;  he  then  busied 
himself  about  various  affairs.  Amongst  others,  one  which  he  thought 
important :  but  more  of  that  anon. 

At  seven  o'clock  the  dinner  was  served  up,  and  a  more  excellent  one 
never  was  given  in  Calcutta ;  but  as  every  pleasure  must  come  to  an 
end,  so  this  excellent  dinner  at  last  was  finished  ;  the  dessert  was 
served  up,  and  the  hookahs  began  to  emit  their  guttural  notes. 

Many  were  the  subjects  broached,  and  got  rid  of;  many  the  boasta 
which  enlivened  this  fashionable  feast. 
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At  length,  by  the  most  skilful  manceuvring,  and  with  infinite  tnct, 
lacauley  brought  the  beauty  of  the  new  tables  on  the  tapis  :  every 
ne  admired  tlietn,  and  felt  grateful  to  thetn  for  having  so  lately  sup- 
orted  the  rich  dinner  of  their  host. 

"  They  are  of  the  finest  mahogany  I  ever  saw,"  said  Major  Briscoe. 

"  They  are  perfect.  I  never  saw  any  so  well  proportioned  in  my 
fe ;  I  must  have  some  made  like  them/'  said  a  dinner-giving  old  civi- 
ian  with  half  a  liver. 

"  They  are  rather  too  high,"  chimed  in  Charles  IMacauley,  with 
ffected  indifference;  "Just  s  UclU:  too  high: — don't  you  think  so, 
Gordon  ?  " 

"  On  the  contrary,"  replied  the  host ;  "  if  anything,  I  consider  them 

shade  too  low." 

"  You  are  mistaken,  my  dear  fellow;  I  have  an  excellent  eye,  and 

am  sure  I  am  rijrht ;  no  table  should  exceed  two  feet  six,  and  these 
re  at  least  one  inch  higher." 

"  You  are  in  error ;  they  are  not  more  than  two  feet  and  a  half." 

"  Don't  bet,  James,  don't  bet,  for  I  am  sure  of  the  fact ;  I  tell  yon 

cannot  be  deceived, — my  eye  is  always  correct." 

"  Not  bet ! — if  it  were  not  thai  the  tubles  are  my  own,  and,  conse- 
uently,  I  should  bet  on  a  certainty,  I  "d  lay  you  a  lack  of  rupees  they 
re  not  more  than  thirty  indies  in  height." 

"  Oh  !  if  you  are  willing,  I  '11  make  the  bet:  but  remember,  gentle- 
len,  I  tell  you  beforehand,  I  am  certain  of  the  fact ;  I  say  these 
ables  are  at  least  thirty-one  inches  from  the  ground." 

*'  Done !  for  a  lack  of  rupees  !  "  cried  Gordon. 

"  Done  !  "  re-echoed  Charley. 

Their  betting-books  were  brought  out,  and  the  wager  duly  register- 
d.  A  servant  was  ordered  to  bring  in  a  yard  measure,  when  Alacau- 
By  turned  round  with  an  air  of  triumph, — 

"  You  may  save  yourselves  the  trouble  of  measuring, — ha !  ha  !  " 
nd  he  chuckled  with  delight.  "  I  warned  you  fairly  I  bet  on  a  cer- 
ainty,  so  you  can't  be  off,  James." 

"  I  stand  to  my  bet,"  said  Gordon. 

"  Well,  then  pay  me  my  money.  I  measured  the  tables  this  morn- 
ng  while  you  were  shaving,  and  here  is  a  memorandum  of  their  height, 
hirty-one  inches  exactly !  "  and  the  Colonel  burst  into  a  roaring  fit  of 
aughter  as  he  produced  his  pocket-book. 

"  1  know  you  did,"  said  James ;  "  I  saw  you  do  so  in  my  looking- 
;l88s."  The  Colonel  started.  "  So  as  soon  as  you  had  gone  away, 
snowing  well  your  intentions,  I  had  an  inch  sawed  off  every  leg  ;  bo 
or  once,  my  knowing  friend,  l/te  tables  are  turned!  " 

Charles  Macauley  left  Cidculta  next  day  10,000/.  poorer  than  the 
lay  he  had  arrived  ;  and,  what  is  still  worse,  the  very  youngest  ensigns 
[uix  him  about  the  story  to  this  very  day. 


A  FlFl'H  AT  WHIST. 

Wb  had  been  playing  all  the  evening  at  whiat.  Our  stake  had 
leen  gold  mohur  points,  and  twenty  on  the  rubber.  Maxey,  who  is 
Iwaya  lucky,  had  won  five  consecutive  bumpers,  which  lent  a  self- 
stisfied  smile  to  his  countenance,  and  made  us,  the  losers,  look  any- 
hing  but  pleased,  when  he  suddenly  changed  countenance,  and  liesi< 
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tated  to  pky  :  this  tbe  more  surprised  lu,  since  lie  was  one  wh»  idf 
dom  pondered,  being  so  perfectly  master  of  the  game,  that  lie  deemed 
long  consideration  superfiuoos. 

"  Play  away,  Maxey  ;  what  are  yon  aboat?"  impatiently  demanded 
Charchill,  one  of  the  most  impetuous  youths  that  ever  wore  the  uni- 
form of  the  body-guard. 

"  Hush  ! "  responded  Maxey,  in  a  tone  which  thrilled  thnm^  at, 
at  the  same  time  turning  deadly  pale. 

"  Are  you  unwell  ?  "  said  another,  aboat  to  start  up,  fiv  he  bdiercd 
onr  friend  had  suddenly  been  taken  ill. 

"  For  the  love  of  Chid  sit  qniet !  "  rejoined  the  other,  in  a  tone  de- 
noting extreme  fear  or  pain,  and  he  uid  down  his  card&  "  If  yoa 
value  my  life,  move  not." 

"  What  can  he  mean  }  —  has  he  taken  leave  of  his  eenaea  ?  **  de> 
manded  Churchill,  appealing  to  myself. 

"  I>on't  start !— nlon't  move,  I  tell  you  ! "  in  a  sort  of  whiqier  I 
never  can  forget,  uttered  Maxey.  "  If  you  make  any  sodden  motion 
I  am  a  dead  man  ! " 

We  exchanged  looks.     He  continued, — 

"  Remain  quiet,  and  all  may  yet  be  well.  I  have  a  Cobra  Cepella 
round  my  leg." 

Our  first  impulse  was  to  draw  back  onr  chairs ;  bat  an  appealing 
look  from  the  victim  induced  us  to  remain,  although  we  were  aware 
that  should  the  reptile  transfer  but  one  fold,  and  attach  himself  to  any 
other  uf  the  imrty,  that  individual  might  already  be  ooonted  as  a  dead 
man,  so  fatal  is  the  bite  of  that  dreadai  monster. 

Poor  Maxey  was  dressed  as  many  old  residents  still  dress  in  India, 
— ^namely,  in  breeches  and  silk  stockings;  he  therefore  the  more 
plainlv  felt  every  movement  of  the  snake.  His  countenance  asaamed 
a  livid  hue ;  the  words  seemed  to  leave  his  mouth  without  that  featnie 
altering  its  position,  so  rigid  was  his  look, — so  fearful  was  he  lest  the 
slightest  muscular  movement  should  alarm  the  serpent,  and  hasten  his 
fatal  bite. 

We  were  in  agony  little  less  than  his  own  during  the  scene. 

"  He  is  coiling  round !  "  murmnred  Maxey ;  "  I  feel  him  odd— oold 
to  my  limb :  and  now  he  tightens ! — ^for  the  love  of  Heaven  call  for 
some  milk ! — I  dare  not  speak  loud :  let  it  be  placed  on  the  groond 
near  me ;  let  some  be  spilt  on  the  floor." 

Churchill  cautiously  gave  the  order,  and  a  servant  slipped  oat  of  tbe 
room. 

"  Don't  stir: — Northcote,  you  moved  your  head.  By  everything 
sacred,  I  conjure  you  do  not  do  so  again  !  It  cannot  be  long  ere  my 
fate  is  decided.  I  have  a  wife  and  two  children  in  Europe ;  tell  them 
I  died  blessing  them, — ^that  my  last  prayers  were  for  them: — the 
snake  is  winding  itself  round  my  calf; — I  leave  them  all  I  ponesa. — 
I  can  almost  fancy  1  feel  his  breath :  Great  Ood !  to  die  in  such  a 
manner ! " 

The  milk  was  brought,  and  carefully  put  down ;  a  few  drops  were 
sprinkled  on  the  floor,  and  the  affrighted  servants  drew  back. 

Again  Maxey  spoke : 

"  No — no !  It  has  no  effect !  on  the  contrary,  he  has  clasped  himadf 
tighter — ^he  has  uncurled  his  upper  fold !  I  dare  not  look  down,  bat  I 
am  sure  he  is^  about  to  draw  back,  and  give  the  bite  of  deaUi  with 
more  fatal  precision.  Receive  me,  O  Lord!  and  pardon  me;  my.lMt 
hour  is  come  .'—Again  be  pauses.     I  die  firm ;  but  this  is  post  endnr- 
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lice ;-^ ah!  no — he  has  undone  another  fold,  and  loosens  himself, 
tin  he  be  going  to  some  one  else  ?  "  We  involuntarily  started.  "  For 
le  love  of  Heaven,  stir  not ! — I  am  a  dead  man  ;  but  bear  with  me. 
le  still  loasens ;  —  he  is  about  to  dart  J  —  Move  not,  but  beware ! 
hurchill,  he  Talk  off  that  way.  Ob  F  this  agony  is  Ux)  bard  to  bear ! 
-Another  pressure,  and  I  am  dead.  No! — he  relaxes!"  At  that 
oment  poor  Alaxey  ventured  to  look  down ;  the  snake  had  unwound 
mself ;  the  last  coiJ!  kad  fallen,  and  the  reptile  was  making  for  the 
ilk. 

"  I  am  saved  ! — saved  ! "  and  Maxey  bounded  from  his  chair,  and 
11  senseless  into  the  arms  of  one  of  his  servants.  In  another  instant, 
xd  it  be  added,  we  were  alt  dispersed :  the  snake  was  killed,  and  our 
x>r  friend  carried  more  dead  than  ulive  to  his  room. 

That  scene  I  can  never  forget:  it  dwells  on  my  memory  still, 
rengtheued  by  the  fate  of  poor  3Iaxey,  who  from  that  hour  pined  in 
ipeless  imbecQity,  and  sunk  into  an  early  grave. 


THE  MUSSULAU  BOAT. 

JuBT  as  our  vessel  was  about  to  anchor,  two  catamarans  suddenly 
ipeiired  on  deck,  to  the  great  horror  of  those  who  had  never  seen  such 
sings  before,  and  the  great  delight  of  the  old  JIadrassees,  who  expected 
1  receive  letters  by  them.  The  two  men  before  us  were  stark  naked, 
ith  the  exception  of  a  very  small  rag,  and  a  little  cap,  made  of  dried 
dm  leaves,  for  the  carriage  of  their  despatches-  They  had  paddled 
it  at  least  six  miles  from  shore,  seated  on  a  small  log  of  wood,  propel- 
□g  themselves,  each  with  a  siingle  oar,  with  which  they  kept  time  to 
sort  of  chant,  which  they  sang  as  they  struck  their  padules  in  the 
aves,  and  made  their  way  through  the  terrific  surf,  which  extends 
lottt  two  miles  out  from  the  shore  of  JMadras.  No  wonder  that  the 
rst  ship  which  ever  saw  these  strange  creatures  took  them  for  demons, 
id  entered  in  their  log-book  the  following  quaint  notice:  —  "At 
le  o'clock  P.M.  came  in  sight  of  the  principal  town  on  the  Curomandel 
Kist.  Saw  two  devils  playing  at  single-stick  on  the  surface  of  the 
ater.  God  grant  it  foretell  no  evil !  "  No  wonder  they  could  scarcely 
dieve  that  human  beings  should  thus  float  out  on  such  a  frail  support, 
id  encounter  the  waves  which  in  this  part  of  the  globe  run  moun- 
■ins  high,  and  the  deadly  sharks  which  here  abound,  without  defence 
'  assistance.  Often  and  often  are  they  washed  olf,  and  as  often  re- 
lin  their  piece  of  timber,  with  a  hardihood  which  seems  to  paralyse 
le  monsters  of  the  deep  ;  for  seldom  or  ever  is  a  catamaran  curried  off 
f  these  ravenous  animals,  who,  however,  greedily  devour  the  Euro- 
jan  who  dares  to  encounter  them. 

The  catamaran,  pulling  off  his  little  leaf  cap,  delivered  his  letters  ; 
id  having  informed  us  that  our  arrival  lind  been  signalled  at  the  fort, 
id,  consequently,  that  a  couple  of  mussulah  boats  were  already  on 
leir  way  to  carry  over  our  pa&seugers,  plunged  again  into  the  water, 
■emingly  delighted  to  gel  rid  of  our  rude  stare,  and  return  to  his 
lasi  natural  element.  Our  clothes  for  immediate  wear  were  soon 
icked  up,  and  before  the  boats  touched  the  sides  of  the  vessel,  we 
ere  all  ready  on  the  (juarter-deck  watching  their  approach. 

These  peculiarly  constructed  boat.s,  arc  the  only  ones  that  could 
ire  through  such  a  sea :  formed  of  bark,  they  float  on  the  very  tip  of 
kch  wave,  and  bend  as  it  strikes  her  sides,  which  are  at  least  eight 
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feet  bigfa,  with  banks  running  across  the  top,  on  which  some  doxen  or 
foarteen  native  rowers  are  perched.  The  European,  together  with  his 
luggage,  is  coolly  stowed  at  the  bottom  of  the  ressel,  with  a  strict  cu- 
tion  to  be  very  quiet.  In  this  leviathan  canoe  we  seated  ouraelvM^ 
and  started  for  Aladms, 

When  we  reached  the  first  line  of  surf,  no  words  can  describe  the 
terror  we  felt-  Thrown  iu  an  instant  to  a  dizzy  height,  then  suddenly 
plunged  down  with  a  rapidity  which  for  an  instant  checked  the  breath, 
while  we  looked  up,  and  saw  the  towering  waves  ready  to  burst  orer 
our  heads,  occasionally  dotted  with  a  catamaran  ;  each  boat  being 
attended  by  several  of  these  worthies,  who  in  case  of  accident  instantly 
pick  up  the  passengers,  and  for  which  they  nlways  receive  a  silver 
medal.  The  noise  of  the  angry  surf,  which  seemed  intent  on  our  de- 
struction, completely  paralysed  the  majority  of  us.  Not  so,  however, 
a  young  and  beautiful  girl,  who  was  about  to  join  her  parents  in  India- 
She  seemed  to  exult  in  the  danger  which  surrounded  us.  She  appeared 
to  court  the  awe-inspiring  scene,  and  smiled  with  joy  as  we  shrank 
appalled  at  the  raging  foam.  A  young  officer,  to  whom  she  was  be- 
trothed, seemed  delighted  with  these  fresh  proofs  of  her  courage,  and 
assisted  her  to  mount  the  bench  of  the  rowers,  much  against  the  advice 
of  the  natives,  and  was  about  to  spring  up  after  her  in  order  to  hold 
her,  when  a  sudden  lurch  of  the  boat  threw  him  to  the  bottom  of  the 
vessel,  and  the  object  of  his  love  into  the  boiling  waves.  A  general 
scream  burst  from  alL  No  assistance  could  be  given  ;  no  help  afforded. 
We  were  in  the  very  midst  of  the  most  dangerous  line.  Young  Osborne 
sprang  up.  He  looked  around ;  but  no  sign  of  thu  poor  girl  could  be 
seen  ;  nothing  could  be  perceived  hut  the  hissing,  raging  seu.  A  second 
glance  to  guide  him  equally  futile, — an  appealing  look  towards  Hea- 
ven, and  Osborne  leaped  into  the  waves.  The  stoical  Indiana  still 
pulled  on  :  they  did  not  waver  in  their  stroke,  but  continued  in  their 
steady  exertions  ;  and  they  were  right  in  so  doing  ;  for  I  afterward* 
learnt  that  a  single  pause,  even  far  uu  instant,  and  all  would  have 
been  lost. 

To  describe  the  grief  of  the  poor  mother  of  Louisa  Afarchmont, 
would  require  an  abler  pen  than  mine,  nor,  had  I  the  power,  would  I 
wish  to  liarrow  up  the  feelings  of  my  reader  by  a  sketch  of  her  dread- 
ful agony. —  her  torture,  as  she  vainly  attempted  to  clamber  up  to  the 
ftitol  bank,  from  which  she  was  forcibly  held  down.  At  length  we 
felt  a  shock  as  if  of  an  earthquake  ;  the  Indians  jumped  out,  and  in 
two  minutes  more  we  stood  safely  on  the  strand,  enjoying  the  delight 
of  the  mother  as  she  clasped  her  almost  senseless  daughter  to  her 
breast,  crying  with  agonizing  joy.  A  catamaran,  already  decorated 
with  six  silver  medals,  had  caught  her  as  she  fell,  and  gained  a 
seventii  honour  by  bearing  her  siifely  to  shore. 

As  Louisa  recovered,  and  unlocked  herself  from  her  mother's  em- 
brace, she  looked  around,  fondly  expecting  the  congratulations  of  an- 
other loved  being.  But,  a]a.s!  Osborne  was  not  there.  Again  she 
gazed;  and  at  length  gained  strength  to  ask  for  him.  None  answered. 
Again  she  repeated  the  question  :  the  averted  looks  of  all  told  her  a 
tale  of  woe. 

Another  catamaran  notv  landed,  and  approached  the  group.  Un- 
aware of  the  situation  of  the  parties,  he  slowly  pronounced  in  excel- 
lent English,  "  The  young  man  has  become  the  prey  of  sharks." 

One  harrowing  screech — a  shudder  from  all — closed  this  dreadful 
scene.     Poor  Louisa  is  now  a  religious,  good,  but  melancholy  wxnnan. 
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ifmntinKuyoimg  LaAfWtha  loeket  of  hi*  hair  inteHaced  wiA  her  own  at 
•  tme  whatJttU  itemed  to  make  it  impoiMefor  him  to  meet  her  again. 

Tbs  lore  thoa  gavest  with  my  own  ia  wreathed ; 

And  as  these  locks  though  severed  from  the  head 
LiTe  not  the  less,  so  live  our  loves  unbreathed. 

And  still  shall  live  e'en  when  this  heart  is  dead  I 
For  'twas  not  sought,  but  fix'd  in  beav'n  above 
That  we  should  meet  for  everlasting  love. 
Thrice  happy  locks !  elect  of  Fate  to  wed 

He  raven  tresses  of  my  queen,  and  sleep 

Upon  her  bosom  pillowed ;  see  ye  steep 
My  thooghts  in  sympathy  with  hers !    'TIS  said 

Magnetic  influence  from  your  maxes  flies; 

Be  grateful  then,  and  see  ye  earn  your  prize. 

Whispering  this  breast  whate'er  she  hopes  or  sighs  ;— 
Ye  reap  who  sowed  not  while  this  heart  has  bled. 

J.  C.  Bkmtlit. 


SPECIMENS  OF  MODERN  GERMAN  POETS. 

TBAN8I.ATBD  BT  HABT  HOWITT. 

HEINRICH  HEINE. 

Wk  sate  by  the  fisher's  dwellii^, 

And  looked  upon  the  sea; 
The  evening  raisti  were  gatbeiing, 

And  liaiiig  np  silently. 

Forth  from  the  loAy  lighthouse 
Streamed  softly  light  by  liglit, 

And  in  the  farthest  distance 
A  ship  hove  into  sight. 

We  spoke  of  storm  and  shipwreck ; 

Of  seamen,  and  how  they  lay 
Unsafe  'twixt  heaven  and  water, 
'  Twixt  joy  and  fear  each  day. 

We  spoke  of  lands  hx  distant ; 

We  took  a  world-wide  range. 
We  spoke  of  wondrous  nations. 

And  manners  new  and  strange. 

Of  the  fragrant,  glittering  Ganges, 

Where  giant  trees  uptower, 
And  handsome,  quiet  people. 

Kneel  to  the  lotus  flowet. 

Of  Lapland's  filthy  people. 

Flat-headed,  wide-mouthed,  we  spake; 
How  they  squat  round  their  fires  and  jabber. 

And  shriek  o'er  the  fish  they  bake. 

The  maidens  listened  so  gravely ; 

At  length  no  more  was  said ; 
Tha  ship  was  in  sight  no  longer. 

And  night  over  all  was  spread. 
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COUNTY    LEGENDS. 
No.  III. 

BY    THOMAS   INGOLDSBT. 

THE  LAY 
OF  THE  OLD  WOMAN  CLOTHED  IN  GKEY. 

CANTO   II. 

Now  it  seems  there 's  a  place  they  call  Pui^t'ry — so 
I  must  write  it,  my  verse  not  admitting  the  O — 
But  as  for  the  venue,  I  vow  I  'm  perplext 
To  say  if  it 's  in  this  world,  or  if  in  the  next — 
Or  whether  in  both — ^for  'tis  very  well  known 
That  St.  Patrick,  at  least,  has  got  one  of  his  own 
In  a  "  tight  little  Island  "  that  stands  in  a  Lake 
Call'd  "  Lough-dearg  "—that 's  '<  The  Red  Lake,"  unleu  I  mis- 
take,— 
In  Fermanagh — or  Antrim — or  Donegal — ^which 

I  declare  I  can't  tell, 

But  I  know  very  well 
It 's  in  latitude  54,  nearly  their  pitch ; 
(At  Tappington,  now,  I  could  look  in  the  Gazetteer, 
But  I  'm  out  on  a  visit,  and  nobody  has  it  here). 

There  are  some,  I  'm  aware. 

Who  don't  stick  to  declare 
There 's  "  no  differ  "  at  all  'twixt  "  this  here  "  and  "  that  there," 
That  it's  all  the  same  place,  but  the  Saint  reserves  his  entry 
For  the  separate  use  of  the  "finest  of  pisentry," 

And  that  his  is  no  more 

Than  a  mere  private  door 
From  the  rez-de-chaussie, — as  some  call  the  ground  floor, — 
To  the  one  which  the  Pope  had  found  out  just  before. 

But  no  matter — lay 

The  locale  where  you  may ; 
— And  where  it  is  no  one  exactly  can  say — 
There 's  one  thing,  at  least,  which  is  known  very  well, 
That  it  acts  as  a  Tap-room  to  Satan's  Hotel. 

"  Entertainment "  's  there  worse 

Both  for  "  Man  and  for  Horse ;" — 

For  broiling  the  souls 

They  use  Lord  Mayor's  coals ; — 
Then  the  sulphur 's  inferior,  and  boils  up  much  slower 
Than  the  fine  fruity  brimstone  they  give  you  down  lower, 

It 's  by  no  means  so  strong — 

Mere  sloe-leaves  to  Souchong ; — 
The  "  prokcrs  "  are  not  half  so  hot,  or  so  long. 
By  an  inch  or  two,  either  in  handle  or  prong ; 
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Vipers  and  Snakes  are  less  sharp  in  the  tooth, 
"Snd  the  Nondescript  Monsters  not  near  so  vincouth  ; — 
In  short,  it 's  a  place  the  good  Pope,  its  creator, 
Made  for  what 's  call'd  by  Cockneys  a  "  Minor  The-atre." 
Better  suited,  of  course,  for  a  "  minor  performer," 
Than  the  "  House,"  that 's  so  much  belter  lighted  and  warmer, 

fow,  in  that  queer  place  which  nobody  mentions, — 
— You  understand  where 
I  don't  question — down  there 
Where,  in  lieu  of  wood  blocks,  and  such  modern  inventions, 
The  Paving  Commissioners  use  "  Good  Intentions," 
Materials  which  here  would  be  thought  on  by  few  men, 
With  so  many  founts  of  AsphaUic  bitumen 
At  hand,  at  the  same  time  to  pave  and  illumine. 

^P  To  go  on  with  my  story, 

Tliis  same  Purga-tory, 
(TTierel  I  *vc  got  in  the  O,  to  my  Muse's  great  glory,) 
Is  close  lock'd,  and  the  Pope  keeps  the  keys  of  it — that  I  can 
Boldly  aSirm — in  his  desk  in  the  Vatican  ; 
WL  — Not  those  of  St.  Pett;r— 

^r  These,  of  which  I  now  treat,  are 

A  bunch  by  themselves,  and  much  smaller  and  neater — 
And  so  cleverly  made,  Mr.  Chubb  could  not  frame  a 
Key  better  contrived  for  its  purpose — nor  Bramah. 

^P  Now  it  seems  that  by  these 

^*  Most  miraculous  keys 

Not  only  the  Pope,  but  his  "  clargy,"  with  ease 
Can  let  people  in  and  out  just  as  they  please ; 
And, — provided  you  "make  it  all  right  "  about  fees, — 
There  is  not  a  friar,  Dr.  Wiseman  will  own,  of  them. 
But  can  always  contrive  to  obtain  a  short  loan  of  them ; 

•  And  Basil,  no  doubt, 

Had  brought  matters  about, 
If  the  little  old  woman  would  but  have  "  spoke  out," 
So  far  as  to  get  for  her  one  of  Lliose  tickets, 
Or  passes,  which  clear  both  the  great  gates  and  wickets  ; 
So  that  after  a  grill, 
H  Or  short  turn  on  the  Mill, 

^nd  with  no  worse  a  singeing,  to  purge  her  iniquity. 
Than  a  Freemason  gets  in  "  The  Lodge  of  Antiquity," 

tShe  'd  have  rubb'd  off  old  scores, 
Popped  out  of  doors, 
d  sheer'd  off  at  once  for  a  happier  port. 
Like  a  white-wash 'd  Insolvent  that's  «'gone  through  the  Court " 

^P  But  Basil  was  one 

Who  was  not  to  be  done 

By  any  one,  either  in  earnest  or  fun  ;— 

The  cunning  old  beads-telling  son  of  a  gun, 

In  all  bargains,  unless  he'd  his  *fui(i  for  his  f/u/i, 
Tould  shake  his  bald  pate,  and  pronounce  it  "  No  Go." 
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Sok  unlets  yoa  're  a  dimo^ 

You  11  aee  clearly,  at  once, 
When  you  come  to  consider  the  fiM:ta  of  the  gmc^  bck 
Of  course,  never  gave  her  his  Vadg  i»pae$i 
And  the  consequence  vas,  when  the  last  mortal  tliroe 
Released  her  pale  Ghost  from  these  mguaa  f^iwott 
The  little  old  Woman  had  no  where  to  go  I 

For,  what  could  she  do? 

She  very  well  knew 
If  she  went  to  the  gates  I  have  mention'd  to  you. 
Without  Basil's,  or  some  other  passport  to  shew. 
The  Cheque-takers  never  would  let  her  go  through ; 
While,  as  to  <A«  oAtrpUxct,  e'en  had  she  tried  it, 
And  really  had  wished  it  as  much  as  she  shied  it, 
(For  no  one  who  knows  what  it  is  can  abide  it,) 
Had  she  knock'd  at  the  portal  with  ne'er  so  much  din. 
Though  she  'd  died  in  what  folks  at  Rome  call  <<  M<»tiil  nn," 
Yet  Old  Nick,  for  the  life  of  him,  daren't  take  her  in— 
As  she  'd  not  been  tum'd  formally  out  of  "  the  pale," 
So  much  the  bare  name  of  ^e  Pope  made  him  quaO 
In  the  times  that  I  speak  of,  his  courage  would  nil 
Of  Rome's  vassals  the  lowest  and  worst  to  assail. 
Or  e'en  touch  with  so  much  as  the  end  of  his  taO ; 

Though,  now  he 's  grown  older. 

They  say  he 's  much  bolder. 
And  his  Holiness  not  only  gets  the  <*  cold  shoulder," 
But  Nick  rumps  him  completely,  and  don't  seem  to  care  • 
Dump — that 's  the  word — ^for  his  triple  dara. 

Well — what  shall  she  do?— 

What 's  the  course  to  pursue  ? — 
"  Try  St.  Peter  ? — the  step  is  a  bold  one  to  take ; 
For  the  Saint  is,  there  can't  be  a  doubt, '  wide  awake ;' 

But  then  there's  a  quaint 

Old  Proverb  says,  '  Faint 
Heart  ne'er  won  fair  Lady,'  then  how  wm  a  Saint  ? — 

I  've  a  great  mind  to  try — 

One  can  but  apply ; 
If  things  come  to  the  worst  why  he  can  but  deny — 
The  sky 
's  rather  high 

To  be  sure — but,  now  I 
That  cumbersome  carcass  of  clay  have  laid  by, 
I  am  just  in  the  "  order  "  which  some  folks — though  why 
I  am  sure  I  can't  tell  you — would  call  "  Apple-pie." 

Then  '  never  say  die  I ' 

It  won't  do  to  be  shy. 
So  I  '11  tuck  up  my  shroud,  and — here  goes  for  a  fly  I  " — 
— So  said  and  so  done — she  was  off  like  a  shot. 
And  kept  on  the  whole  way  at  a  pretty  smart  trot. 
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When  she  drew  so  near 

That  St.  Peter  could  see  her. 
The  Saint  in  a  nioment  began  to  look  queer, 
And  scarce  would  allow  her  to  make  her  case  clear, 
Ere  he  pursed  up  his  mouth  'twixt  a  sneer  and  a  jeer. 
With  "  It  'a  all  very  well, — but  you  do  not  lodge  here  !  " — 
Then,  calling  her  everything  but  "  My  dear  ! " 
He  applied  his  great  toe  with  some  force  au  derriere, 

rd  dismisied  her  at  once  with  a  flea  in  her  ear. 
"Alas!  poor  Ghost!" 
It's  a  doubt  which  is  most 
To  be  pitied — one  doom'd  to  fry,  broil,  boil,  and  roast, — 
Or  one  banded  about  thus  from  pillar  lo  post, — 
To  be  "  all  abroad  " — to  be  "  siump'd  " — not  to  know  where 

^To  go — 80  disgraced 
As  not  to  be  *'  placed," 
r,  as  Crocky  would  say  to  Jem  Bland,  "  to  be  No-where."~ 
However  that  be. 
The  affaire  wasjinie. 
And  the  poor  wretch  rejected  by  all,  as  you  see  I 

Mr.  Oliver  Goldsmith  observes — not  the  Jew — 
That  the  "  Hare  whom  the  hounds  and  the  huntsmen  pursue," 
Having  no  other  sort  of  asylum  in  view, 
"  Returns  back  again  to  the  place  whence  she  flew," 
A  fact  which  experience  has  proved  to  be  true. — 
Mr,  Gray, — in  opinion  with  whom  Johnson  clashes, — 
Declares  that  our  "  wonted  fires  live  in  our  ashes."  • 
These  motives  combined,  perhaps,  brought  back  the  hag. 
The  first  to  her  mansion,  the  last  to  her  bag. 
When  only  conceive  her  dismay  and  surprise, 
As  a  Ghost  how  she  open'd  lier  cold  stoney  eyes, 
When  there, — on  the  spot  where  she  'd  hid  her  "  supplies," — 
In  an  underground  cellar  of  very  small  size, 
Working  hard  with  a  .spade, 
All  at  once  she  survey'd 
|,That  confounded  old  bandy-legged  "  Tailor  by  trade." 

Fancy  the  tone 
Of  the  half  moan  half  groan 
'"Which  burst  from  the  breast  of  the  Ghost  of  the  crone  I 
As  she  stood  there, — a  figure  'twixt  moonshine  and  stone, — 
Only  fancy  the  glare  in  her  eyeballs  that  shone  1 
Although,  as  Macbeth  says,  "  they  'd  no  speculation," 
L  While  she  utter'd  that  word, 

I  Which  American  Bird, 

Or  John  Fenimore  Cooper,  would  render  "  Tarnation ! !  " 

*  "  E'en  iu  txir  a»hes  lire  their  wonted  firt«  !  " — Gnttr. 
<*  A  position  at  which  Experience  rerolta,  Credulity  hetitatM,  Mtd  even  Fancy 
11 " — Jounaoy, 


678  COUNTY   LEGENDS. 

At  the  noise  which  she  made 

Down  went  the  spade  I — 
And  up  jump'd  the  bandy-legg'd  '<  Tailor  by  trade," 
(Who  had  shrewdly  conjectured,  from  something  that  fell,  her 
Deposit  was  somewhere  conceal'd  in  the  cellar ;) 

Turning  round  at  a  sound 

So  extremely  profound, 
The  moment  her  shadowy  form  met  his  view 
He  gave  vent  to  a  sort  of  a  lengthen'd  "  Bo-o — ^ho-o  I " — 
With  a  countenance  Keeley  alone  could  put  on, 
Made  one  grasshopper  spring  to  the  door — and  was  gone  I 

ErupU!  Mmsit! 
As  at  Rome  they  would  phrase  it — 
His  flight  was  so  swift,  the  eye  scarcely  could  trace  it. 
Though  elderly,  bandy-legg'd,  meagre,  and  sickly, 
I  doubt  if  the  Ghost  could  have  vanish'd  more  quickly  ; — 
He  reach'd  his  own  shop,  and  then  fell  into  fits. 
And  it 's  said  never  rightly  recover'd  his  wits, 
While  the  chuckling  old  Hag  takes  his  place,  and  there  sits  I 

1 11  venture  to  say. 

She  'd  sat  there  to  this  day. 
Brooding  over  what  Cobbett  calls  "  vile  yellow  clay," 
Like  a  Vulture,  or  other  obscene  bird  of  prey, 
O'er  the  nest-full  of  eggs  she  has  managed  to  lay. 
If,  as  legends  relate,  and  I  think  we  may  trust  'em,  her 
Stars  had  not  brought  her  another  guess  customer— 

'Twas  Basil  himself  I — 

Come  to  look  for  her  pelf; 
But  not,  like  the  Tailor,  to  dig,  delve,  and  grovel,         ■* 
And  grub  in  the  cellar  with  pickaxe  and  shovel ; — 

Full  well  he  knew 

Such  tools  would  not  do, — 
Far  other  the  weapons  he  brought  into  play. 
Viz.  a  Wax-taper  "  hallow'd  on  Candlemas-day," 

To  light  to  her  ducats, — 

Holy  Water,  two  buckets, 
(Made  with  salt — half  a  peck  to  four  gallons — which  brews^  a 
Strong  triple  X  "  strike," — see  Jacobus  de  Chusa.) 

With  these,  too,  he  took 

His  bell  and  his  book — 
Not  a  nerve  ever  trembled, — his  hand  never  shook 
As  he  boldly  marched  up  where  she  sat  in  her  nook, 
Glow'ring  round  with  that  wild  indescribable  look, 
Which  gome  may  have  read  of,  perchance,  in  "  Nell  Cooke,"* 
AU,  in  "  Martha  the  Gipsy  "  by  Theodore  Hook. 

And  now,  for  the  reason  I  gave  you  before. 

Of  what  pass'd  then  and  there  I  can  tell  you  no  more, 

As  no  Tailor  was  near  with  his  ear  at  the  door ; 

*  See  Miacellany,  January,  1841. 
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With  respect  to  the  gold. 
For  which  she  her  "  jewel  eternal "  had  sold, 

That  the  old  Harridan, 

Who,  no  doubt,  knew  her  man. 
Made  some  compromise — hit  upon  some  sort  of  plan. 
By  which  Friar  and  Ghost  were  botli  equally  ptnn'd  — 
Heaven  only  knows  how  the  "Agreement"  got  wind  ; — 

But  its  purport  was  this. 

That  the  things  done  amiss 
By  the  Hag  should  not  hinder  her  ultimate  bliss ; 
L  Provided — "  Imprimis, 

The  cash  from  this  time  is 
The  Church's — impounded  for  good  pious  uses — 
.  — Father  B.  shall  dispose  of  it  just  as  he  chooses, 
I  And  act  us  trustee — 

In  the  meantime,  that  She, 
The  said  Ghostess, — or  Ghost,  as  the  matter  may  be, — 
From  "  impediment,"  "  hindrance,"  and  "let"  shall  be  free, 
To  sleep  in  her  grave,  or  to  wander,  as  he. 
The  said  Friar,  with  said  Ghost  may  hereafter  agree. — 

Moreover — The  whole 

Of  the  said  cash,  or  "cole," 
Shall  be  spent  for  the  good  of  said  Old  Woman's  soul  t 

It  is  farther  agreed — while  said  cash  is  so  spending, 
Said  Ghost  shall  be  fully  absolv'd  from  attending, 
And  shall  quiet  remain 
•     In  the  grave,  her  domain, 
To  have,  and  enjoy,  aiid  uphold,  and  maintain. 
Without  molestation,  or  trouble,  or  pain. 
Hindrance,  let,  or  impediment,  (over  again) 
From  Old  Nick,  or  from  any  one  else  of  his  train, 
Whether  Pow'r, — Domination, — or  Princedom, — or  Throne,* 
Or  by  what  name  soever  the  same  may  be  known, 
Howsoe'er  called  by  Poets,  or  styled  by  Divines, — 
Himself, — his  executors,  heirs,  and  assigns. 

Provided  that,  nevertheless,  notwithstanding 

All  herein  contained, — if  whoever 's  a  hand  in 

Dispensing  said  cash,  or  said  "  cole,"  shall  dare  venture 

To  misapply  money,  note,  bill,  or  debenture 

To  uses  not  named  in  this  present  Indenture, 

Then  that  such  sum  or  sums  shall  revert,  and  come  home  again 

Back  to  said  Ghost,  who  thenceforward  shall  roam  again. 

Until  such  time  or  times  as  the  said  Ghost  produces 

Some  good  man  and  true,  who  no  long  refuses 

To  put  sum  or  sums  aforesaid  to  said  uses  ; 

Which  duly  performed,  the  said  Ghost  shall  have  rest, 

The  full  term  of  her  natural  death,  of  the  best. 


•  Tbronn  !  Dominatians  !  Princedonu !  Virtue*  ! 


Powers  ! 
Milton. 
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In  full  consideration  of  this,  her  bequest, 

In  manner  and  form  aforesaid,  as  ezprest : 

In  witness  whereof,  we,  the  parties  aforesaid, 

Hereunto  set  our  hands  and  our  seds — and  no  more  said. 

Being  all  that  these  presents  intend  to  express. 

Whereas — notwithstanding — and  neTertbeiess.— 

Sign'd,  sealed,  and  deliver'd  this  20th  of  Mar, 

Anno  Domini  blank,  (though  I  've  mentitmed  the  day,) 

(Signed) 

Basil. 

Old  Wohax  (late)  clothed  ik  colzi."    . 

Basil  now,  I  am  told. 

Walking  off  with  the  gold. 
Went  and  straight  got  the  document  duly  enroll'd. 
And  lefl  the  testatrix  to  mildew  and  mould 
In  her  sepulchre,  cosey,  cool, — not  to  say  cold. 
But  somehow — though  how  I  can  hardly  divine, — 

A  runlet  of  fine 

Rich  Malvoisie  wine 
Found  its  way  to  the  Convent  that  night  before  nine. 
With  custards,  and  "  fiawns,"  and  a  "  fayre  florentine," 
Peach,  apricot,  nectarine,  melon,  and  pine ; 
And  some  half  a  score  nuns  of  the  rule  Bridgetine, 
Abbess  and  all,  were  invited  to  dine 
At  a  very  late  hour,  tliat  is  after  Compline. 
Father  Hilary's  rubies  began  soon  to  shine 
With  fresh  lustre,  as  though  newly  dug  from  the  mine ; 

Through  all  the  next  year. 

Indeed,  'twould  appear 
That  the  Convent  was  much  better  off  as  to  cheer. 
Even  Basil  himself,  as  I  very  much  fear. 
No  longer  addicted  himself  to  small  beer ; 
His  complexion  grew  clear. 
While  in  front  and  in  rear 
He  enlarged  so,  his  shape  seem'd  approaching  a  sphere. 

No  wonder  at  all,  then,  one  cold  winter's  night. 
That  a  servant  girl  going  down  stairs  with  a  light 
To  the  cellar  we  've  spoken  of,  saw  with  affright 
An  Old  Woman,  astride  on  a  barrel,  invite 
Her  to  take,  in  a  manner  extremely  polite, 
With  her  lefl  hand,  a  bag  she  had  got  in  her  right ; 
For  tradition  asserts  that  the  Old  Woman's  purse 
Had  come  back  to  her  scarcely  one  penny  the  worse  I 

The  girl,  as  they  say, 

Ran  screaming  away. 
Quite  scared  by  the  Old  Woman  clothed  in  grey ; 
But  there  came  down  a  Knight  at  no  distant  a  day, 

Sprightly  and  gay 

As  the  bird  on  the  spray. 
One  Sir  Rufus  Mountfardington,  Lord  of  Foot's-crav, 
Whose  estate,  not  unlike  those  of  most  of  our  <*  Swell "  beaux. 
Was  what 's,  by  a  metaphor,  term'd  "  out  at  elbows ;" 
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And  the  fact  was,  said  Knight  was  now  merely  delay 'd 

From  crossing  the  water  to  join  the  Crusade 

For  converting  the  Pagans  with  bill,  bow,  and  blade. 

By  the  want  of  a  little  pecuniary  aid 

To  buy  arms  and  horses,  the  tools  of  his  trade, 

And  enable  his  troop  to  appear  on  parade ; 
The  unquiet  Shade 
Thought  Sir  Rufus,  'tis  said. 

Just  the  man  for  her  money, — she  readily  paid 
For  the  articles  named,  and  with  pleasure  convey'd 
To  his  hands  every  farthing  she  ever  had  made ; 
But  alas  !  I  'm  afraid 
Most  unwisely  she  laid 
Out  her  cash — the  beaux  yeux  of  a  Saracen  maid 
(Truth  compels  me  to  say  a  most  pestilent  jade) 
Converted  the  gallant  converter — betray'd 
Him  to  do  everything  which  a  Knight  could  degrade, 
E'en  to  worship  Mahound  ! — she  required — he  obey'd, — 
The  consequence  was,  all  the  money  was  wasted 
On  Infidel  pleasures  he  should  not  have  tasted  ; 

So  that,  after  a  very  short  respite,  the  Hag 
Was  seen  down  in  her  cellar  again  with  her  bag. 

Don't  fancy,  dear  Reader,  I  mean  to  go  on 
Seriatim  through  so  many  ages  by-gonCi 

And  to  bore  you  with  names 

Of  the  Squires  and  the  Dames 
Who  have  managed  at  times  to  get  hold  of  the  s&ck. 
But  spent  the  cash  so  that  it  always  came  back ; 

The  list  is  loo  long 

To  be  giv'n  in  my  song, — 
There  are  reasons  beside  would  perhaps  make  it  wrong; 
I  shall  merely  observe,  in  those  orthodox  days. 
When  Mary  set  Smithfield  all  o'er  in  a  blaze. 

And  shew'd  herself  very  se- 

-vere  against  heresy, 
While  many  a  wretch  scorned  to  flinch,  or  to  scream,  as  he 
Burnt  for  denying  the  Papal  supremacy, 

Bishop  Bonner  the  bag  got, 

And  all  thoui^^ht  die  hag  got 
Releas'd,  as  he  spent  all  in  fuel  and  faggot. 

But  somehow — though  how 

I  can't  tell  you,  I  vow — 
I  suppose  by  mismanagement — ere  tlie  next  reign 
The  Spectre  had  got  all  her  money  again. 

The  last  time,  I  'ra  told, 

Tliat  the  Old  Woman's  gold 
Was  obtain'd, — as  before,  for  the  asking, — 'twas  had 
By  a  Mr.  O'Something  from  Ballinafad ; 
And  the  whole  of  it,  so  'tis  reported,  was  sent 
To  John  Wright's,  in  account  for  the  Catholic  Rent, 
And  so,  like  a  great  deal  more  money — "  it  went ! " 
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So  'tis  said  at  Maynooth, 

But  I  can't  think  it 's  truth  ; 
Though  I  know  it  was  boldly  asserted  last  season. 
Still  I  can  not  believe  it ;  and  that  for  this  reason, 
It 's  certain  the  cash  has  got  bach  to  its  owner  ! 
Now  no  part  of  the  Rent  to  do  <o  e'er  was  known,  or 
In  any  shape  ever  come  home  to  the  donor. 

Gentle  Reader  ! — you  must  know  the  proverb,  I  think — 
"  To  a  blind  horse  a  Nod  is  as  good  as  a  Wink  I " 

Which  some  learned  chap. 

In  a  square  College  cap, 
Perhaps,  would  translate  by  the  words  "  Verbum  Sap  !  " 

Now  should  it  so  chance 

That  you  're  going  to  France 
In  the  course  of  this  Spring — we  're  already  in  May — 

Do  pull  up,  and  stay, 
Pray, 

If  but  for  a  day, 
At  Dover,  through  which  you  must  pass  on  your  way, 
At  the  York, — or  the  Ship, — where,  as  all  people  say. 
You  'U  get  good  wine  yourself,  and  your  horses  good  bay, 
Perhaps,  my  good  friend,  you  may  find  it  will  pay. 
And  you  cannot  lose  much  by  so  short  a  delay. 

First  Dime  ! — ^you  can  do 

That  on  joint  or  ragout — 
Then  say  to  the  waiter, — "  I  'm  just  passing  through. 
Pray,  where  can  I  find  out  the  old  Mcdson  Dieu  f  " 
He  11  shew  you  the  street — (the  French  call  it  a  JRue, 
But  you  won't  have  to  give  here  a  petit  ecu). 

Well, — ^when  you  've  got  there,  never  mind  how  you  're  taunted, 
Ask  boldly,  "  Pray,  which  is  the  house  that  is  haunted  ?  " 
— I  'd  tell  you  myself,  but  I  can't  recollect 
The  proprietor's  name ;  but  he 's  one  of  that  sect 
Who  call  themselves  "  Friends,"  and  whom  others  call  "  Quakers," — 
You  '11  be  sure  to  find  out  if  you  ask  at  the  baker's, — 

Then  go  down  with  a  light 

To  the  cellar  at  night  I 
And  as  soon  as  you  see  her  don't  be  in  a  fright, 

But  ask  the  old  Hag 

At  once,  for  the  bag  I 
If  you  find  that  she 's  shy,  or  your  senses  would  dazzle. 
Say,  "  Ma'am,  I  insist ! — in  the  name  of  St.  Basil  1 " 

If  she  gives  it  you,  seize 

It,  and — do  as  you  please — 
But  there  is  not  a  person  I  've  ask'd  but  agrees, 
You  should  spend — part  at  least — ^for  the  Old  Woman's  ease. 
For  the  rest — if  it  must  go  back  some  day — why,  let  it  I 
Meanwhile,  if  you  're  poor,  and  in  love,  or  in  debt,  it 
May  do  you  some  good,  and — 

i  wish  you  may  get  it  1 1 1 

Thos.  Ingoldsby. 
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BUN.    B.   OUNDAS   MUBRAT   (rLIBANK). 

Phx  lionja.  or  Exchange  of  Seville,  though  boasting  of  no  high 
dquity,  ranks  not  the  least  among  the  many  relics  of  art  to  be  met 
*Ji  in  e*'ery  quarter  of  that  time-honoured  city.  Its  site  is  but  a 
»  pares  distant  from  the  cathedral ;  so  close,  indeed,  that  the  lofty 
tlines  of  tlie  latter  overshadow  its  own  severer  proportions,  and 
jder  them  less  striking  than  they  re.illy  are.  Still,  in  spite  of  this 
Midvantage,  it  tells,  with  an  air  of  noble  simplicity,  of  the  far- 
iching  hopes  of  its  founders.  It  was  here  that  the  discoveries  of 
lumbus  were  to  be  turned  to  account ;  here  the  wealth  of  the 
tndies "  was  to  be  stored  up,  and  to  be  parted  among  the  mer- 
ants  from  strange  lands  who  were  to  resort  hither,  and  be  wit- 
sses  to  the  fame  and  greatness  of  the  Spanish  Empire.  Happily 
r  such  views,  it  was  the  fortune  of  Spain  to  possess  an  architect 
try  way  capable  of  doing  justice  to  them.  The  Lonja  is  the  work 
'Juan  de  Herrera,  one  of  the  most  accomplished  men  of  his  times, 
id  no  mean  proficient  in  his  art,  as  the  Escurial,  and  many  other 
Ii6ces,  may  testify.  His  favourite  style,  the  Itjilian,  which  indeed 
t  wu  the  first  to  introduce  into  his  native  country,  is  that  in  which 
>  haa  chosen  to  rear  this  building,  unquestionably  one  of  the  best 
tecimens  of  his  genius.  Its  shape  is  that  of  a  massive  square,  the 
esign  of  which  approaches  almost  to  plainness,  there  bt'ing  neither 
slumns,  nor  other  architectural  details,  to  clothe  or  otherwise  orna- 
lent  the  exterior.  On  each  of  its  four  sides  a  lowtr  and  upper  tier 
f  windows  stretch  away  in  long  lines;  and,  as  if  the  light  they  ad- 
mitted was  alone  worthy  of  the  di-stinction,  around  these  its  channels 
re  some  ornaments  gathered,  though  with  a  sparing  hand.  Scanty 
•  they  are,  however,  they  serve  to  relieve  the  general  air  which 
very  where  else  is  that  of  quiet  and  solid  strength. 

Passing  into  the  interior,  we  find  ourselves  in  a  spacious  court, 
he  solitary  fountain  in  the  centre  of  which  yet  murmurs  as  it  used 
o  do  in  the  days  of  Philip  the  Second.  Round  the  court  runs  an  ar- 
ade,  supported  by  square  pillars,  and  especially  devised  as  a  shelter 
igainst  inclement  weather.  Not  that  inclement  weather  includes 
mly  the  severities  of  winter  ;  on  the  contrary,  the  dog-days  in  Se- 
ville are  far  more  inclement,  certainly  far  less  tolerable  than  the 
leavy  winter  rains ;  and  it  seems,  therefore,  that  to  both  of  these 
jvils  tlie  architect  addressed  himself  when  he  constructed  so  choice 
I  retreat  as  this,  where  hundreds  might  assemble  without  incora- 
aioding  each  other,  and  at  the  same  time  be  secured  from  the  ex- 
tremes of  either  season. 

From  the  basement  story  a  wide  staircase  leads  to  a  suite  of 
apartments  above.  As  we  ascend  we  find  ourselves  in  the  midst  of 
a  wealth  and  luxury  seen  in  no  other  part  of  the  edifice.  The  broad 
■teps  underfoot,  the  heavy  balustrades —  which  from  the  easiness  of 
the  ascent  seldom  feel  the  weight  of  a  hand,  are  all  of  beautiful  red 
marble,  brought  from  the  Sierra  de  Moron.  Even  the  walls,  to  the 
height  of  some  feet  from  the  ground,  are  lined  with  the  same  ]>re- 
voi..  IX.  2  (J 
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cious  material,  not  sitnply  smooth,  so  as  to  form  a  i^lossy  coating,  but 
wrought  into  a  variety  of  tlesigns,  having  all  the  effect  of  richly 
embossed  work.  Few  kingly  residences  can  boast  of  an  approach  to 
the  presence  of  royalty  more  imposing  than  this  staircase,  the  ser- 
vices of  which  at  no  time  aspired  to  an  office  more  noble  than  that  of 
conveying  merchants  and  their  clerks  from  one  story  to  another. 

To  what  purjioses  the  upper  story  had  been  originally  applied  it 
is  now  difficult  to  say,  for  it  is  long  since  it  has  been  converted  into 
a  repository  of  national  archives.  Those,  however,  who  effected 
such  a  change  appear  to  have  owned  the  gift  so  rare  in  Spain  of 
fashioning  their  work  by  the  model  of  the  parent  design.  Two  long 
galleries  embrace  as  many  sides  of  the  quadrangle,  and  with  their 
T.iriegated  marble  floors,  their  tall  mahogany  presses  darkening  the 
walls,  and  their  doors  and  window-shutters  of  the  same  rich  wood, 
form  a  gloomy,  though  fitting  receptacle  for  the  narratives  of  still 
gloomier  dee<ls.  What  these  unfold  seldom  sees  the  light, — for  few 
Spaniards  interest  themselves  in  their  country's  history,  and  to  a 
passing  stranger  they  are  inaccessible,  except  by  a  special  order 
from  Madrid.  Siill  it  is  something,  through  the  trellis-work  which 
guards  them,  to  look  upon  these  manuscripts,,  and  to  know  that  upon 
them  runs  the  handwriting  of  such  men  as  Columbus,  Pizarro,  and 
Cortez,  All  that  we  have  reai!  regarding  their  trials  and  successes 
takes  its  source  from  the  t'aded  ink  that  scarcely  blackens  the  paper 
before  us.  The  liands  that  shed  that  ink  are  the  hands  of  those  who 
first  shouted  the  Castilian  war-cry  on  the  shores  of  an  unknown 
world,  and  w<m  empires  for  their  masters.  Surely,  then,  as  we 
touch  the  faint  characters  in  which  they  are  traced — the  one  his  suf- 
ferings and  glories,  an<l  the  others  their  b!oo<iy  triumphs,  —  surely 
there  is  no  one  who  will  not  then  feel  as  if  he  stood  in  the  presence 
of  the  departed  great.  Possibly  there  may  be  folly  in  this  feeling, 
but  one  is  apt  to  fancy  that  where  their  achievements  lie  recorded, 
there  would  the  mighty  dead  love  to  linger,  and  set  their  watch. 

Of  the  higli  hopes  which  Seville  in  these  days  cherished,  and  of 
their  transient  fulfilment,  this  building  is  a  faithful  memorial.  For 
some  time  it  bore  itself  proudly,  while  the  wealth  of  the  west  was 
gathered  with  pain  and  danger.  No  sooner,  however,  were  whole 
nations  toiling  at  the  mines,  than  the  carvels  and  pinnaces  of  the 
primitive  adventurers  rose  into  stately  galleons,  for  whom  the  Gua- 
dalquivir became  trio  shallow,  then  commenced  the  decay  of  Seville 
as  sudden  as  its  short-lived  prosperity.  The  commerce  with  the  colo- 
nies, and  everything  connected  with  it,  moved  down  to  Sanlucar 
de  Barrameda,  at  the  mouth  of  the  river  ;  whence,  by  means  of 
Bmali  craft,  a  communication  was  kept  up  with  the  interior.  But 
that  port  h.id  its  perils  in  the  shape  ot  a  treacherous  bar,  then  and 
now  the  grave  of  many  a  vessel.  The  Spanish  government  was 
therefore  induced  by  repeated  losses  to  search  for  a  safer  harlwnr 
for  its  navies,  and  such  a  one  was  found  under  the  walls  of  Cadis, 
whose  noble  bay  stood  invitingly  open  to  every  sail.  In  spite  of 
much  opposition,  the  treasure-ships  were  ordered  to  bear  away  for 
that  city, — a  change  that  necessarily  sealed  the  fate  of  Seville  as  a 
commercial  town.  In  that  fate  its  Lonja,  of  course,  participate*!. 
It  is  now  deserted  by  all  who  live  by  traffic;  the  steps  that  lead  to 
its  doors  are  broken  and  grass  grown,  and  seldom  are  they  touched 
by  the  feet  of  any  but  a  few  officials  connected  with  the  archives. 


TBE    LONJA    OF    SEVILLE. 


585 


I 


o  slumlier  peacefully  at  their  labours  upstairs.  If  any  other  step 
aunds  in  its  silent  liall!;,  it  is  that  of  the  traveller,  who  wanders 
alone  where  once  there  were  stirring  scenes  of  life  and  business. 
Yet  there  are  times  when  it  awakes  to  a  spectacle  as  foreign  to  its 
orijHfinal  and  present  character  as  niijht  is  to  day.  In  place  of  still- 
ness, all  then  is  tumult  and  movement ;  every thinjf  that  is  strange 
and  fantastic  comes  and  departs  unquestioned ;  and  if  all  tales  be 
true,  the  incidents  that  then  occur  bi<l  fair  to  rival  the  most  extraor- 
dinary chapters  in  the  romance  of  real  life.  On  one  of  these  occa- 
sions not  many  years  ago,  a  scene  took  place,  so  novel,  and  withal  so 
singular,  even  aini<l  scenes  where  every  actor  "  puts  on  the  trick 
of  singularity,"  that  no  apology  is  necessary  for  giving  it  a  place 
here. 

It  was  at  that  giddy  season  when  the  carnival  holds  its  sway  over 
light  hearts.  Of  such  it  is  needless  to  say,  that  in  this  city  of  sunny 
skies  there  are  thousands,  tlie  property  of  as  many  inhabitants,  to 
whom  the  King  of  Terrors  would  be  less  formidable  than  the  idea 
of  not  adding  their  week  of  madness  to  the  follies  of  the  year.  As 
may  be  expected,  they  manage  pretty  well  to  turn  the  sober  city 
into  a  kind  of  pantomime.  During  the  hours  of  light,  the  streets 
Swarm  with  gay-looking  figures  in  every  costume  under  the  sun, 
besides  many  more  upon  whom  that  luminary  never  shone.  Their 
vocation  is  to  shout,  laugh,  ami  chatter,  to  their  heart's  content,  and 
persecute  in  a  small  way  every  one  who  promi.'»e8  to  make  a  good 
victim.  Everywhere  is  heard  their  laughing  ndios  :  the  pedestrians 
hurl  it  from  the  streets  up  to  the  windows,  whose  occupants  are 
generally  dark-eyed  senoritas.  These  being  of  unforgiving  tem- 
pera, send  back  the  salutation,  and  thus  is  commenced  a  smart  skir. 
inish  of  jests,  in  which  is  expended  a  great  quantity  of  smiles  on 
both  sides.  As  evening  draws  on,  the  streets  return  to  their  usual 
state  of  repose.  As  for  the  crowds  that  gave  them  life,  they  are 
retiring  to  their  homes,  not  to  terminate  their  spurts  there,  but 
after  the  lapse  of  a  few  hours  to  re-appear  within  the  walls  of  the 
Lonja. 

Let  us  join,  therefore,  in  the  living  stream  that  towards  midnight 
rolls  on  in  the  direction  of  that  edifice.  Our  way  lies  Ity  the  walls 
and  buttresses  of  its  giant  neighbour,  the  cathedral ;  upon  emerging 
from  the  holy  precincts  of  which  we  stand  upon  the  threshold  of  the 
once  favoured  hall  of  merchants.  From  its  open  door  a  flood  of  light  is 
thrown  upon  the  gloomy  street  and  the  crowds  pressing  for  admit- 
tance, but  that  excepted,  nothing  prepares  the  eye  for  the  spectacle 
that  awaits  it  within  ;  the  windows  are  cold  and  dark  as  ever,  and 
the  shadows  of  night  h»ng  undisturbed  upon  them  as  upon  every 
other  part  of  the  building.  Not  so,  however,  in  the  interior.  There 
clusters  of  lamps  shed  a  broad  glare  of  light  from  every  pillar,  pro- 
longing the  reign  of  noontide  wherever  they  are  dispersed.  Their 
rays  fall  upon  grotesque  figures,  and  glance  from  the  marble  beneath 
their  feet  up  to  the  awning  which  is  stretched  across  the  court  so  as 
to  exclude  the  heavy  dews.  Alusic,  too,  resounds  from  every  quar- 
ter, while  hundreds,  or  rather  thousands  of  dancers  are  beating  time 
to  its  measure.  To  the  dancers  the  arcades  are  appropriated  by 
public  notice ;  on  one  side  a  placard  intimates  that  the  ground  below 
IS  sacred  to  Exc(H-e*ax ;  while  on  the  other,  a  similar  announcement 
warns  away  all  those  whom  the  schoolmaster  hnth  not  chastised  into 
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a  knowledge  of  mazurkas.  It  is  in  vain,  however,  to  give  even  a 
faint  idea  of  the  noisy  tumult  that  makes  the  central  court  its  own. 
All  that  Seville  can  furnish  of  tinsel  finery,  of  helmets  and  tin 
breast-plates,  turbans  and  Turkish  garments,  is  here  jumbled  t(>ge- 
tber.  Of  course  there  is  confusion  worse  confounded,  with  a  ven- 
geance, but  that  is  nothing  to  the  hubbub  that  accompanies  it.  The 
better  to  escape  detection,  every  masker  speaks  in  a  feigned  tone, 
knowing  that  all  disguise  is  in  vain,  if  his  voice  remains  to  betray 
him.      Accordingly,  the  only  sounds  to  be  heard  are  salutations 

S itched  in  a  shrill  falsetto,  and  conversations  maintained  in  the  same 
iscordant  key.  If  any  one  breaks  into  a  laugh,  it  rises  into  a  shriek 
so  painful  to  the  ear  as  to  make  us  doubt  whether  we  are  not  listen- 
ing to  the  voice  of  some  spirit  of  evil  omen.  Add  to  this,  the  mo- 
tionless lips  whence  these  sounds  issue,  and  the  distorted  features  of 
the  masks  themselves,  which  bear  the  human  face  divine  printed  in 
every  variety  of  caricature,  and  the  scene  thus  presented  to  the  spec- 
tator is  one  of  the  most  unnatural  and  startling  that  fancy  can 
picture. 

So,  at  least,  thought  Don  Manuel  Breton,  as  he  wandered  alone 
through  the  crowd.  To  him,  however,  the  scene  was  beginning  to 
lose  its  novelty.  For  the  first  half  hour  he  had  been  sufficiently  en- 
tertained by  watching  the  masks,  and  enjoying  the  unconscious  mis- 
takes into  which  they  fell  by  forgetting  their  assumed  characters. 
He  had  detected  a  couple  of  Turks  in  the  act  of  pledging  each  other 
in  wine  without  fear  of  the  Prophet,  and  it  wiled  away  some  ten 
minutes  to  study  the  movements  of  a  North  American  savage,  who 
wore  green  spectacles,  and  danced  quadrilles  to  perfection.  Never- 
theless his  interest  as  a  mere  spectator  was  rapidly  cooling,  and  he 
was  preparing  to  quit  the  veiled  throng,  when  his  steps  were  arrest- 
ed by  the  appearance  of  a  figure  which  instantly  engrossed  his  un- 
divided attention.  It  was  that  of  a  lady  who,  like  himself,  seemed 
rather  a  spectator  than  a  partaker  in  the  amusements  of  the  evening. 
In  deference,  however,  to  the  universal  custom,  she  wore  a  mask, 
and  was  simply  but  elegantly  attired  in  the  costume  of  a  Serraniia  or 
mountaineer.  The  dress  selected  was  one  admirably  adapted  to 
show  off  her  fine  form  to  the  greatest  advantage.  Its  tightly  fitting 
vest  concealed  none  of  the  proportions  of  the  bust,  while  the  short 
skirts  disclosed  a  foot  and  ankle  that  a  sculptor  would  have  prized 
for  a  model. 

As  she  passed  close  to  him,  leaning  upon  the  arm  of  a  tall 
cavalier,  it  was  the  thought  of  Don  Manuel,  that  never  among  his 
countrywomen — ^though  grace  be  the  companion  of  their  steps — ^had 
he  beheld  a  foot  fall  so  lightly  and  so  freely. 

The  pair  thus  introduced  to  us  sauntered  carelessly  from  group  to 

froup,  addressing  themselves  to  none,  but  replying  with  great  good 
umour  whenever  some  inquisitive  masker  held  them  at  bay.  At  a 
little  distance  followed  our  hero ;  who,  devoured  by  an  uncontrolla- 
ble interest  in  their  proceedings,  found  hintself  treading  in  their  foot- 
steps as  their  shadow.  They  paused  at  length  upon  reaching  a  spot  too 
remote  from  the  laugh  and  the  jest  to  have  many  occupants.  Here, 
after  conversing  for  a  few  moments  in  low  tones,  they  separated ; 
the  cavalier  hastily  withdrawing,  while  his  companion  retired  to  a 
seat  commanding  a  view  of  the  dancers.    Now  was  the  moment  for 
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opening  an  acquaintance  with  the  fair  stranger,  for  so  unexpected  an 
mportunity  might  never  occur  again.  Availing  himself,  therefore, 
n  the  licence  denied  to  none  at  such  seaBons,  Don  Alanuel  hesitated 
K)t  to  approach  and  uccost  her, 

"  Thou  wilt  permit  me  to  sit  beside  thee,  Serranita  ?  " 
.  **With  much  pleasure,"  she  re])lied,  "though  I  am  surprised  that 

r  me  tJiou  leavest  the  beauties  in  the  saloon.     Thou  knowest  me, 
frchance  ?  " 

"  There  are  few  of  ray  acquaintances  whom  I  cannot  strip  of  their 
losest  disguise,  and  thou  art  not  one  of  these.  Wilt  thou  be  pleased 
ben  to  remove  that  envious  mask,  since  neither  thou  nor  I  have 

cret*  to  penetrate  ?  " 

"  It  is  not  every  one  who  can  defy  with  impunity  the  world's  gaze 
IS  thou  dost,"  was  the  reply  of  the  unknown. 

"  Thanks,  gracious  Serranita,"  said  our  hero.   "  Then  thou  know- 
it  me.?" 

"  Yes,  by  sight.     They  tell  me  thou  art  a  poet.     Wilt  thou  make 

e  some  verses  >  " 

"  Give  me  a  theme,"  said  Don  Rlanuel,  rising  into  the  enthusiaa- 
ic;  "  or  stay,  let  that  theme  be  the  charms  thy  ma«k  conceals,  and 
'.  a^k  but  one  glance  to  translate  them  into  words." 

"  What !  art  thou  a  poet,  and  must  needs  consult  thy  eyes  in  or- 
er  to  spur  thy  fancy.  Why,  the  muse  thy  tribe  adores  is,  accord- 
ng  to  tnera,  arrayed  in  every  excellence  under  the  sun,  and  yet  I  '11 
ngage  that  not  one  of  them  has  ever  seen  her  across  the  street,  far 
*B  face  to  face.  Canst  thou  not,  then,  do  the  same  for  me,  though 
lou  teest  me  not  But,  believe  ine,  ray  interest  and  thine  are  op- 
ened to  the  gratification  of  thy  wishes.  As  long  as  I  remain  thus 
lirouded,  I  am  sure  of  hearing  flattering  phrases  and  smooth 
jeeches,  to  which  I  am  not  always  accustomed;  but  take  away 
lis  friendly  shade,"  she  said,  pointing  to  her  mask,  "and  then  fare- 
rell  to  thy  illusion  and  mine." 

•'  Serranita,  this  will  not  persuade  me  that  anything  but  modesty 
irevents  thee  from  unmasking.  Thou  ugly  I  I  would  stake  my 
ife  to  the  contrary.  Yet  there  is  one  reason  why  I  should  be  sorry 
o  see  thee  unmasked." 

"  WTiat  is  it  ?  " 

"  I  should  be  compelled  to  renounce  the  affectionate  Intro  that 
lour  passes  between  us.  How  delightful  to  address  thee  in  the  style 
>f  the  most  intimate  friends,  as  a  brother,  or  a  lover  i  " 

"  And  were  I  so  indiscreet,"  said  the  Serranita,  "  as  to  reveal  my- 
lelf,  thou  wouldst  scarce  have  time  to  falter  out  a  freezing  rf  /<«  piet 
ie  uxted.  Wilt  thou  be  more  indulgent  than  the  rest  of  mankind,  to 
irhom  ugliness  is  the  greatest  crime  of  a  woman.* " 

"  Oh !  I  am  quite  of  another  disposition,"  was  his  reply.  "  I 
va  not  one  of  those  who  fly  from  an  ugly  woman  as  from  a  raging 
ion  ;  and  believe  me,  wert  thou  as  odious  or  frightful  as  I  believe 
fliee  to  be  the  reverse,  I  should  not  worship  thee  the  less.  Could  I 
Forget  the  melody  of  thy  voice,  or  the  sweetness  of  thy  manner,  or 
he  grace  that  reigns  in  thy  movements  —  could  I  forget  these  ? 
Impossible.  But  where  is  the  ugliness  with  which  thou  wouldst 
terrify  me  ?  I  do  not  see  it  in  the  elegance  of  thy  shape,  or  in  the 
>eaaty  of  thy  hand.     Surely  it  docs  not  reside  in  that  fairy-hkc  foot. 
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or  those  flashing  eyes,  still  less  in  the  dark  hair  that  clusters  round 
thy  snowy  throat,  or  in  the  smile  that  hangs  on  thy  lips ;  for  these 
also  have  I  seen,  in  spite  of  thy  mask." 

"  Nevertheless,  be  assured  that  thou  wilt  be  horror-struck  if  I 
discover  myself." 

"  That  is  impossible,  Serranita,  for  I  have  seen  every  feature  — 
no,"  he  said,  checking  himself,  "  the  nose  is  the  only  one  I  have  not 
seen ;  but  with  those  eyes,  that  mouth,  and  that  figure,  I  care  not 
how  shapeless  it  be — yes,  I  repeat,  were  it  a  monstrous  blot  upon 
thy  charms,  I  should  be  as  devoted  to  it  as  to  them.  Wilt  thou  not 
unmask  then  ?  —  or  must  I  be  a  suppliant  at  thy  feet  for  the  £ftvour 
I  beg  ?  " 

"  Thou  wilt  repent  thy  indiscretion,"  urged  the  stranger. 

Had  Don  Manuel  read  Shakspeare,  he  would  have  exclaimed^  like 
Claudio, 

"  I  '11  hold  my  mind,  wert  thou  an  Ethiop." 

It  was  in  a  similar  vein,  however,  that  he  said,  "  I  will  abide  the 
consequences,  whatever  they  be." 

"Enough,  enough,"  replied  the  unknown;  "thou  shalt  see  me 
without  my  mask,  but  thy  hands  alone  must  remove  it;  by. thyself 
shall  thy  ungovemed  impatience  be  chastised." 

"  Thanks,  thanks,  fair  Serranita,"  he  said.  ••  Envy  me,  ye  less 
favoured  mortals.  Give  me  the  lyre,  O  muses !  At  this  moment  I 
am  inspired ! " 

"  At  this  moment  thou  art  a  madman,  and  the  next  moment  thou 
wilt  be  a  fool,"  was  the  flattering  reply,  which  in  his  eagerness  to 
behold  the  speaker  he  heeded  not. 

"  Vexation  !  I  cannot  untie  this  knot:  let  me  cut  it.  Ah !  how 
beauti — " 

The  concluding  syllable  died  away  on  his  lips.  In  full  view  was 
a  nose,  not  of  the  pigmy  kind  that  we  mortals  generally  wear,  but 
one  whose  gigantic  style  of  architecture  would  have  added  dignity, 
if  not  grace,  to  the  front  of  a  Cyclops.  There  it  stood  in  the  centre 
of  that  radiant  countenance,  the  monarch  of  all  it  surveyed,  display- 
ing such  a  luxuriance  of  growth  as  bespoke  extraordinary  careless- 
ness on  the  part  of  the  cultivator,  who  had  thus  suflered  it  to  run  to 
seed.     The  line  of  Quevedo, 

'*  Erase  un  hombre  &  una  nariz  pegado," 

gives  but  a  poor  notion  of  the  relations  between  it  and  its  possessor. 
For  some  moments  following  his  rash  discovery,  the  eyes  of  our 
hero  performed  the  office  of  his  tongue.  At  length,  finding  it  abso. 
lutely  necessarjf  to  say  something,  he  made  a  desperate  attempt  at  a 
few  phrases  of  gallantry,  but  all  in  vain.  Confusedly  they  came 
forth ;  in  fact  he  knew  not  what  he  was  saying,  and  spoke  as  inco- 
herently as  if  the  human  steeple  he  was  gazing  at  was  in  reality  one 
nodding  over  his  head,  and  about  to  crush  him  to  the  earth.  For- 
tunately for  his  embarrassment,  the  Serranita,  who  doubtless  was 
hardened  by  sad  experience  to  such  scenes,  laughed  loud  and  long, 
in  evident  enjoyment  of  his  perplexity.  Far  from  resenting  the  look 
of  horror  and  blank  disappointment  with  which  he  regarded  her,  it 
seemed  to  gratify  her  rather  than  otherwise.    The  longer  she  laughed 
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the  higher  rose  our  hero'g  courage,  his  ideas  at  the  same  lime  re- 
turning to  a  convalescent  state,  the  first  symptom  of  which  was  to 
descry  an  imaginary  friend  in  an  uniinown  passer-by.  Under  pre- 
tence, therefore,  of  having  something  important  to  communicate,  he 
bastily  arose,  and,  without  casting  another  look  at  the  portentous 
unmasked,  muttered  between  his  teeth  an  icy  "  li  lus  pics  de  usted," 
mnd  ingloriously  betook  himself  to  flight. 

Shame  and  mortification  added  wings  to  his  feet.  Turning  neither 
to  the  right  hand  nor  to  the  left,  lest  a  chance  side-glance  should 
reveal  the  hateful  ntise,  he  shot  swiftly  forwards,  haunted  by  an  in- 
definable dread  of  something  terrible  to  be  encountered  by  looking 
back,  and  only  to  be  shunned  by  speed  of  foot.  A  few  steps  brought 
him  to  the  thickest  of  the  throng, — another  sent  hiui  into  the  centre 
of  a  quadrille  party.  An  earthquake  could  not  have  wrought  direr 
miiihaps  than  he  did  as  he  worked  his  way  through  it.  Those  who 
vrere  tripping  it  on  the  fantastic  toe  found  tliemselves  on  a  sudden 
unceremoniously  tripped  up,  and  rolling  fantastically  on  the  hard 
marble  pavement.  As  for  the  author  of  their  overthrow,  he  was  un- 
consciously pursuing  his  way  with  the  air  of  a  conqueror;  breast- 
plates and  helmets,  ruined  past  a  tinsmith's  skill,  clashing  at  his 
feet ;  while  his  path  was  strewed  with  roses  (artificial)  from  the 
hair  of  affrighted  maidens.  Regardless  of  these,  and  a  thousand 
other  impediments,  he  made  no  pause  until  he  reached  the  outer 
door.  There  Don  Manual  stopped,  too  breathless  and  faint  to  dive 
into  the  darkness  beyond,  where  for  ever  would  he  gladly  have  en- 
tombed himself  and  his  agitated  spirits.  His  purpose  changed, 
however,  as  the  cool  midnight  air  flowing  into  the  heated  rooms 
awakened  calmer  thoughts  in  his  bewildered  brain.  The  result  of 
these  deliberations  was  to  suggest  that  he  felt  hungry — exceedingly 
Lungry.  He  was  in  no  mood  to  contest  the  point,  and  therefore 
turned  away  from  the  door,  and  with  a  slow  and  sober  pace  bent 
his  steps  towards  the  refreshment  room.  Throwing  himself  into  a 
chair  beside  one  of  the  nearest  tables,  he  took  up  the  bill  of  fare,  and 
began  to  study  it  with  great  zeal.  Nevertheless  the  past  still  en- 
grossed his  thoughts ;  for  the  waiter,  whom  he  had  summoned  upon 
entering,  had  to  report  himself  twice  before  the  purport  of  his  words 
was  clearly  understood. 

"  Ah  !  what  do  I  wish  to  take .''     Hum — bring  me — a  nose." 

"  Sorry  we  have  no  noses,"  said  the  attendant ;  "  but  there  are 
nine  excellent  tongues  at  your  service." 

"  Nonsense,"  replied  Don  ^lonuel.     "  Vamos  a  ver,"  he  added; 

bring  me  some  JamoH  de  Aslurias,"  which  was  accordingly  set  be- 
Tor  him. 

While  the  pangs  of  hunger  were  being  appeased,  those  of  memory 

Krew  less  sharp  ;  each  mouthful  of  savoury  ham  that  disappeared 
om  view  falling  like  balm  upon  his  vexed  thoughts,  and  helping  to 
!>anish  some  compunctious  visitings  regarding  broken  vows  and  a 
deserted  phenomenon. 
"  Wonderful  are  the  works  of  Nature  ! "  was  his  inward  remark, 
he  replenished  his  plate  for  the  third  time  ;  "  but  never  was  she 
|o  wonderful  or  so  false  as  in  this  case,  never.  As  for  the  usual 
ipecimens  of  her  fancy  which  deform  our  streets,  she  seems  to  have 
>een  merely  trying  her  hand  at  something  new,  and  to  have  sent 
hetn  into  tiie  world  in  disgust  at  her  failure.     But  this  is  quite  on- 
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other  thing.  To  chisel  out  a  form  of  exquisite  grace,  and  when  no- 
thing but  a  single  stroke  was  wanting  to  make  it  faultless — to  stay 
her  hand,  and  pronounce  her  work  perfect,  is  very  inexcusable  in 
Nature — I  'm  not  sure  whether  it  isn't  a  decided  case  of  malice  pre- 

f tense  against  the  feelings  of  her  children  — and  then  to  make  ua 
ancy  it  all  loveliness,  and  to  entrap  us  into  loving  it,  and  bestowing 
on  it  honied  sentences !     Fool  that  I  was,  to  be  so  taken  in  I " 

As  remembrance  thus  touched  upon  the  part  he  had  so  recently 
played,  Don  Manuel  groaned  aloud,  and  gnashed  his  teeth  in  a  most 
violent  manner,  whereby  a  choice  morsel  of  ham  came  to  an  untimely 
end ;  but,  this  outbreak  over,  his  reflections  by  degrees  rolled  back 
to  their  former  channel. 

"  Well,  the  fault  is  not  mine,  but  Nature's ;  and,  to  speak  the 
truth,  I  am  afraid  that  now-a-days  she  has  turned  a  swindler — ^yea, 
a  low  swindler.  But  if  she  has  done  me  once,  it  shall  only  be  once ; 
for  if  she  makes  another  attempt  to  impose  on  me,  I  '11  immediately 
get  up  a  society  for  putting  her  down.     So  let  her  beware." 

With  this  consoling  reflection,  and  the  aid  of  sundry  vasos  of  Jtfan- 
zanilla,  our  hero's  past  adventure  faded  from  his  thoughts  at  th« 
moment  that  some  one  proceeded  to  occupy  a  chair  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  table.  This  of  itself  was  not  enough  to  attract  his  atten- 
tion ;  but  when  a  long  black  shadow  crossed  the  board,  and  fell  upon 
his  plate,  he  lifted  up  his  eyes  with  a  mingled  feeling  of  awe  and 
amazement.  Powers  of  grace !  it  was  the  nose.  Confronting 
him  with  all  its  artillery  of  charms,  and  apparently  in  the  hap- 
piest humour  with  itself  and  every  one,  its  bright  eyes  sparkling 
with  smiles  appeared  to  invite  a  renewal  of  the  conversation  so 
abruptly  terminated  in  the  ball-room.  By  its  side  stood  the  tall 
cavalier  we  have  alluded  to  before,  now  rather  thrown  into  the 
background,  and  immovable  and  grave  as  a  statue. 

To  start  up,  with  the  intention  of  again  escaping,  was  the  first 
impulse  of  Don  Manuel,  after  recovering  from  his  astonishment ;  but 
his  strength  failed  him  as  the  nose,  wreathed  in  a  most  fascinating 
smile,  inquired  if  he  was  going  away  without  inviting  it  to  sup. 

"Can  the  force  of  audacity  go  further!"  thought  he,  as  he  sank 
back  in  his  chair  in  a  state  of  petrifaction.  "  To  invite  itself  to  sup 
with  me  ! — me,  whom  it  has  tricked  beyond  endurance — whom  it  hat 
seen  escaping  from  its  presence  as  from  an  accursed  thing — to  claim 
me  as  a  friend  !  And  then  the  cool  familiarity  of  its  manner :  de- 
cidedly nothing  human  would  have  acted  so.  Have  I  committed  some 
crime,  and  is  this  "  goblin  damn'd  "  sent  to  follow  me  wherever  I 
go,  as  a  punishment  for  my  sins  ?  Nothing  more  likely.  I  have 
heard  of  the  evil  eye  that  haunts  people  to  their  graves,  and  this 
must  be  a  variety  of  the  same  tribe,  —  an  evil  nose,  whose  duty  is 
to  meet  me  unexpectedly  at  the  corners  of  streets  and  in  lone  places, 
and  to  lean  over  my  shoulder  amid  crowds,  and  make  my  life  a  chain 
of  miseries.  Pero  venga  loque  venga,  I  defy  its  powers !  and  if  it  be 
of  flesh,"  he  muttered,  grasping  his  knife,  and  waving  it  aloft,  "  bit- 
terly shall  it  repent  this  presumption." 

Probably  the  nose  descried  the  sanguinary  complexion  of  his 
musings ;  for  as  his  uplifted  knife  carv^  the  air  in  dangerous  vici- 
nity, it  drew  back  with  some  precipitation,  doubtless  unwiUing  to 
be  cut  down  in  the  flower  of  its  youth. 
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I  ah&ll  not  cause  you  much  expense,"  were  its  next  words :  "  a 
t  of  jyvic he  a  la  ramana,  and  nuthing  more." 

Thank  heaven !  it  is  flesh  and  blood  nfter  all,"  thought  Don  Ma- 
;  "  for  I  never  heard  of  ghosts  bein/^  addicted  to  liquor.    Little 
zy,  however,  shall  I  show  it,  for  none  it  deserves  for  this  imper* 
nl  freetloro." 

Srfiorita,"  he  replied,  "  I  shall  be  delighted  to  offer  you  anything 

choose  to  take  ;  but,  pardon  me,"  he  added,  in  tones  most  cut- 

•ly  bland,  "  will  that  nose  permit  a  glass  to  reach  your  lips  ?  " 

tnnge   to  say,   the  kindly  interest   exhibited  in  the  question 

td  only  to  augment  the  cheerfulness  of  his  opposite,  who  Jaugh- 

ly  requested  him  to  be  under  no  uneasiness  on  that  account. 

But,  talking  of  glasses,"  she  continued,  "had  you  stood  before 

ere  enacting  the  runaway,  you  might  have  furnished  yourself 

b  a  capital  picture  of  horror.     Being  a  poet,  your  fancy  might 

e  gleaned  something  new  for  dying  scenes  and  speechless  emo- 

is.     You  do  not  object  to  copying  from  yourself,  do  you  ?  " 

juite  unpardonable  was  its  assurance  in  daring  even  to  address 

a;  but  this  style  of  being  facetious  upon  the  awkward  display  he 

I  made  was  doubly  aggravating,  and  accordingly  it  stirred  up 

:hin  our  hero  the  lowest  deeps  of  his  virtuous  indignation. 

'  What !  to  be  treated  with  levity  by  a  monstrosity  like  this ! — a 

ng  disowned  by  humanity  ! — it,  that  day  after  day  should  be  sad 

1  silent,  conscious  of  being  an  outcast  from  kind  feelings, — it,  that 

>uld  laugh  at  the  shadow  of  a  jest  upon  its  own  deformity,  and  be 

mkful  for  the  honour  done  it, — that  should  stand  afar  off  from  the 

lints  of  men,  whose  image  it  libels,— it  to  forget  its  place,  and  in- 

ide  among  the  well-proportioned  and  unblemished  as  an  equal, — 

y,  to  launch  its  jest  at  one  of  them  !     That  is  a  crime  against  so- 

ty  too  deep  to  be  forgiven,  and  therefore,"  said  our  hero  to  him- 

if,  "  I  owe  it  as  a  duty  to  myself  and  society  to  humble  its  inso- 

ice.     I  shall  see  if  I  cannot  bring  it  to  a  proper  sense  of  its  mis- 

nduct. — I  believe,  Semrila"  he  said  aloud,  "  you  have  a  taste  for 

ctry  ?  " 

"You  are  not  mistaken,"  said  the  Serranita.  "  Will  you  not  fa- 
•ur  us  with  a  specimen  of  your  muse  ?  Pray  translate  into  words 
e  charms  my  mask  concealed." 

"  Hum — that  is  beyond  my  powers  ;  but  allow  me,  instead,  to  re- 
fat  a  charming  epigram  of  Alcazar.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  insinuate 
lything;  but  it  warns  us  to  be  on  our  guard  against  every  face 
hose  nose  is — rather  strongly  developed." 

Having  received  the  requisite  permission,  he  then  repeated  the 
Dowing  lines: — 

''  Lady  fair,  no  whisper  goes 
To  ask  whence  springs  the  nose 
Thai  IVorn  ihy  snowy  brow  descends  ! 
llul  leil,  oh !  tell  us  where  il  eiids. 

What  I  wondrous  more  I  thou  canst  not  tell? 
Then  be  it  mine  office  to  conjecture 
That  so  interminable  u  feature. 
Where'er  it  sprung,  ciiimvi  end  rccU" 

With  the  last  line  of  the  preceding  efl'usion  parting  from  his  lips. 
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Don  Manuel  directed  a  look  at  the  delinquent  organ,  in  expectation 
of  seeing  it  convulsed  by  all  the  agonies  of  remorse,  or  at  least  blush, 
ing  a  repentant  crimson.  But  nothing  of  the  kind  followed.  Far 
from  being  downcast,  the  object  of  his  wrath,  though  nearly  breath- 
less from  laughter,  was  loud  in  praises  of  his  taste. 

"  Very  go<^,  indeed,"  it  said.  " '  Where  it  ends ' — capital !  Really 
you  are  so  amusing  to-night,  Don  Manuel,  -that  I  must  reward  you 
Dy  showing  •  where  it  ends.' " 

So  saying,  the  unknown  raised  her  hand  to  her  head,  and  quick 
as  thought  the  nose  fell  from  its  place,  and  lay  on  the  table  before 
our  hero.  How  shall  we  paint  his  confusion  and  desperation  of 
mind  as  he  gazed  on  the  astounding  sight,  and  recalled  the  rudeness 
and  unfeeling  discourtesy  of  his  previous  conduct? 

"Pecadur  de  mi ! "  he  exclaimed,  "  it  is  of  pasteboard — it  is  false, 
and  the  real  one  is  not  less  perfect  than  the  other  features  of  her 
face.  Oh,  SeRorita  !  "  burst  from  his  lips  in  the  most  penitent  ac- 
cents, and  rushing  forward,  he  was  proceeding  to  throw  himself  at 
her  feet  to  sue  for  pardon,  to  bewail  his  indiscretion  in  the  most  ab- 
ject terms  within  the  reach  of  language ;  but  a  gesture  of  impatience 
on  the  part  of  the  unknown,  blasted  all  his  hopes.  Rising  from  her 
seat,  and  taking  the  arm  of  her  companion,  she  quitted  the  room 
with  a  slow  and  dignified  step,  very  unlike  the  former  precipitate 
retreat  of  Don  Manuel,  of  whom  she  took  no  farther  notice  than  by 
coldly  bestowing  on  him  a  repelling  "  beso  d  utted  la  mono." 

If  for  the  rest  of  the  night  our  hero  wandered  he  knew  not  where, 
with  no  clear  perception  of  anything ;  and  if,  on  courting  repose,  he 
dreamt  of  being  stabbed  to  the  heart  by  a  sabre-like  nose,  wnich,  as 
he  gasped  his  last,  changed  into  a  lovely  ballet-dancer,  who  made 
his  dying  frame  its  stage,  and  indulged  in  pirouettes  on  the  extreme 
tip  of  his  own  nasal  feature ;  though  his  medical  adviser  might 
ascribe  such  unwholesome  visions  to  indigestion,  yet  it  is  more  pro- 
bable that  the  origin  of  his  malady  might  be  traced  to  the  Lonja  of 
Seville.  

HOPE. 

BT  JESAIAS  RUMPLEB  VON   LOEWENTHALT." 

Thoucb  ice  and  snow,  Let  thunder  roar. 

Where'er  we  go,  And  hailstorm  pour 

Both  land  and  water  cover,  Its  ravage  o'er  the  plain ; 

Soon  early  Spring  His  exile  past, 

Will  fragrance  bring.  Returned  at  last. 

Soon  Winter  will  be  over.  The  sun  will  shine  s^n. 

The  stormy  wind  Why  tremble  still? 

Will  shortly  find  Jehovali's  will 

His  surly  reiKn  is  ended :  Shall  leave  us  not  in  sorrow ; 

We  shall  not  kas  And  dark  to-day 

His  blast  severe,  Shall  fade  away 

By  sunny  warmth  defended.  Before  a  bright  to-morrow. 

The  troubled  sea  Hope  in  belief. 

Must  tranquil  be ;  Nor  cherish  grief, 

The  ship,  no  longer  driven  Trust  rather  in  His  power; 

By  angry  wave  Faint  not,  for  He 

ber  crew  shall  save,  Our  friend  will  be 

Be  such  the  will  of  Heaven.  In  sorrow's  lonely  hour. 
•  Lived  about  1633. 


^ 


Ooct  tbcm  think  t)eGauie  thou  art  rirtuou*  there  ih»ll  he  no  more  cakec  and 

" SUAK«PEAll£. 


"  My  friends," — continued  Mr.  Bosky,  atter  an  approving  smack 
the  lips,  "  Ileal  en  bkss  his  hoHoiir  !  "  and  "  '1  hanks,  my  kind 
ttrest  J  manif  happy  reliirns  of  St.  Barltcmtf !  "  had  testified 
S  ballad-singer's  hearty  relish  and  gratitude  for  the  refreshing 
aught  over  which  he  had  just  suspended  his  wetl-seosoned  nose,^ 
"  never  may  the  niuuths  be  stopjied  (except  with  a  cup  of  good 
|uor)  of  these  musical  itinerants,  from  whose  harmonious  doggrel 
curious  history  of  men  and  manners  might  be  gleaned,  to  humour 
e  anti-social  disciples  o(  those  devout  publicntis  who  substituted 
eir  discordant  nasal  twang  for  the  solemn  hju-mony  of  cathedral 
usic  ;  who  altered  St.  Peter's  phrase,  'the  Jiishop  of  your  souls,' 
to  'the  Elder  (!!)  of  your  souls;'  for  'thy  kingdom  come,'  brayed 
hy  Cwnmonnealtk  come  ! '  and  smuggled  the  water  into  their  iitm- 
incheons,  which  they  called  tiTestiing  with  the  spirit,  and  making 
le  enemy  weaker !  '  Show  me  the  popular  ballad*  of  the  time,  and 
will  show  you  the  temper  and  taste  of  the  people.'  ^   I  delight  in  a 


'  '■'■  Thorn:  Brewer,  my  Alui:  ijervant,  through  his  praaeoeu  (u  good   fdlow- 

ipp»,  Imring  attaitiMl   to  a  rvry  rich   and   nibtcunil  noir,    lieiiif;   rejiroved  liy  b 

lend  for  hia  toti  (reiiu<*nt  use  uf  siroiig  drinkfx  and  Mcke,  us  very  pvrniciout  to 

^at  di(t«rop«r  and  iudummuiiun  in  bis  ni>»r.     '  Nay,  faith.'  sayit  he,  *  if  it  will  not 

ulare  lacko,  it  i»  ho  fuue  for  me.' " — L' Eatranffe,  \o.  A7S<     Mr.  Jenkins. 

*  '^ Robin  Coruoience," nn  aurientiiallad.  (su|;ge9iied  by  Lyd^te's  "^London  Lack- 

HMtf,")  6nt  printed  at  EdiMlair^h  in    lt>ti3,  |pves  a  curiuus  picture  o(  Lorulon 

udeimen,  &c.     Hotitn  goet  \m  Courts  hut  rt»«iv'i!s  ceiA  wflixime  ;  thence  to  It'est- 

ituler  Hall.     •*  1 1   were  n<i  Rreut  matter,"  quoth    the  latFt/eri,  **  if  Conwiience 

lite  were  knork'd  (in    ch'  head."     Hi^  visit*  Smithjield,  and  discovera   how  the 

Aor«cc»Mr»rri  "  artfully  ciiervfl  tlirir  **  lame  judt^  "  to  "run  and  kick."     Then 

•ofiff  Imm.  where  the  Itrokrra  hold  lotiscieiice  to  lie  "  Init  noimeuse,"     The  butttr- 

■omen  of  Neiepate  market  cl.iw  him,  unij  llit  takers  bn»wl  at  him.    At  Pge  Corner^ 

coofc,  )(lancing  at   him  "  u»  (he  Devil  did   lixtk  o'er  Lint'olu,"  ilireulena  to  tpit 

int.     The  lalermnt  of  Snme  Jfill  wmM  have  ttttued  him;  the  "^VA.wi»i«j "  of 

"vmagain  Lane  rail  at  him;  lite  Lomlon  Prentices  t.t(  Fleet  A'ir«(,  with  their 

IFAa/  lack  you,  counlrtfmaii  "f  "  oi'Afnyvr  away  from  liitu.     Tlie  "  habentathert, 

flat  sell  hats  ;  the  mercers  and  sUkmeu,  that  live  in  Patemoiler  Hour,"  ail  set 

pon   him.     Ue  receives  no  lietler  treaiineut  in  Cheuptide — A  cheeaemonger  iu 

iread  Street ;  "  the  lads  that  wish  l,ent  were  all  the  year"  in  FUh  Street ;  a  mer- 

haiU  on  tlie  Exchange  ;  the  ''■ffoUanl  girlt"  whose  "  hrave  shops  of  ware  "  were 

'  up  stairs;"  and  the  itraperi  ami  pouUertrt  of  GracecfiurcJi  Street,  to  whom  con- 

cieiice  was  "  Dutch  or  Spanish,"  Uuut  and  jeer  hiiu.     A  trip  to  Soul/itenrk,  the 

iint/'ii  Bench,  and   to   the  Blackman  Street  demireps,  proves  that  "  conscience  ig 

uithing."     In  St,  Geort/e^'  I'ielda,  "  rnokiny  rnnciiLi,'^  playing  at  "  nine  pi'u,"  tell 

litn  to  "  prate  uu  till  he  is  hihirte."     Espying  a  iciniimiit  huni  by.  he  hies  to  the 

Htller,  whose  excuse  for  not  dealing  with  him  was,  ilmt  he  must  steal  out  of  every 

mshcl  "a  pock,  if  iiii[  thrt^  giiUoiis."     C«inscience  then  trudgen  ou  "  to  try  what 

truuid  tcfttll  i'  the  cuuntri/,'"  wliither  we  will  not  follow  hiui. 
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Fiddler's  Fling,  and  revel  in  the  exhilarating  perfume  of  those  odor- 
iferous garlands '  gathered  on  sunshiny  holidays  and  star-twinkling 
nights,  bewailing  how  disappointed  lovers  go  to  sea,  and  how  ro- 
mantic young  lasses  follow  them  in  blue  jackets  and  trowsers !  Nay, 
rather  than  the  tuneful  race  should  be  extinct,  expect  to  see  me  some 
night,  with  my  paper  lantern  and  cracked  spectacles,  singing  you 
woeful  tragedies  to  love-lom  maids  and  cobblers'  apprentices."  < 

And,  carried  away  by  his  enthusiasm  to  the  jesting,  ballad-singing 
days  of  jolly  Queen  Bess,  the  Laureat  of  Little  Britain,  with  a  coun- 
tenance bubbling  with  hilarity,  warbled  con  spirito,  as  a  probationary 
ballad  for  the  Itinerantskip,  (!) 

THE  KNIGHTING  OF  THE  SIRLOIN. 

Elizabeth  Tudor  her  breakfast  would  make 

On  a  pot  of  strong  beer  and  a  pound  of  beefsteak. 

Ere  six  in  the  morning  was  toll'd  by  the  chimes — 

O  the  days  of  Queen  Bess  they  were  merry  old  times  ! 

From  hawking  and  hunting  she  rode  back  to  town. 
In  time  just  to  knock  an  ambassador  down ; 
Toy'd,  trifled,  coquetted,  then  lopp'd  off  a  head ; 
And  at  three  score  and  ten  danced  a  hornpipe  to  bed. 

With  Nicholas  Bacon,*  her  councillor  chief, 
One  day  she  was  dining  on  English  roast  beef; 
That  very  same  day  when  her  Majesty's  Grace  * 
Had  given  Lord  Essex  a  slap  on  the  face. 

My  Lord  Keeper  stared,  as  the  wine-cup  she  kiss'd, 
At  his  sovereign  lady's  superlative  twist, 
And  thought,  thinking  truly  bis  larder  would  squeak, 
He  'd  much  rather  keep  her  a  day  than  a  week. 

>  "  When  I  travelled,"  says  the  Spectator,  "  I  took  a  particular  delight  in  hear- 
ing the  songs  and  fables  that  are  come  from  father  to  son,  and  are  moat  in  v<^gQe 
among  the  common  people  of  the  countries  through  which  I  passed ;  for  it  is  im- 
possiUe  that  anything  should  be  universally  tasted  and  approved  by  a  multitude 
(though  they  are  only  the  rabble  of  a  nation),  which  hath  not  in  it  some  peculiar 
aptness  to  pleats  and  gratify  the  mind  of  man." 

Old  tales,  old  tongs,  and  an  old  jest, 
Our  stomachs  easiliest  digest. 

"  Listen  to  me,  my  lovly  shepherd's  joye. 

And  thou  shalt  heare,  with  mirth  and  mudde  glee. 
Some  prelie  talei,  which,  when  I  was  a  boye. 
My  toothlesse  grandame  oft  hath  told  to  mee." 

*  Love  in  a  Tub,  a  comedy,  by  Sir  George  Etheridge. 

*  When  Queen  Elizabeth  came  to  visit  Sir  Nicholas  Bacon,  Lord  Keeper,  at  his 
new  house  at  Redgrave,  she  observed,  alluding  to  his  corpulency,  that  be  hiid  built 
his  house  too  little  for  him.  "  Not  so,  madam,"  answered  he ;  "  but  your  Big- 
ness has  made  me  too  big  for  my  bouse  I " 

*  The  term  "  your  Grace  "  was  addressed  to  the  English  Sovereign  during  the 
earlier  Tudor  reigns.  In  her  latter  years  Elizabeth  assumed  the  appellation  of 
«  Majetty.'"  The  following  anecdote  comprehends  both  titles.  "  As  Queen  Elisa- 
beth passed  the  streets  in  state,  one  in  the  crowde  cried  first,  '  God  blesse  your 
Xoyall  Majestic  I '  and  then,  '  God  blesse  your  Noble  Grace  ! '  ■  Why,  how  now,' 
sayes  the  Queene, '  am  I  tenne  groates  worse  than  I  was  e'en  now  ?  ' "  The  value 
of  the  old  "  Ryal,"  or  <'  Royall,"  was  10«.,  that  of  the  "  Noble  "  6t.  8d.  The  Em- 
peror Charles  the  Fifth  was  the^s<  crowned  head  that  assumed  the  title  of  "  Ma- 
jetty." 
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"  What  call  you  this  dainty,  ray  very  jfood  lord  ?  " — 
"  The  Loin," — bowing  Jew  till  hh  nose  touch'd  the  board, — 
"And — breath  of  our  uostrils,  and  tight  of  our  eyes  !  ' 
Saving  your  presence,  the  ox  was  a  prize." 

"  Unsheath  me,  mine  host,  thy  Toledo  so  bright. 

Delicious  Sir  Loin  I  I  do  dub  thee  a  knight. 

Be  thine  at  our  banquets  of  honour  the  post ; 

While  the  Quecit  rules  the  realm,  l«t  SirLoin  rule  the  roost! 

And  'tis,  my  Lord  Keeper,  our  royal  belief, 

The  S/mriiard  had  beat,  had  it  not  been  for  beeft 

Let  hira  come  if  he  dare  !  he  shall  sink  !  he  shall  quake  ! 

With  a  duck-ing,  Sir  FrHncis  shall  give  him  a  Drake. 

Thus,  DoD  Whiskerandos,  I  throw  thee  my  glove  ! 
And  now,  raerry  minstrel,  strike  up  '  Lighty  Locc.' 
Come,  pursey  Sir  Nichola"!,  caper  thy  best — 
Dick  Tarltoii  shall  finiih  our  sports  with  a  jest." 

The  virginals  sounded,  Sir  Nicholas  puff'd, 

And  led  forth  tier  tlighness,  high-heel'd  and  be-ruiTd — 

Automaton  dancers  to  musical  chimes  ! 

O  the  days  of  Queen  Bess,  they  were  merry  old  times  I 

i**And  now,  leaving  Nestor  Nightingale  to  propitiate  Uncle  Ti- 
mothy for  this  ballad-singing  interpolation  to  his  Mcrrie  Mtfsteries, 
let  us  return  and  pay  our  respects,  not  to  the  dignified  Ctntiil  Hajnes, 
the  learned  Doctor  Haynes,  but  to  plain  Jtie  Haynes,  the  facetious, 
practical-joking  Droll- Player  of  Bartholoinew  Fair." 

In  the  first  year  of  King  Jaines  the  Second,-  our  hero  set  up  a 
booth  in  Smithfield  Rounds,  where  he  acted  a  new  droll,  called  the 
Whore  of  Babylon,  or  the  Dciii/ and  the  Pope.  Joe  being  sent  for 
by  Judge  Pollixfen,  and  soundty  rated  for  presuming  to  put  the 
pontiff  into  such  bad  company,  replied,  that  he  did  it  out  of  rcspeet 
to  his  Holiness  ;  for  whereas  many  ignorunt  people  believed  the  Pope 
to  be  a  blatant  beast,  with  seven  heads,  ten  horns,  and  a  long  tail, 
like  the  Dragon  of  Wantley's,  according  to  the  description  of  the 
Scotch  Parsons  !   he  proved  him  to  be  a  smart,  comely  old  gentle- 


*  Queen  Elizabeth  issued  an  edict  commaading  every  artist  whn  sbntild  paint 
the  royal  portrait  to  place  her  "  in  a  garden,  witli  a  full  light  upon  her,  and  the 
painter  to  put  any  shadow  in  her  face  at  his  peril !"  Oliver  Cromweli'i  injuiic- 
tions  to  Sir  Peter  Ijely  were  somewhat  dilFerent.  The  knight  waa  desired  to 
transfer  to  his  canvas  all  the  Itlotcliea  and  carbunciea  tliat  blossomed  in  the  Pro- 
Ucwr'i  rooky  physiognomy.     Sir  Joehua  Reynolds, 

( with  fingers  so  lissom. 

Girls  st.art  from  bis  canvas,  and  ask  us  to  kiss  'em  !) 

hnviiig  taken  the  lit>erty  of  mitigating  the  utter  stupidity  of  one  of  his  '^PoUboilert" 
i.  «.  itupid  faces,  and  receiving  from  the  sitter's  fumily  the  reverse  of  approbation, 
exclaimed,  '*  I  have  thrown  u  glimpse  of  meaniny  into  this  fool's  phiz,  and  now 
aone  of  bis  friends  hnotf  hira  !  "  At  another  time.  Laving  painted  too  trite  a  like- 
neia,  it  was  threatened  to  lie  thrown  upon  his  hands,  when  a  polite  note  from  the 
■rtiat,  stating  that,  with  the  additional  appendage  of  a  tail,  it  would  do  admiraldy 
far  »  monAfy,  for  which  he  had  a  commission,  and  requesting  to  know  if  the  por- 
tnat  was  to  be  sent  home  or  nut,  produced  the  desired  effect.  The  picture  was  paid 
for,  and  put  into  the  fire  ! 

'  Antony,  vulgo  Tony  Aston,  a  famous  player,  and  one  of  Joe' i  oontemporariea. 
The  only  portrait  (a  sorry  one)  of  Tony  extant,  is  a  small  oval  in  the  fnmtispieca 
lo  the  FooTi  Optra^  to  which  his  comical  harum-scarum  autobiography  is  prefixed. 
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man,*  in  snow^wliite  canonicals,  and  a  cork-screw  wig.  The  next 
morning  two  bailiffs  arrested  him  for  twenty  pounds,  just  as  the 
fiishop  of  Ely  was  riding  by  in  his  coach.  Quoth  Joe  to  the  bailiffs, 
"  Gentlemen,  here  is  my  cousin,  the  Bishop  of  Ely ;  let  me  but 
speak  a  word  to  him,  and  he  will  pay  the  debt  and  charges."  The 
Bishop  ordered  his  carriage  to  stop,  whilst  Joe  (close  to  his  ear) 
whispered,  "  My  Lord,  here  are  a  couple  of  poor  waverers  who  have 
such  terrible  tcruplex  of  conscience,  that  I  fear  they  '11  hang  them- 
selves."— "  Very  well,"  said  the  Bishop.  So,  calling  to  the  bailiffs,  he 
said,  "  You  two  men,  come  to  me  to-morrow,  and  I'U  satisfy  you." 
The  bailiffs  bowed,  and  went  their  way  ;  Joe  (tickled  in  the  midriff, 
and  hugging  himself  with  his  device)  went  his  way  too.  In  the 
morning  the  bailiffs  repaired  to  the  Bishop's  house.  "  Well,  my 
good  men,"  said  his  reverence,  "  what  are  your  scruples  of  con- 
science ?  " — "  Scruples ! "  replied  the  bailiffs,  "  we  have  no  scruples ! 
We  are  bailiffs,  my  Lord,  who  yesterday  arrested  your  cousin  Joe 
Haynes  for  twenty  pounds.  Your  Lordship  promised  to  satisfy  us 
to-day,  and  we  hope  you  will  be  as  good  as  your  word."  The  Bishop, 
to  prevent  any  further  scandal  to  his  name,  immediately  paid  the 
debt  and  charges. 

The  following  theatrical  adventure  occurred  during  his  pilgrimage 
to  the  well-known  shrine, 

"  Which  at  Loretto  dwelt  in  wax,  xtone,  wood. 
And  in  a  fair  white  wig  look'd  wondrous  fine." 

It  was  St  John's  day,  and  the  devout  people  of  the  parish  had 
built  a  stage  in  the  body  of  the  church,  for  the  representation  of  a 
trt^edy  called  the  Decollation  of  the  Baptist.^    Joe  had  the  good 


>  Catholidsm,  tbon(;h  it  enjoined  penance  and  mortification,  was  no  enemy,  at 
appointed  saasons,  to  mirth.  Hers  were  merry  saints,  for  they  always  brm^^t 
with  them  a  holiday.  A  right  jovial  prelate  was  the  Pope  who  first  invented  the 
Camiral !  On  that  joyful  festival  racks  and  thumbscrews,  fire  and  faggots,  were 
put  by ;  whips  and  hair-shirts  exchanged  for  lute*  and  dominos ;  and  music  in- 
spired equally  their  diversions  and  devotions. 

*  The  Chester  Mysteries,  written  by  Handle  or  Ralph  Higden,  a  Benedictine  of 
St.  Werburg's  Abbey  in  that  city,  were  first  performed  during  the  mayoralty  of 
John  Amewap,  who  filled  that  office  from  1268  to  1276,  at  the  cost  and  charges  of 
the  diflferent  trading  companies  therein.  They  were  acted  in  Englith("  made  into 
partes  and  pagiantes")  instead  of  in  Latin,  and  played  on  Monday,  Tuesday,  and 
Wednesday  in  Whitsun  week.  The  companies  begaa  at  the  abbey  gates,  and  when 
the  first  pageant  was  concluded,  the  moveable  stage  ("  a  high  scaffolde  with  two 
rowmes;  a  higher  and  a  lower,  upon  four  wheeles")  was  wheeled  to  the  High 
Cross  before  the  Mayor,  and  then  onward  to  every  street,  so  that  each  street  had 
its  pageant.  "  The  Harrowing  of  Bell "  is  one  of  the  most  ancient  Miracle  Playi 
in  our  language.  It  is  as  old  as  the  reign  of  Edward  the  Third,  if  not  older.  The 
Prologue  and  Epilogue  were  delivered  in  his  own  person  by  the  actor  who  had  the 
part  of  the  Saviour.  In  1378,  the  Scholars  of  St.  Paxil's  presented  a  petition  to 
Richard  the  Second,  praying  him  to  prohibit  some  '^inexpert  people"  from  pre- 
senting the  Hittory  of  the  Old  Testament,  to  the  serious  prejudice  of  their  elergg, 
who  had  been  at  great  expense  in  order  to  represent  it  at  Chrutmat.  Un  the  18th 
July,  1390.  the  Parish  Clerks  of  London  played  Religious  Interludes  at  the  Skin- 
ners* Well,  in  Clerkenwell,  which  lasted  three  days.  In  1409,  they  performed  The 
Creation  of  the  World,  which  continued  eight  days.  On  one  side  of  the  lowest 
platform  of  these  primitive  stages  was  a  dark  pitchy  cavern,  whence  issued  fire  and 
flames,  and  the  bowlings  of  souls  tormented  by  demons.  The  latter  occasionally 
showed  their  grinning  faces  through  the  mouth  of  the  cavern,  to  the  terrible  de- 
light of  the  spectators  !     The  Pattion  of  Our  Saviour  was  the  first  dramatic  spec- 
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enter  just  as  the  actors  were  leavinp  ofF  "their  damnable 
,*'  and  going  to  begin.  They  had  pitched  upon  an  ill-looking 
butcher  for  King  Herod,  upon  whose  chuckle  head  a  gilt 
.board  crown  glittered  gloriously  by  the  candle-light;  an<l,  as 
as  he  had  seated  himself  in  a  ricketty  old  wicker  chair,  rndinnt 
faded  finery,  that  servetl  him  for  a  throne,  the  orchestra  (three 
»nd  a  fiddle)  struck  up  a  merry  tune,  and  a  young  dam.tel  began 
shake  her  heels,  that,  with  the  help  of  a  little  imagination,  our 
!  come<lian  might  have  fancied  himself  in  his  old  quarters  at  St. 
holouiew,  or  Sturhridgc  Fair.^ 

le  dance  over.  King  Ilcrod,  with  a  vast  profusion  of  barn-iloor 
Bty,  marched  towards  the  damsel,  and  in  "  very  choice  Italian  " 
ch  the  purxou  of  the  parish  composed  for  the  occasion,  and  we 
^Luslated)  thus  complimented  her  : 

"  Bewiichitig  maiden  !  dancing  sprite  1 
I  like  thy  graceful  motion: 
Ask  any  boon,  and,  honour  bright! 
] I  is  at  Iby  devolion." 

daiueiijie,  after  whispering  to  a  safiron-complexioned  crone,  who 
>d  Hcrodias,  fell  down  U]>on  both  knees,  and  pointing  to  the 
Ml.  a  grave  old  farmer  !  exclaimed, 

^h  "  If,  sir,  intending  wliai  you  saj, 

^H  Your  Mnje.vty  don't  Halter, 

^H  I  would  the  Biiptht's  head  lo-day 

^F  Were  brought  me  in  a  plalter.'' 

bluff  butcher  looked  about  him  as  sternly  as  one  of  Elkanah's  * 
ering  heroes,  and,  after  taking  a  fierce  stride  or  two  across  the 
I  to  vent  his  royal  choler,  vouchs.afed  this  reply, 

1^^  "  Fair  cruel  maiil,  recall  thy  wish, 

^^L  U  pmy  think  better  of  it  1 

^^^^H  I  'd  rather  abdicate  thai^  dish 

^^^^K  The  cranium  of  my  prophet." 

Btill  continued  pertinacious  and  positive. 


■cted  in  .KitmUn,  in  the  reign  nf  King  John  the  Second.  The  actor's  name 
,eitgi»  who  trill  to  pierce  ibe  »i<ie  of  the  person  on  the  croM.  Heated  by  the 
llMin  of  the  scene,  he  plunged  his  Inni-e  into  thnt  pemim's  body,  and  killed 

The  King,  shocked  at  the  brutality  of  Lengis,  slew  him  with  his  scimetar ; 

the  audience,  enm^ed  at  the  death  of  their  farourite  actor,  wound  up  this 
ra|^y  by  cutting  ntf  his  Majesty's  head  ! 

lotirbridge,  or  Sturbridge  Fair,  originHted  in  a  grant  from  King  .lohn  to  the 
al  of  lepers  at  that  pUce.  By  a  charter  in  the  thirtieth  year  of  Henry  the 
h,  the  fair  was  granted  to  the  magistmles  and  corpomti'in  of  Cambridge.  In 
it  became  to  popular,  that  hackney  conches  attendetl  it  from  London  ;  and  in 
times,  mil  less  than  airtij  toaches  plied  ibere^     In  1 706  and  17B7,  the  "  l^*rd 

Tap,"  dressed  in  a  red  livery,  with  «  string  over  bis  ihonlders,  from  whenc« 
ded  fjAgutt  nnd  fonsellt^  cnlered  nil  the  bixilhs  where  ale  wo*  sold,  to  deter* 
irbetber  it  was  tit  l>evemge  for  the  visitors.  In  1788,  Flockton  exhibited  at 
ridge  fair.     The  foUuwing  lines  were  printed  on  bis  bills  : — 

'<  To  raise  the  s<ni]  by  means  of  wiwid  and  wire. 
To  !Cre«r  the  fancy  up  a  few  pegs  higher ; 
In  miniature  to  show  the  world  at  large. 
As  folks  conceive  a  ship  who  've  seen  a  bnrge. 
This  is  the  scope  nf  all  our  actiirs'  play, 
Who  hope  their  icimien  aims  will  not  be  thrown  away  !  " 
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"  Your  royal  word 's  not  worth  a  fig, 
If  thus  iu  flams  you  glory ; 
I  claim  your  promise  for  my  jig, 
The  Baptitt's  upper  story." 

This  satirical  sally  put  the  imperial  butcher  upon  his  mettle ;  he  bit 
his  thumbs,  scratched  his  carrotty  pole,  paused ;  and,  thinking  he 
had  lighted  on  a  loop-hole,  grumbled  out  widi  stiff-necked  pro- 
fundity, 

"  A  wicked  oath,  like  sixpence  crack'd, 
Or  pie-crust,  may  be  bn^en." 

The  damsel,  however,  was  "  down  upon  him  "  before  he  could  arti- 
ctilate  "  Jack  Robinson,"  with 

"  But  not  the  promise  of  a  King, 
Which  is  a  royal  token." 

This  polished  off  the  rough  edges  of  his  Majesty's  misgivings,  and 
the  decollation  of  John  the  Baptist  followed  ;  but  the  good  people, 
resolving  to  make  their  martyr  some  small  amends,  permitted  his 
representative  to  receive  absolution  from  a  portly  priett  who  stood 
as  a  spectator  at  one  comer  of  the  stage ;  while  the  two  soldiers  who 
had  decapitated  him  in  e£Bgy,  with  looks  full  of  contrition,  threw 
themselves  into  the  confessionaj,  and  implored  the  ghostly  father  to 
assign  them  a  stiff  penance  to  expiate  their  guilt.  Thus  ended  this 
tragedy  of  tragedies,  which,  with  all  due  deference  to  Jo^s  veracity, 
we  suspect  to  nave  had  its  origin  in  Bartholomem  fair, 

Joe  Haynes  shuffled  off  his  comical  coil  on  Friday,  the  4th  of 
April  1701.  The  Smithfield  muses  mourned  his  death  in  an  elegy,< 
a  rare  broadside,  with  a  black  border,  "  printed  for  J.  B.  near  the 
Strand,  1701." 

>  Elkanah  Settle,  the  City  Laureat,  after  the  Rerolution,  kept  a  booth  at  Bar- 
tholomew Fair,  where,  in  a  droll  called  St.  George  for  England,  he  acted  in  a  dragon 
of  green  leather  of  hU  own  invention.  In  rderence  to  the  sweet  singer  of  "  annual 
trophies  "  and  "  monthly  wars  "  hissing  in  his  own  dragon,  Pope  utters  this  cha- 
ritable wish  regarding  CoUey, 

"  Avert  it,  bearen,  that  thou,  my  Cibber,  e'er 
Shouldst  wag  a  serpent-tail  in  Smithfield  Fair  !  " 

*  "  An  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Mr,  Joseph  Haines,  the  late  Famous  Actor  in  the 
King's  Play-House,"  &c.  &c. 

"  Lament,  you  Beaus  and  Players  erery  one. 
The  only  champion  of  your  cause  is  gone : 
The  stars  are  surly,  and  the  fates  unkind, 
Joe  Haines  is  dead,  and  left  his  Ass  behind  ! 
Ah,  cruel  fate !  our  patience  thus  to  try, 
Must  Haines  depart,  while  asses  multiply  ? 
If  nothing  but  a  player  down  would  go. 
There  '%  dioice  enough  besides  great  Haines  the  beau  ! 
In  potent  glasses,  when  the  wine  was  clear. 
Thy  very  looks  declared  thy  mind  was  there. 
Awful,  majestic,  on  the  stage  at  sight, 
To  play  (not  work)  was  all  thy  chief  delight : 
Instead  of  danger  and  of  hateful  bullets, 
Roast  beef  and  goose,  with  harmless  legs  of  pullets  ! 
Here  lies  the  Famous  Actor,  Joseph  Haines, 
Who,  while  alire,  in  playing  took  great  pains. 
Performing  all  his  acts  with  curious  art. 
Till  Death  appear'd,  and  smote  him  with  his  dart." 
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Thomas  Dogget,  the  last  of  our  triumvirnte,  was  "  a  little  lively 

irat  man."     He  dressed  neat,  and  something  fine,  in  a  plain  cloth 

lat  and  a  brocaded  waiatcoat.    He  sang  in  company  very  agreeably, 

id  in  public  very  comically.     He  was  the  M'i//  Kcmpc  of  bis  day. 

,e  danced  the  Cheshire  Round  full  as  well  as  the  famous  Captain 

torge,  but  with  more  nature  and  nimbleness.'     A  writer  in  the 

ecret  Mercury  of  September  9,  1702,  says,  "  At  last,  all  the  child- 

h  parade  shrunk  off  the  st<ijre  by  matter  nnd  motion,  and  enter  a 

abbledehoy  of  a  dance,  and  Dogget,  in  old  woman's  petticoats  and 

k1  waistcoat,  as  like  Progue  Cock  as  ever  man  saw.     It  would  have 

tade  a  stoic  split  his  lungs  if  he  had  seen  the  temporary  harlot  sing 

id  weep  both  at  once  ;  a  true  emblem  of  a  woman's  tears  !  "    He  was 

faithful,  pleasant  actor.   He  never  deceived  bis  audience  ;  because, 

htle  they  gazed  at  him,  he  was  working  up  the  joke,  which  broke 

lit  suddenly  into  involuntArr  acclamations  and  laughter.     He  was 

capital  face.player  and  gesticulator,  and  a  thorough  master  of  the 

sveral  dialects,  except  the  Scotch  ;  but  was,  for  all  that,  an  excellent 

awneif.     His  great  parts  were  Fondlewife,  in  the  Old  Bachelor; 

ten,  in  Love  for  Love ;  Hob,  in  the  Country  Wake,  &c.     CoUey 

Jibber's  account  of  him  is  one  glowing  panegyric.     Colley  played 

'ondlewife  so  completely  after  the  manner  of  Dogget,  copying  his 

oice,  person,  and  dress  with  such  scrupulous  exactness,  that  the 

udience.  mistaking  him  for  the  originai,  applauded  vociferously. 

)f  this  Dogget  hiinnelf  \v&&  a  witness,  for  he  sat  in  the  pit. 

"  Whoever  would  see  him  pictured,^  may  view  him  in  the  cha- 
acter  of  Satvnei/,  at  the  Duke's  Head  in  Lynn-Regis,  Norfolk."  Will 
he  jovial  spirit  of  Tony  Aston  revisit  the  "  pale  glimpses  of  t!ie 
ooon,"  and  point  out  where  this  interesting  memento  hides  its 
lead  ?  "  Go  on,  I  *ll  follow  thee."  He  died  at  Eltham  in  Kent, 
i2nd  Sejitember  1721. 

How  small  an  act  of  kindness  will  embalm  a  man's  memory ! 
3addetey's  Twelfth  Cake*  shall  be  euten,  and  Dogget's  coat  and 
>adge  *  rowed  for, 

While  Christmas  frolics,  and  while  Thames  eha^ll  flow. 

"  And  shall  not  a  bumper  flow  to  the  memory  of  our  big-wigged 
oaerry  satellites  of  St.  Bartlemy,  in  spite  of  the  '  Sin  of  drinking 


'  DojKget  bad  »  nahte  riv«l.  "  In  Barlholomrte  Fair,  at  the  Coaeh- House  on  the 
P«»'d  Sioiu'a  at  Jfasier-I-aneEnd,  you  shnll  *re  a  Blaek  that  dftiioes  the  Cheihiri 
Rounds,  to  tire  admiration  of  all  spectators."     Temp.  Wiiliara  Third. 

Here,  too,  is  DogRei'ii  own  bill  I  "  At  Parker**  imd  Duj/gel't  Biwtk,  near  Ho«i«r- 
Loiie-Knd,  durlii)^  the  time  of  Sarthnlamew  Frth.  will  be  preseiia-d  a  New  Droll, 
adled  Fryar  Bacun,  or  the  Country  Juitice ;  with  ihe  Humours  of  ToUfree  the 
Miller,  and  hi»  son  Ralph,  M'ted  by  Mr.  Dmititt.  With  variety  of  Scenes,  lUtt- 
chinei,  Songs,  and  Dances.     Vivot  Rex,  1691." 

'  The  onlv  portrait  of  Dogffet  known  is  a  small  print,  representing  him  dancing 
the  Cheshire  Haund,  with  the  motto  "  AV  sulor  ultra  crvpidam." 

'  Baddelev,  the  comediai),  bequeathed  a  yearly  sum  for  ever,  to  l>e  laid  out  in 
the  purchase  «if  a  Twelfiheahe  saiA  wine,  for  ll»c  eiitertaimuent  of  the  ladies  and 
gentlemen  of  Urury  Lane  theatre. 

*  "  This  day  the  Coal  and  Badge  given  by  Mr.  Dogget,  will  be  rowed  for  by  nr 
young  watermen,  out  of  their  apprenticeship  this  year,  from  the  Old  Swan  at  Chel- 
sea."—/)ni/i;  .-Irfcerfisfr,  July  31,  17o3- 

VOL.  IX. 


600  MERRIE   ENGLAND 

heaUht'  the  'UnloveUness  of  Love-lOcks,'  and  the  '  Loatfuomenets  of 
Long  Haire '  of  Praise-God-Barebones  and  Fear-the-Lord  Bar- 
bottle?" 

And  Mr.  Bosky  answered  his  own  question  by  a  brimming  liba^ 
tion  of  "  Londoti  particular,"  calling  upon  us  to  "  follow  my  leader," 
and  take  up  the  chorus  of 

Three  merry  men,  three  merry  men, 

Three  merry  men  they  be  I 
Two  went' dead,  like  sluggards,  in  bed  ; 
One  in  his  shoes  died  of  a  noose 

That  he  got  at  Tyburn-Tree  t 

Three  meny  men,  three  merry  men, 

Three  merry  men  are  we ! 
Push  round  the  rummer  in  winter  and  summer. 
By  a  sea-coal  fire,  or  when  birds  make  a  choir 

Under  the  green-wood  tree  1 

The  sea-coal  bums,  and  the  spring  returns, 

And  the  flowers  are  fair  to  see ; 
But  man  fades  &8t  when  his  summer  is  past, 
Winter  snows  on  his  cheeks  blanch  the  rose — 

No  second  spring  has  he ! 

Let  the  world  still  wag  as  it  will. 

Three  merry  wags  are  we  ! 
A  bumper  shall  flow  to  Mat,  l%omas,  and  Joe ; 
A  sad  pity  that  they  had  not  for  poor  Mat 

Hang'd  Care  at  Tyburn  Tree. 

CHAFTBB  XVII. 

It  would  require  a  poetical  imagination  to  paint  the  times  when  a 
gallant  train  of  England's  chivalry  rode  from  the  Tower  Royal 
through  Knight-rider  Street  and  Giltspur  Street  (how  significant 
are  the  names  of  these  interesting  localities,  bearing  record  of  their 
former  glory!)  to  their  splendid  tournaments  in  Smithfield,  —  or 
proceeding  down  Long  Lane,  crossing  the  Barbican  (the  Specula  or 
Watch-tower  of  Romanum  Londinium),  and  skirting  that  far-famed 
street  *  where,  in  ancient  times,  dwelt  the  Fletchers  and  Bowyers, 
but  which  has  since  become  sjmonymous  with  poetry  and  poverty, 
"  lulled  by  soft  zephyrs  through  the  broken  pane," — ambled  gaily 
through  daisy-dappled  meads  to  Finsbury  Fields,^  to  enjoy  a  more 


■  In  Grub  Street  resided  John  Fox,  the  Martyrologiat,  and  Henry  Welby,  the 
English  hermit,  who,  in«tigated  by  the  ingratitude  of  a  younger  brother,  shut  him- 
self up  in  his  house  for  forty-four  years,  without  being  seen  by  any  human  being. 
Though  an  unsociable  recluse,  be  was  a  man  of  the  most  exemplary  charity. 

'  In  the  days  of  Fitzstephen,  Finsbury  or  Fensbury  was  one  vast  lake,  and  the 
citizens  practised  every  variety  of  amusement  on  the  ice.  "  Some  will  make  a  large 
cake  of  ice,  and,  seating  one  of  their  companions  upon  it,  they  take  hold  of  one's 
hand,  and  draw  him  along.  Others  place  the  leg-bones  of  animals  under  the  soles 
of  their  feet,  by  tying  them  round  their  ancles,  and  then,  taking  a  pole  shod  with, 
iron  into  their  hands,  they  push  themselves  forward  with  a  velocity  equal  to  a  bdt 
discharged  from  a  crossbow." 

We  learn  from  an  old  ballad  called  "  The  Life  and  Death  of  the  Two  Ladies  of 
Fimbury  that  gave  MoorfieUi  to  the  city,  for  the  maidou  of  London  to  dry  their 
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(tended  space  for  their  martial  exercises,  and  a  purer  air.     Then 

u  Osier  Lane  (the  Smith6eld  end  of  which  is  immortalised  in 

'artkolomeip  Fair  annals)  a  long  narrow  slip  of  greensward,  wa- 

Tcd  on  both  sides  by  a  tributary  streamlet  from  the  river  Fleet,  on 

le  margin  of  which  grew  a  line  of  osiers,  that  hung  gracefully  over 

■  banks.     Smithfield,  once  "a  place  for  honourable  justs  and  tri- 

mph«/'  became,  in  after  times,  a  rendezvous  for  bravoes,  and  ob- 

lined  the  title  of  '•  Ruffians'  Hall."     Centuries  have  brought  no 

nproveraent  to  it.     The  modern  jockies  and  chaunters  are  not  a 

'hit  le&s  rogues  than  the  ancient  "  horse-coursers,"  and  the  many 

dd  traits  of  character  that  marked  its  former  heroes,  the  swash- 

lucklers,'  are  deplorably  wanting  in  the  present  race  of  irregulars, 

rho  are  monotonous  bullies,  without  one  redeeming  dash  of  eccen- 

ricity  or  humour.     The  stream  of  time,  that  is  continually  washing 

way  the  impurities  of  other  murky  neighbourhoods,  passes,  without 

rrigating,  Smithfield's  blind  alleys  and  the  squalid  faces  of  their 

nhabitants.     Yet  was  it  Alerryland  in  the  olden  time,  —  and,  for- 

fetting  the  days,  when  an  unpaved  and  miry  slough,  the  scene  of 

tulM  de  ft  for  both  Catholics  and  Protestants,  as  the  fury  of  the 

lominant  party  rode  religiously  rampant,  as  suck  let  us  consider  it. 

Pleasant  is  the  remembrance  of  the  sports  that  are  past,  which 

To  all  are  delighlful,  except  to  the  spiteful ! 
To  none  offeosive,  except  to  tlie  pensive  ; 

yet  if  the  pensiveness  be  allied  to,  "  a  most  humorous  sadness,"  the 
offence  will  be  but  small. 

At  the  "  Old  Elephant  Ground  over  against  Oner  Lane,  in  Smith- 
field,  during  the  time  of  the  fair."  in  1682,  were  to  be  seen  "the 
Famous  Indian  Water-works,  with  masquerades,  songs,  and  dances," 
—and  at  the  Plough-HIusick  Booth  (a  redjlag  being  hung  out  as  a 
tign)  the  fair  folks  were  entertained  with  antic-dances,  jigs,  and  sa- 
rabands; an  Indian  dance  by  four  blacks;  a  quarter-staff  dance; 
the  merry  shoemakers ;  a  chair-dance  ;  a  dance  by  three  milkmaids, 
with  the  comical  capers  of  Kit  the  Cotvwan  ;  the  Irish  trot;  the 
humours  of  Jack  Tars  and  Scaramouches  ;  together  with  good  wine, 
cider,  mead,  music,  and  mum. 

Cross  we  over  from  "  Osier  Lane-end  "  (the  modem  H  is  an  in- 


doaths,'"  that  Sir  John  Fines,  "  a  noble  gallant  kni^bc,"  went  to  Jemialem  ta 
"'huut  tlie  Sanir«n  throuj^h  fire  and  flood  ;"  but  before  big  depnrture,  he  charged 
his  two  dnughters  **  unmarried  to  remain,"  till  be  returned  from  "  blessed  P&lva> 
tine."  The  eldest  of  the  two  built  a  "  holy  cross  at  Bedlam-gate,  Bdjoiiiiujj  to 
Afoorfiehi  "  and  tliK  younger  "  framed  a  pleasant  well,"  where  wives  and  tniudeiis 
daily  came  to  wash."  Old  !^i^  John  Fines  was  slain;  but  hi*  heart  vent  brought 
over  to  Kngland  from  the  Iluly  I,and,  and,  after  "a  lamentation  of  three  hundred 
dajm,"  solemiily  buried  in  the  place  to  which  they  gave  the  name  of  Finetbury. 
When  the  maidens  died  ><  they  gave  those  pictuant  JieUt  unto  the  London  citizens, 

"  Where  lovingly  both  man  and  wife 
May  take  the  orening  air  ; 
And  London  dames  to  dry  their  doaths 
May  hither  still  repair  !  " 

'  In  anrient  times  a  servinp-man  carried  a  buckler,  or  sliield,  at  his  back,  which 
hung  by  the  hilt  or  pommel  of  hia  iword  hanging  before  him.  A  "  jiunuih-buckler  " 
was  so  called,  from  the  aoite  he  made  with  his  sword  and  buckler  to  frighten  an 
antagonise 

2  a  2 
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terpolation)  to  tht:  King's  Head  and  Mitre  Music  Booth,  "over 
against  Long  Lane-end."  Beshrew  me,  Michael  Root,  thou  hast  an 
enticing  bill  of  fare — a  dish  of  all  sorts — and  how  gravely  looketh 
that  apathetic  Magnifico  WiUiam,  by  any  grace,  but  his  own,  "  So- 
vereign hard"  at  the  head  and  front  of  thy  Scaramouches  and  Tum- 
blers !  To  thy  merry  memory,  honest  Michael !  and  may  St.  Bart- 
lemy,  root  and  branch,  flourish  for  ever ! 

"  Michael  Root,  from  the  King's-head  at  Ratcliff-cross,  and  Elna- 
than  Root,  from  the  Mitre  in  Wapping,  now  keep  the  King's-head 
and  Mitre  Musick-Booth  in  Smithfield  Rounds,  where  will  be  exhi- 
bited A  dance  between  four  Tinkers  in  their  proper  working  habits, 
with  a  song  in  character ;  Four  Satyrs  in  their  Savage  Habits  pre- 
sent you  with  a  dance ;  Two  Tumblers  tumble  to  admiration ;  A  new 
Song,  called  A  hearty  Welcome  to  Bartholomem  Fair;  Four  Indian* 
dance  with  Castinets;  A  Girl  dances  with  naked  rapiers  at  her 
throat,  eyes,  and  mouth ;  a  Spaniard  dances  a  saraband  incompara. 
bly  well ;  a  country-man  and  a  country-woman  dance  Billy  and  Joan  ; 
a  young  lad  dances  the  Cheshire  rounds  to  admiration  ;  a  dance  be- 
tween two  Scaramouches  and  two  Irishmen ;  a  woman  dances  with 
sixteen  glasses  on  the  backs  and  palms  of  her  hands,  turning  roand 
several  thousand  times ;  an  entry,  saraband,  jig,  and  hornpipe ;  an 
Italian  posture-dance ;  two  Tartarians  dance  m  ^e\v  furious  habits ; 
three  antick  dances  and  a  Roman  dance ;  with  another  excellent  new 
song,  never  before  performed  at  any  musical  entertainment." 

John  Sleep,  or  Sleepe,  was  a  wicfe-awake  man  in  "  mirth  and  pas- 
time ;"  famous  for  his  mummeries  and  mum ;  of  a  locomotive  turn, 
and  emulating  the  zodiac  in  the  number  of  his  signs.  He  kept  the 
Gun,  in  Salisbury  Court,  and  the  King  William  and  Queen  Mary  in 
Bartholomew  Fair  ;  the  Rose,  in  Turnmill  Street  (the  scene,  under 
the  rose  !  of  Falstaff's  early  gallantries ;  and  the  Whelp  and  Bacon 
in  Smithfield  Rounds.  That  he  was  a  formidable  rival  to  the 
Messrs.  Root ;  a  "  positive "  fellow,  and  a  polite  one ;  teaching  his 
Scaramouches  civility  (one,  it  seems,  had  made  a  hole  in  his  man- 
ners!), and  selling  "good  wines,  &c."  let  his  comically  descriptive 
advertisement  to  "  all  gentlemen  and  ladies  "  pleasantly  testify. 

"  John  Sleepe  keepeth  the  sign  of  the  King  William  and  Queen 
Mary,  in  Smithfield  Rounds,  where  all  gentlemen  and  ladies  will  be 
accommodated  with  good  wines,  &c.  and  a  variety  of  musick,  vocal 
and  instrumental ;  besides  all  other  mirth  and  pastime  that  wit  and 
ingenuity  can  produce. 

"  A  Utile  boy  dances  the  Cheshire  rounds ;  a  young  gentlewoman 
dances  the  saraband  and  jigg  extraordinary  fine,  with  French  dances, 
that  are  now  in  fashion ;  a  Scotch  dance,  composed  by  four  Italian 
dancing-masters,  for  three  men  and  a  woman  ;  a  young  gentlewoman 
dances  with  six  naked  rapiers,  so  fast,  that  it  would  amaze  all  be- 
holders ;  a  young  lad  dances  an  antick  dance  extraordinary  finely ; 
another  Scotch  dance  by  two  men  and  one  woman,  with  a  Scotch 
song  by  the  woman,  so  very  droll  and  diverting,  that  I  am  positive 
did  people  know  the  comick  humour  of  it,  they  would  forsake  all 
other  booths  for  the  sight  of  them." 

In  the  following  bill  Mr.  Sleep  becomes  still  more  "  wonderful  and 
extraordinary : — 

"John  Sleep  now  keeps  the  Whelp  and  Bacon  in  Smithfield 
Rounds,  where  are  to  be  seen,  a  young  lad  that  dances  a  Cheshire 
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admiration  of  all  people.  The  Silent  Comedi/,  a  dance 
presenting  the  love  and  jealousy  of  rural  swains,  after  the  manner 
f  the  Great  Turk's  niimick  dances  performed  by  his  mutes  ;  a  lad 
hat  tumbles  to  the  admiration  of  all  beholders ;  a  young  nonian  that 
lances  with  six  naked  rapiers,  to  the  wonderful  divertisement  of  all 
pectators  ;  a  t/otiti^  man  that  dances  after  the  Morocco  fashion,  to 
he  wonderful  applause  of  all  l>eholders ;  a  nurse-dance,  by  a  wo- 
nan  and  two  drunkards,  wonderful  diverting  to  all  people;  ni/oung 
mm  that  dances  a  hornpipe  the  Lancaster  way,  extraordinary  fine- 
y  ;  a  lad  that  dances  a  Piinvlt,  extraordinary  pleasant  and  diverting  ; 
I  grotesque  dance,  called  the  Speaking  Movement,  shewing  in  weirds 
tnd  ge&tures  the  humours  of  a  musick  booth,  after  the  manner  of  the 
Venetian  Carnival ;  and  a  nen  Scaramouch,  more  civil  than  thej'or- 
i»«rr,  and  after  a  far  more  ingenious  and  divertinger  way  !  " 

Excellent  well,  somniferous  John  !  worthy  disciple  of  St.  Bar- 
;lemy. 

Green,  at  the  "  Nag's  Head  and  Pide  Bull,"  advertises  eight "  comi- 
cal and  diverting  "  exhibitions;  hinting  that  lie  hath  "that  within 
which  pitsseth  shew;"  but  declines  publishing  his  "other  ingeniotis 
pastimes  in  so  small  a  bill."  Yet  he  contrives  to  get  into  this 
"small  bill  "  nearly  as  much  puff  :is  his  contemporaries.  His  pre- 
tensions are  as  superlative  as  his  Scaramouches,  and  quite  as  divert- 
ing. "A  young  man  dances  with  trrelve  naked  swords,"  and  "a 
young  woman  with  six  naked  rapiers,  after  a  more  pleasant  and  far 
ingetiuiger  fashion  than  had  been  danced  before." 

These  Bartfiolomew  Fair  showmen  are  sadly  deficient  in  gallantry. 
With  tliem  the  '■  gentU-mcn  "  always  take  precedence  of  the  "  ladies." 
The  Smithficld  muses  should  have  taught  them  better  manners. 

Manager  Crosse'  ''  at  the  »Signe  of  the  George,"  advertises  a  genu- 
ine Jim  Crow,  "a  hlack  lately  from  the  Indies,  who  dances  antic 
dances  after  the  Indian  manner."  In  those  days  the  grinning  and 
sprawling  of  a  greasy  ebony  buffoon  were  very  properly  confined  to 
the  congenial  timbers  of  Bartlemy  fmrl 

Was  the  "young  gentlewoman  with  six  naked  rapiers"  ubiqui- 
tous, or  had  she  rivals  in  the  Rounds?  But  another  lady,  no  less 
attractive,  "invites  our  steps,  and  points  to  yonder  "  booth — where, 
"By  His  Majesty's  permission,  next  door  to  the  King's  Head  in 
Smithfield,  is  to  be  seen  a  rvoman-drvarj'  but  three  foot  and  one 
inch^  high,  born  in  Somersetshire,  and  in  the  fortieth  year  of  her 
age."  And,  as  if  we  had  not  seen  enough  of  "  strange  creatures 
alive,"  mark  the  following  "advertisement": — > 

"  Next  door  to  the  Golden  Hart,  in  Smithfield,  is  to  be  seen  a  live 
Turkey  ram.  Part  of  him  is  covered  with  black  hair,  and  part  with 
white  wool.  He  hath  horns  as  big  as  a  bull's ;  and  his  Iciil  weighs 
sixty  pounds !     Here  is  also  to  be  seen  alive  the  famous  civet  cat. 


'  Managers  Craaje,  Powell,  Ltiffinjtham,  Slc  Temp.  Queen  Anne  and  Oewgc  I. 

'  "  One  seeing  a  Dwarfe  at  Bartholotnew  Fair,  which  wns  ftixicen  inchrii  high, 
with  it  great  huad,  a  iKidy,  uiid  mt  thighs,  siiut  he  looked  like  a  block  Ufion  n  liur. 
Iter's  stall :  —  *  No,'  nayn  nnotlier,  '  whr ri  lie  speak^,  be  is  like  the  Brazen  llend  of 
Fryer  Bacoa's.'" — Ttte  Com^'Han'i  Tnles,  \^l'J. 

'  A  few  seaiMins  after  uppeured  "  The  wonderful  and  surprising  English  dwarf, 
two  feet  eight  inches  high,  Ijoni  at  Salisbury  in  1709  ;  who  has  been  shewn  to  the 
Royal  Family,  and  most  of  the  Nobility  uiid  Gentry  of  Ua-at  BriUiin."  —  See  her 
curious  purtniit. 
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and  one  of  the  hoUf  lambs,  curiously  spotted  all  over  like  a  leopard, 
that  us'd  to  be  offered  by  the  Jews  for  a  sacrifice.    Vivat  Rex." 

This  Turkey  ram's  tail  is  a  tough  tale,*  even  for  the  ad  libitum  of 
Smithfield  Rounds !  Such  a  tail  wagged  before  such  a  master  must 
have  exhibited  the  two  greatest  wags  in  the  fair. 

The  Roots  were  underground,  or  planted  in  a  cool  arbour,  quaf- 
fing —  not  Bartlemy  "  g(x>d  wines,"  (doctors  never  take  their  onm 
physic !)  —  but  genuine  nutbrown.  Certes  their  dandng-days  were 
over ;  for  "  Root's  booth "  (temp.  Oeo.  I.)  was  now  tenanted  bv 
Powell,  the  puppet-showman,  and  one  Lu£Bngham ;  who,  fired  wim 
the  laudable  ambition  of  maintaining  the  laughing  honours  of  their 
predecessors,  issued  a  bill,  at  which  we  cry  "  fVkat  next  f'ns  the 
sailor  did  when  the  conjuror  blew  his  own  head  off. 

"At  Root's  booth,  Powell  from  Russell  Court,  and  Luffingham 
from  the  Cyder  Cellar,  in  Covent-Garden,  now  keep  the  King 
Charles's  Head,  and  Man  and  Woman  fighting  for  the  Breeches,  in 
Bartholomew  Fair,  near  Long  Lane:  where  two  figures  dance  a 
Scaramouch  after  a  new  grotesque  fashion ;  a  little  boy,  five  years 
old,  vaults  from  a  table  twelve  foot  high  on  his  head,  and  drinks  the 
King's  health  standing  on  his  head,  with  two  swords  at  his  throat ; 
a  Scotch  dance  by  three  men  and  a  woman ;  an  Irishnoman  dances 
the  Irish  trot ;  Roger  of  Coventry  is  danced  by  one  in  a  country- 
man's habit;  a  cradle  dance,  being  a  comi»d  fancv  between  a 
woman  and  her  drunken  husband^/^A/tfl^ybr  the  breeches  ;  a  woman 
dances  with  fourteen  glasses  on  the  back  of  her  hands  full  of  wine. 
Also  several  entries,  as  Almands  Pavans,  GaUiards,  Gavots,  English 
Jiggs,  and  the  Sabbotiers  dance,  so  mightily  admired  at  the  King's 
Play-house.  The  company  wQl  be  entertained  with  vocal  and  m- 
strumental  musick,  as  performed  at  the  late  happy  Congress  at  Re*~ 
mck,  in  the  presence  of  several  princes  and  ambassadors." 

Here  will  I  pause.  For  the  present,  we  have  supped  full  with 
Scaramouches.  "  Six  naked  rapiers  "  at  my  throat  all  night  would 
be  a  sorry  substitute  for  the  knife  and  fork  I  hope  to  play,  after  a 
"  more  pleasant  and  far  ingenuiser  "  fashion,  with  some  plump  roast 
partridges  that  the  fragrant  aroma  of  Norah  Noclack's  cuisine  tell 
me  are  in  progress.  A  select  coterie  of  Uncle  Timothy's  brother  an- 
tiquaries nave  requested  to  be  enlightened  on  Bartlemy  fair  lore. 
Will  you,  my  friend  Eugenio,  during  the  Saint's  saturnalia,  join  us 
in  the  ancient  "  Chlh  quarter  "  ?  On,  brave  spirit !  on.  Rope-dancers 
invite  thee;  conjurors  conjure  thee;  Punch  squeaks  thee  a  screech- 
ing welcome ;  mountebanks  and  posture-masters,^  with  every  variety 
of  physiognomical  and  physical  contortion,  lure  thee  to  their  dislo- 
cations. Fawkes's  dexterity  of  hand ;  the  moving  pictures ;  Pinch- 
beck's musical  clock;  Solomon's  Temple;  the  waxwork,  aU  alive! 

*  **  A  certain  officer  of  the  Guards  being  at  the  New  Theatre,  behind  the  icenea, 
was  telling  some  of  the  comedians  of  the  rarities  be  had  seen  abroad.  Amongst 
other  things,  he  had  seen  a  pike  caught  six  foot  long.  '  That 's  a  trifle,'  sars  Ute 
late  Mr.  SpUler,  the  celebrated  actor,  '  I  hare  seen  half  a  pike  in  Englaind  longer 
by  a  foot,  and  yet  not  worth  twopence  !  " 

•  "  From  the  Duke  of  Marlborough's  Head  in  Fleet  Street,  dnring  the  fair,  is  to 
be  _  seen  the  famous  posture-master,  who  far  exceeds  Clarke  and  Higgins.  He 
twists  his  body  into  all  deformed  shapes,  makes  his  hip  and  shoulder-bones  meet 
together,  lays  his  head  upon  the  ground,  and  turns  his  body  round  twice  or  thrice 
without  stirring  his  face  from  the  flsce."— I7II. 
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the  Corrican  fainf  ;^  the  dvfuri  thaX  jumps  down  his  own  throat  !'^  the 
High  German  Artiit,  born  without  bands  or  feet;'  the  cow  with^re 
legs;  the  hare  that  heats  a  drum  ;*  the  Savoyard's  puppet -shew  ;  the 
mummeries  of  Moorjieldn,^  and  a  long  and  ludicrous  etcetera,  urge 
thee  forward  on  thy  ramble  of  two  centuries  through  Bartholomew 
fair,  which,  like 

•  Th'  adventure  of  ihe  Bear  and  Fiddle 
Is  sang — but  breaks  off  in  the  middle.'  '* 

As  the  Laureat  closed  liis  manuscript,  the  door  opened,  and  who 
»bould  enter  but  Uncle  Timothy, 

"  Ha  I  my  good  friends,  what  happy  chance  has  brought  you  to 


'  "  The  Cortican  Fairy.,  ooJy  thirty-four  inchm  high,  and  weighing  Imt  twenty. 
nz  pounds,  welUproportionetl,  and  a  perfect  beauty.  She  ti  to  be  seen  at  tlie  cor- 
Der  of  Cflw-Lane,  during  Bartholomew  fair." — 1743. 

*  **  Lately  arrived  from  Italy,  Siffnor  Capilello  Jumpedo,  a  mrpriiring  dvnrf.,  not 
toller  ttaan  a  oimroon  ti>bii«:u.pi(H!.  He  will  twist  his  body  into  ten  thoiuand 
•hmpca,  and  then  open  wide  bis  muuth,  and  jump  down  hit  own  throat  !  lie  is  to 
be  cpoko  with  at  the  Black  Tavern,  Golden  Lane."  January  1^  174n.  Thia  is 
the  renowned  "  Bottle  Conjuror."  Some  such  deception  waj  practised  either  by 
himself,  or  an  imitator,  at  Bartlwtomev)  Pair. 

'  '^  Mr.  Matthew  Buchingcr,  tweiity>mne  inches  high,  horn  without  hands  or 
feet,  June  2,  1674,  in  Germany,  near  Nuremburgh.  He  has  been  marriod  four 
timei,  and  ha»  eleven  children.  He  plays  on  the  li»utlM>y  and  flute  ;  and  is  no  Ie«ii 
aminent  for  wrttiug  and  drawing  coats  of  arms  and  pictures,  to  the  life,  with  a  pen. 
He  plays  at  cards,  dice,  and  nine-pins^  and  perfornis  tricks  with  cups,  balls,  and 
live  binds."  Every  Jack  lias  his  Jill  ;  and  as  a  partner,  not  in  a  ronnuiia/ sense,  my 
little  Plenipo !  we  couple  thee  with  •'  The  Itigh  German  IVonutn,  bom  without 
hands  or  feet,  that  threads  her  needle,  sews,  cuts  out  gloves,  writes,  spins  liue 
thread,  and  charges  and  discharges  n  pistol.  She  is  now  to  be  seen  at  the  comer 
of  lf<m«r  Lane,  during  the  time  of  the  fair." — Temp.  Geo,  II, 

Apropos  of  dwarfs — William  Evans,  porter  to  King  Charles  the  First,  who  was 
two  yards  and  a  half  in  height,  "  dancing  in  an  antimoik  at  court,  drew  little  Je/- 
/rr^  Ifi-e  daarf  out  of  bin  focket,  first  to  the  wonder,  then  to  the  laughter  of  the 
beh«ildcrs,"  Little  Jeffrey's  height  was  only  three  feet  nine  inches.  But  even  the 
gigantic  William  Evans,  and  George  the  Fourth's  tall  porter,  whom  we  remember 
In  have  seen  peep  over  the  gates  of  Carlton  House,  were  nothing  to  the  modem 
Axnerican,  who  is  so  tall,  as  to  be  obliged  to  go  tifi  a  ladder  to  shace  himnflj! 

*  Ben  Jonson,  in  his  play  of  OartholomeiB  Fair,  mentions  this  singular  exhibi- 
tiim  haring  taken  place  in  his  time,  and  Strutt  gives  a  pictorial  description  of  it, 
copied  from  a  drawing  in  the  Harleian  collection  (6663)  said  to  be  upwards  of  four 
miturie*  old, 

"  Moorfields,  spite  of  its  "  melandioly  Moor-Ditch,"  wta  formerly  a  scene  of 
great  traffic  and  merriment.     It  was  famou!  for 

"  Hills  and  holes,  and  shops  for  brokers. 

Open  sinneni,  canting  soakers  ; 

Preachers,  doctors,  raving,  puiHng, 

Praying,  swearing,  solving,  hutling, 

Singing  hj-mus,  and  sausage  frying, 

Apple  roasting,  orange  shying  ; 

Blind  men  begging,  fiddlers  drawling, 

Raree-shows  and  children  bawhng — 

Gingerbread  !  and  see  Gibraltar  ! 

Hunistrums  grinding  tunes  that  falter ; 

Maim'd  and  halt  aloft  are  staging, 

Bills  and  speeches  mobs  engaging  ; 

*  Good  people,  sure  de  ground  you  tread  on. 

Me  did  put  dis  voraan's  bead  oti  !  '  " 
"The  Flying  llarte,  a  noted  victualling-house  in  Moorfields,  next  tliat  of  the 
UUc  AttrologeT  Trotter,  has  been  molested  fur  several  nights  past,  stoties,  and  glass 
bottles  Ijeing  thrown  into  the  house,  to  the  great  annot/ment  and  terror  of  the  fami- 
ly and  guests," — News  Letter  of  Feb.  25,  \7\ii. 
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Supper  vss  anDOBMed,  aad  «e  art  tlovn  ta  that  aocul  bim].     In 
Idajr-dream  of  lancy,  Daade  Thmttkj  re>-pMyliJ  tike  one*  eonTiTtal 
iben  oftbe  PalooB  aad  tke  Menaud.  with  tkiae  Klonaas  int»t> 
that  Bude  tbe  rogBS  of  EHaabeth  aad  Jaiac*  1.  the  Augus- 
!  of  Eoj^loid.    We  bsnned  to  the  vudom,  and  tKe  wh,  and 
id  lavgb,  as  Sbakancre  and  **  rare  Beii,'*^  in  tbe  full  ooofidMN* 
ip,  exchaiq^  **  thoi^Iits  that  breathe,  and  words  that 
ao^jeantifall J  deaoibed  by  Beaomont  in  his  letter  to  Jonaon. 

"  Wlya  tUap  bate  we  aeen 
Dooe  at  die  Mtrmmi!  heard  woixb  ibtt  have  been 
So  nimbie,  and  so  (nil  of  subtle  flaaie. 
As  if  thai  every  one  from  wbom  they  casne 

Had  meant  to  pat  hii  whole  mt  in  a  jest  \  " 

Bvelling  by  the  svrift  power  of  imagination,  we  looked  in  at  tMlU 
id  Buttons  :  beheld  the  honoured  chair  that  was  set  a\ait  for  the 
Drjden  ;  and  watched  Pope,  then  a  boy,  lisping  in  niiiiil>cr$, 
ng  his  great  master  with  liHal  reverence,  as  he  delivered  his 
il  aphorisms  to  the  assembled  wits.  Nor  did  we  miss  the /?»•«■*• 
ttd  that  "  the  bard  whom  pilfer'd  pastorals  renown  "  hung  up  at 
initoiij  to  chastise  "  tuneful  Alexis  of  the  Thames'  fair  side,"  his 
\  back  smarting  from  some  satirical  twigs  that  little  Alexis  had 
rally  laid  on  !  We  saw  St  Patrick's  Dean  "steal  "  to  his  ptnl  of 
ine  with  the  accomplished  Addison  ;  and  heard  Oay,  Arburthnol, 
id  Bolingbroke,  in  witty  conclave,  compare  lyrical  notes  for  the 
^gars'  Opera — not  forgetting  the  joyous  cheer  that  welcomed 
King  CoUey  "  to  his  midnight  troop  of  titled  revellers,  idler  the 
Brtaln  had  droppetl  on  Fondlewife  and  Foppington.  And,  lu-y 
resto !  comfortably  seated  at  the  Mitre,  we  found  Doctor  Johnson, 


"  Sbake-speare  was  goU-father  to  one  of  Ben  JcmMii't  chililrpii,  ami  iirtt<r  (lio 
Krtit*ning,  being  in  a  decpe  study.  Junaoti  t-nme  to  clieere  him  ii[>,  uml  nnk't  Mm 
|»y  be  was  lo  melancholy?  '  No,  fuiih,  Ben,  (snys  he,)  not  1,  Ixu  I  Imvo  hemu 
tnsidering  a  g^reat  while  what  fihould  he  the  Atle»t  |pft  for  mo  M  be«tow  upon  niv 
b<i>chil(l,  and  I  have  resolv'd  at  iBHt."  —  '  I  pr'y  the,  what  ?  '  says  he.  —  '  f"  falih, 
eti.  ( '1«  e'en  give  him  a  douzen  good  Laitin  spoones,  and  tbou  shale  Irittultift 
'  —  L'Etlranije,  No.  II.  Mr.  Dun  —  Latten  was  ■  name  formerly  uae«l  t4i 
a  mixed  metal  resembling  lirasg.    Hence  Shakspero'i  appmpriatajMn,  with 

to  the  learning  of  Ben  Jonson. 

Many  good  jests  are  told  of  "rare  Ben."  When  he  went  to  IWingitoke,  he 
■ed  to  put  lip  hi»  hor»e  at  the  "  Angel"  which  was  kept  hy  Afrir,  Hope,  and  her 
haghler,  PnuUnce.  Journeying  there  one  day,  and  finding  strange  paopta  In  tlio 
louie,  and  the  &ign  changed,  he  wrote  as  follows  ; — 

•<  n'hen  //(>p#  and  Prudence  kept  this  house,  the  Angrl  kept  the  Aiwr ; 

Now  Hope  is  dead,  the  Angel  fled,  and  I'rudcnoe  turii'd  .1  w I  " 

\i ...  I'  be  designed  to  pass  through  tbe  Half  Moot,  fat  4ld»t*g9l«  Sintt, 

;t  ti.  :  shut,  be  was  denied  entrance;  au  h«  went  to  tha  Sm  Tmut n 

V  ihe  L„..._,  .^^..i.  end,  and  made  these  verse*  : — 

'*Sinte  the  Half  Mvm  is  so  unkind. 
To  make  me  go  about ; 
Tbe  Am  my  money  now  shall  have. 
And  tbe  jfoon  shall  go  witboul." 

Ih  was  often  in  peenniary  straights  the  (btfcMHag  attracts  frmn  Henalowe's 

Itainfally  demmtstrate.    "  Lent  nn  tii  Benitemea  Jnbnson,  player,  the  38  of 

MVJ,  in  Redey  ronney,  the  tntne  of  ffiwrr  (•rtwtxW,  In  l>e  p*)"l  effayn*  wbni 

«rirer  ether  I,  or  any  for  me.  tball  draiaiide  yt, —  Wnoemt   R.  vtlbryn  and  JJIm 

"— "  lirnt  Bcngenmic  Jctamm,  lb*  A  of  Jamrwary,  IWJIL  ia  nd*  oMwr. 

rfVs."  /-— 7« 
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lemon  in  hand,  demanding  of  Goldsmith,  Garrick,  Boswell,  and 
Reynolds,  "  Who 's  for  poonch  ?  " 

"  And  Sir  John  Hawkins,''^  exclaimed  Unde  Timothy,  with  un- 
wonted asperity,  "  whose  ideas  of  virtue  never  rose  above  a  daxnt 
exterior  and  regular  hours  !  calling  the  author  of  the  Traveller  an 
idiot !  It  shakes  the  sides  of  splenetic  disdain  to  hear  this  Grub 
Street  chronicler  of  fiddling  and  ny-fishing  libelling  the  beautiful  in- 
tellect of  Oliver  Goldsmith  I  Gentle  spirit !  thou  wert  beloved,  ad- 
mired, and  mourned  by  that  illustrious  comer-stone  of  religion  and 
moralitpr,  Samuel  Johnson,  who  delighted  to  sound  forth  thy  praises 
while  living,  and  when  the  voice  of  fame  could  no  longer  sootne  thy 
'  dull  cold  ear,'  inscribed  thy  tomb  with  an  imperishable  record ! 
Deserted  is  the  village ;  the  hermit  and  the  traveller  have  laid  them 
down  to  rest ;  the  vicar  has  performed  his  last  sad  office ;  the  good- 
natured  man  is  no  more — He  stoops  but  to  conquer  I " 

The  Laureat,  well  comprehending  an  expressive  look  from  his 
Mentor,  rose  to  the  pianoforte,  and  accompanied  him  slowly  and 
mournfully  in 

THE  POET'S  REQUIEM. 

Ah !  yes,  to  the  poet  a  hope  there  is  given 

In  poverty,  sorrow,  unkindness,  neglect. 
That  tliough  his  frail  bark  on  the  roclu  may  be  driven, 

And  founder— not  all  shall  entirely  be  wreck'd ; 

But  the  bright,  noble  thoughts,  that  made  solitude  sweet. 
Hi*  world  I  while  he  linger'd  unwillingly  here ; 

Shall  bid  future  bosoms  with  sympathy  beat. 
And  call  forth  the  smile,  and  awaken  the  tear. 

If,  man,  thy  pursuit  is  but  riches  and  fame ; 

If  pleasure  alluring  entice  to  her  bower ; 
The  Mtue  waits  to  kindle  a  holier  flame. 

And  woos  thee  aside  for  a  classical  hour. 

And  then,  by  the  margin  of  Helicon's  stream, 
Th'  enchantress  shall  lead  thee,  and  thou  from  afar, 

Shalt  see,  what  was  once  in  life's  feverish  dream, 
A  poor  broken  tpirit,^  a  bright  shining  ttar  I 


'  The  negative  qualities  of  this  sober  Elnight  long  puzzled  bis  acquaintances 
(/riendt  we  never  heard  that  he  had  any  !)  to  devise  an  epitaph  for  him.  At  last 
they  succeeded — 

**  Here  lies  Sir  John  Hawkim, 
Without  his  shoes  and  stockings  i  " 

*  Plautus  turned  a  mill ;  Terence  was  a  slave  ;  Boethius  died  in  a  jail ;  Tasso 
was  often  distressed  for  a  shilling  ;  Bentivoglio  was  refused  admission  into  an  hos- 
pital be  had  himself  founded  ;  Cervantes  died  (almost)  of  hunger  ;  Camoens  end- 
ed his  days  in  an  almshouse  ;  Vaugelas  sold  his  body  to  the  surgeons  to  support 
life  ;  Bums  died  penniless,  disappointed,  and  heart-broken  ;  and  Massinger,  Lee, 
and  Otway,  were  "  steeped  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips."  Yet  how  consoling  are 
John  Taylor,  the  Water  Poet's  lines !    Addressing  his  friend,  Wm.  Fennor,  he 

"  Thou  say^t  that  poetrj/  descended  is 
From  poverty :  thou  tak'st  thy  mark  amxti — 
In  spite  of  weal  or  woe,  or  want  of  pelf. 
It  is  a  kingdom  of  content  itself." 

To  the  above  unhappy  list  may  be  added  Thomas  Dekker  the  Dramatist.  "  Lent 
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Hail  and  farewell  I  to  the  Spirits  of  Light, 

Whose  minds  shot  a  ray  through  this  darkness  of  ours— 

The  world,  but  for  them,  bad  been  chaos  and  night, 
A  desart  of  thorns,  not  a  garden  of  flowers  I 

involuntary  tremble  came  over  us,  which  only  found  relief  in 
e  and  tears.  This  was  a  subject  that  awakened  all  Uncle 
hy'B  enthusiasm ;  and  how  beautiful  was  that  enthusiasm ! 
ender  and  enduring ! 

"  Age  could  not  wither  it,  nor  custom  stale 
Its  infinite  variety." 

:  produced  fits  of  abstraction  and  melancholy  ;  and  Mr.  Bosky 
ing  this,  would  interpose  a  merry  tale  or  song.  Upon  the  pre- 
ccasion  he  made  a  bold  dash  from  the  sublime  to  the'  ridi- 
i,  and  striking  up  a  comical  voluntary,  played  us  out  of  Little 
n. 

When  I  behold  the  setting  son, 

And  shop  is  shut,  and  work  is  done, 

I  strike  my  flag,  and  mount  my  tile. 

And  through  the  city  strut  in  style ; 

While  pensively  I  muse  along, 

listening  to  some  minstrel's  song. 

With  tuneful  wife,  and  children  three — 

0  then,  my  love  1  I  think  on  thee. 

In  Sunday  suit,  to  see  my  fair 

1  take  a  round  to  Russell  Square ; 
She  slyly  beckons  while  I  peep. 

And  whispers,  "down  the  area  creep!  " 
What  ecstacies  my  soul  await ; 
It  sinks  with  rapture — on  my  phte  ! 
When  cutlets  smoke  at  half-past  three — 
And  then,  my  love  I  I  think  on  thee. 

But,  see  the  hour-glass,  moments  fly — 
The  sand  runs  out — and  so  must  I ! 
Farting  is  so  sweet  a  sorrow, 
I  could  manger  till  to-morrow ! 
One  embrace,  ere  I  again 
Homeward  hie  to  Huggin  Lane ; 
And  sure  as  goose  begins  with  G, 
I  then,  my  lore  I  shall  think  on  thee. 

Mr.  William  Shakspere  says 

In  one  of  his  old-iasbion'd  plays, 

That  true  love  runs  not  smooth  as  oil — 

Last  Friday  week  we  bad  a  broil. 

Genteel  apartments  I  have  got. 

The  first  floor  down  the  chimney-pot ; 

Mount  Pleasant !  for  my  love  and  me — 

And  soon  one  pair  shall  walk  up  three  t 

entlemen,"  said  Uncle  Timothy,  as  he  bade  us  good  night,  "  the 
I  fear,  will  be  the  spoil  of  you,  as  he  hath  been  of  me .'" 


e  Company  the  4  of  February,  1698,  to  discharge  Mr.  Dicker  out  of  the 
•  in  the  Poultry,  the  tome  of  Fortie  Shillinges."  In  another  place  Mr. 
re  redeems  Dekker  out  of  the  Cliiike. 
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THE  PORCELAIN  BATH  : 
A  LEGEND  OF  THE  CELESTIAL  EMPIRE. 

BY  "  T.  T.  T." 

Tbs  gallant  Si-Long,  who,  though  yet  quite  a  youth,  had  attained 
to  high  rank  as  a  civil  mandarin,  was  charged  with  an  imperial  mes- 
sage from  Peking  into  the  province  of  Honan.  The  object  of  his 
mission  was  to  order  the  attendance  in  the  capital  of  a  celebrated 
physician,  whose  extensive  astrological  lore  had  enabled  him  suc- 
cessfully to  combat  all  diseases,  and  had  sraead  his  fame  throughout 
the  northern  provinces  of  China.  The  Emperor  had  been  seized 
with  a  sudden  sickness,  which  appeared  the  more  dangerous,  as  the 
physicians  of  his  court  admitted  their  ienorance  of  its  nature  ;  and 
were  at  a  loss  whether  to  ascribe  it  to  hot  or  cold  humours,  to  the 
influence  of  some  undetected  comet,  to  too  great  a  prevalence  of  red, 
white,  green,  or  yellow,  in  the  furniture  of  the  palace  and  the  foliage 
and  ornaments  of  the  gardens,  or  to  the  withering  of  a  peach-tree  in 
a  court  of  the  imperiu  residence. 

It  was  necessary,  as  the  doctors  were  undecided  in  ofrimon,  to 
seek  some  further  advice ;  and  none,  it  was  consid^ed,  was  so  able 
to  supply  it,  as  Nu-Moun,  the  mighty  astrologer.  To  him,  therefore, 
Si-Long  was  sent ;  and,  mounted  on  his  fiery  Tartar  steed,  which, 
however,  was  more  remarkable  for  his  roadway  capabilities  than  for 
his  beauty  or  condition,  the  young  mandarin  had  proceeded  indefa- 
tigably  for  some  days,  when  on  his  making  inquiries  at  a  barber's 
shop,  where  he  dismounted  for  a  few  minutes  to  get  shaven  and 
shampooed,  he  learned  that  he  had  airrived  within  Uiirty  ly  of  fio- 
nan,  and  was  distant  six  or  seven  only  from  the  residence  of  the 
physician.  The  situation  of  the  latter  was  pointed  out  to  him  from 
that  spot. 

It  lay  a  little  out  of  the  high  road,  and  he  struck  across  to  it  ac- 
cordingly. Nu-Moun  had  retired  from  the  general  practice  of  his 
art,  being  of  studious  habits,  and  fond  of  retirement ;  and  he  now 
lived  in  a  small  country  house  in  a  sequestered  spot,  with  the  com- 
panionship only  of  a  daughter ;  his  wife  having  died  some  years 
since  without  other  offspring.  Si-Long  had  no  difficulty  in  disco- 
vering the  villa,  as  the  spot  was  on  the  slope  of  a  hill  opposite  to 
the  path  by  which  he  approached,  and  was  sufficiently  marked  by  a 
group  of  bamboos,  among  which  the  house  was  hidden.  No  otner 
habitations  were  in  its  vicinity  except  huts  of  the  meanest  class. 

Si-Long  bad  just  reached  the  gateway,  and  was  congratulating 
himself  on  having  finished  his  toilsome  journey,  when  an  unfortunate 
circumstance  occurred.  He  intended  to  have  alighted  there,  and  to 
have  proceeded  on  foot  towards  the  house  ;  and  he  had  already  gone 
over  in  his  mind  the  bows,  the  bends,  turns,  gestures,  and  verbal 
compliments  necessary  to  be  observed ;  both  those  set  down  in  the 
ritual  code,  a  copy  of  which  he  carried  in  his  bosom,  and  those 
which  the  College  of  Forms  and  Ceremonies  had  appointed  for  the 
particular  occasion.  But  just  as  he  was  about  to  rein  up  his  Buce- 
phalus (called  Jee-Wop  in  the  language  of  China),  the  astrologer 
nimself,  who  at  the  laomeTvt  vraa  walking  in  the  garden,  appeared  at 
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gate ;  and  the  steed  taking;  fright  at  hia  spectacles  (of  which,  of 
irse,  as  the  wisest  man  in  the  eiapire,  he  wore  the  largest  pair), 
jed  right  on  end,  by  which  unexpected  evolution  the  young  raan- 
rin  was  thrown,  whilst  yet  more  unfortunately  the  horse  fell  upon 
n. 

The  philosopher  hastened  to  his  assistance  ;  that  is  to  say,  he  ran 
ay  as  fast  as  he  could,  and  called  loudly  for  help.  Persons  came, 
d  poor  Si-Long  was  released ;  but  one  of  his  legs  and  Ave  of  his 
18  were  broken. 

When  the  physician  had  recovered  from  his  fright,  he  went  into 

i  house  to  see  the  luckless  youth,  whom  the  servants  had  conveyed 

ither.     He  dismounted  the  majestic  spectacles  that  jockeyed  his 

m  reverend  nose,  wiped  the  crystals  in  the  bow  of  his  pig- tail, 

d  by  means  of  two  silken  cords  which  passed  behind  his  ears,  and 

liich  for  greater  gravity  were  finished  with  huge  tassels,  again  sus- 

inded  thcin  in  their  place.    He  approached  the  bed,  and,  by  a  cate- 

isra  of  learned  questions,  soon  ascertained  that  the  youth  was  se- 

ously  hurt,  but  in  what  particular  way  he  was  not  able  to  discover. 

e  repaired  therefore  to  his  observatory,  that  he  might  hold  a  con- 

dtation  with  the  stars :   and  it  was  soon  decided  between  them 

at  the  case  of  the  young  equestrian  was  desperate,  and  that  a 

iging  fever  would  be  followed  by  his  speedy  death. 

Under  these  circumstances,  there  was  little  to  be  done  but  to  pre- 

*ibe  some  roedictnes  and  several  ceremonies  ;  of  which  the  former 

ere  rather  intended  to  facilitate  death,  and  dispose  the  body  to 

iffer  embalment  kindly,  than  to  ward  away  a  fate  which  was  con- 

dered  inevitable.     The  patient,  however,  was  not  yet  so  far  gone 

ut  that  he  remembered  the  object  of  his  mission,  and  delivered  to 

ae  astrologer  the  written  order  commanding  his  immediate  depart- 

re  for  Peking. 

Nu  Moun    was  startled   at  this  communication,  and  seizing  in 

ach  hand  the  pullies  of  his  spectacles,  and  drawing  them  down- 

f&tdi  with  some  force,  so  as  to  tix  the  lenses  more  firmly  in  their 

dace,  he  proceeded  to  examine  the  letter.     No  sooner  did  he  per- 

eive  that  it  was  signed  at  top  with  the  imperial  signature  than, 

>lacing  it  reverentially  on  a  small  table,  and  supporting  it  against  a 

rase,  he  performed  the  kotv-to  before  it;  that  is  to  say,  he  knelt 

hree  times,  and  struck  his  forehead  nine  times  against  the  floor. 

This  done,  he  took  the  epistle,  and  squatting  down  cross-legged  upon 

I  mat,  perused  the  document  with  great  attention. 

The  Emperor's  well-known  liberality  was  such,  that  it  was  certain 
.he  service  thus  required  of  the  physician  would  not  be  meanly  re- 
warded. But  Nu-Moun  had  shown  how  little  regard  he  paid  to 
.he  acquisition  of  wealth,  by  foregoing  a  profitable  and  honourable 
profession  just  when  he  had  attained,  by  general  acknowledgment, 
ihe  highest  rank  therein,  and  retiring  to  dwell  in  an  humble  manner 
in  a  secluded  country  place.  Yet,  as  he  read,  there  was  a  smile  upon 
the  countenance  of  the  philosopher,  and  his  eyes  were  expanded  with 
a  pleasant  surprise  almost  to  tne  size  of  the  spectacle  lenses.  This 
did  not  arise  from  any  prospective  Ciilculation  of  the  emolument  to 
accrue  from  hia  visit.  The  high  honour  conferred  upon  him  was 
that  by  which  his  great  mind  was  so  gratified ;  and  the  privilege  he 
should  enjoy  of  beholding  his  august  sovereign,  for  whom  he  enter- 
tained the  most  filial  and  profound  veneration. 
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Had  it  been  otherwise  than  agreeable,  the  Emperor's  mandate 
must  not  the  less  have  been  obeyed.  The  physician  prepared,  there- 
fore, to  commence  his  journey  by  the  dawn  of  day. 

There  was,  however,  one  matter  which  caused  him  some  uneasi- 
nes8>  and  it  will  not  be  difficult  to  divine  what  that  might  be.  The 
young  Si-Long  was  bruised  and  battered  in  a  manner  that  rendered 
It  impossible,  without  the  utmost  inhumanity,  to  attempt  his  removal 
from  the  house ;  and  the  philosopher's  daughter,  a  beautiful  young 
lady,  just  arrived  at  a  marriageable  age,  must  be  left  under  the  same 
roof  with  him,  without  any  guardian,  and  with  only  the  fellowship 
of  two  or  three  domestics.  This  was  certainly  awkward  ;  althouga 
of  real  danger  there  could  be  little  or  none ;  for  the  maiden  was 
discreet,  and  the  youth  a  youth  of  honour  and  of  several  broken 
bones.  But  the  situation  of  affairs  was  such  as  admitted  of  no  re- 
medy ;  and  the  certainty  that  Si-Long  had  not  long  to  live  was  a 
source  of  consolation  to  Nu-Aloun. 

The  physician,  before  his  departure,  at  the  same  time  that  he 
gave  her  much  other  very  sensible  advice,  recommended  his  daughter 
to  keep  herself,  during  his  visit  to  the  capital,  entirely  to  her  own 
apartments ;  but  desired  her  to  make  inquiries  daily  concerning  the 
health  of  the  young  invalid,  and  to  be  sure  that  the  domestics  were 
not  wanting  in  attention  to  him.  To  them  also  he  gave  discreet  rules 
of  conduct,  and  instructed  them  how  to  act  upon  the  death  of  the 
stranger ;  an  event  which  he  stated  would  take  place  in  about  ten 
days. 

He  departed,  and  his  dutiful  daughter  began  the  management  of 
affairs  in  his  absence  with  the  properest  circumspection.  She  or- 
dered that  several  screens  should  be  expanded  in  the  passage  that 
separated  her  apartment  from  that  in  which  the  young  man  was 
placed ;  and  was  careful  as  much  as  possible,  though  several  walls 
were  between  them,  to  keep  her  back  turned  in  that  direction. 

A  female  servant,  who  was  old  and  ugly,  was  occasionally  en- 
gaged in  attendance  on  the  youth.  From  her  the  beautiful  Tou- 
Keen  learned  that  he  was  handsome  and  had  a  pleasant  voice.  She 
soon  found  that  it  was  awkward  to  be  constantly  moving  backwards 
or  sideways,  and  rela.\ed  the  severity  of  her  observance  in  that  par- 
ticular. 

Contrary  to  all  expectation,  Si-Long  survived  the  tenth  day,  and 
at  the  expiration  of  that  time  showed  evident  symptoms  of  improve- 
ment. 1  ou-Keen,  in  obedience  to  her  father's  desire,  received  a 
daily  report  of  his  progress  from  her  old  attendant ;  and,  with  great 
consideration  for  his  health,  when  she  found  that  he  was  gaining 
strength,  ordered  that  the  skreens  might  be  removed,  to  admit  of 
the  better  ventilation  of  his  apartment. 

After  the  lapse  of  a  few  weeks  he  could  rise  from  his  bed  and 
move  about  the  chamber ;  and  she  tlien  recommended  that  he  should 
take  exercise  in  the  passage,  which  was  of  greater  extent  The 
youth,  whose  feelings  of  propriety  were  of  the  properest  description, 
finding  himself  so  far  recovered,  considered  it  time,  though  he  was 
atiU  weak,  to  leave  a  house  where  accident  had  placed  him  under 
circumstances  of  so  delicate  a  nature ;  and  he  therefore,  with  every 
due  form,  sent  in  his  compliments  to  his  youthful  hostess,  to  express 
his  gratitude  for  the  attentions  he  had  received,  and  bid  her  a  re- 
spectful farewell.     Tou-Keen,  however,  thought  it  would  not  be 
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mning,  in  the  absence  of  her  father,  that  a  visitor  should  be  suf- 
wl  to  quit  the  house  without  receiving  the  usutil  coinpliments  and 
tencsses  due  to  a  guest;  and  feeling  thus,  she  very  properly  re- 
red  to  act  as  the  representative  of  her  papa  on  this  particular  oc- 
ion.    She  accordingly  went  into  the  passage  to  bid,  on  the  part 
let  sire,  a  formal  adieu  to  Si-Long;  but  the  moment  she  beheld 
pale  cheek  and  sunken  eye,  she  perceived  how  improper,  how 
igerous  it  would  be,  for  him  to  encounter  the  fatigue  of  a  removal 
soon.     With  the  greatest  delicacy,  however,  he  persisted  in  his 
rpose;  with  the  greatest  hospitality  she,  upon  the  part  of  her 
her,  insisted  that  he  should  prolong  his  stay.   Their  polite  contest 
ted  just  four  hours  and  sixteen  minutes,  in  which  time  they  acted 
>ough  every  section  of  the  two  hundred  and  fifty-seventh  book  of 
;  Code  of  Forms  and  Ceremonies :  that  being  the  portion  which 
lats  of  the  departure  of  a  guest.     In  the  end  Si-Long  was  van- 
ished— as  how  could  it  be  otherwise  ? — and  he  promised  to  defer 
«  departure. 

The  ice  was  broken — it  had  not  been  thick — and  a  warm  fountain 
love  sprung  up  in  the  hearts  of  the  young  people.  Thenceforth 
ey  were  much  together ;  they  could  not  be  happy  apart ;  they 
jhed  sighs  ;  they  vowed  vows  ;  in  fine,  they  arranged  a  little 
neme  for  boating  it  together  down  the  current  of  matrimonial  fell- 
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-Moun  was  detained  in  Peking  longer  than  he  anticipated.  At 
at,  however,  he  succeeded  in  taking  his  revered  master  the  Era- 
eror  off  the  sick-list, — though,  unfortunately,  only  by  placing  him 
pon  the  bills  of  mortality.  Communicating  to  his  daughter  intelli- 
ence  of  this  circumstance,  he  gave  her  to  understand  that  he  should 
Blum  home  in  a  very  few  days:  and  Si-Long  had  no  longer  any 
ifficulty  in  persuading  his  betrothed  that  he  wa.t  so  far  convales- 
ent  as  to  admit,  without  imprudence,  of  his  taking  his  immediate 
lepartnre.  Before  he  went,  however,  it  was  settled  between  the 
inir  that  the  young  lady  should  obtain  her  sire's  consent  to  their 
inion,  and  induce  him,  as  soon  as  prelimin.iries  could  be  arranged, 
o  convey  her  to  Peking  for  the  performance  of  the  marriage  cere- 
nonies.  So  Si-Long  at  last  departed,  and  in  a  few  days  Nu-Moun 
■eturned. 

The  physician  was  astonished  to  find  that  the  young  mandarin 
liad  gone,  not  having  been  aware  that  he  had  so  far  recovered  as 
sven  to  leave  his  chamber.  He  was  more  surprised,  and  not  alto- 
pether  pleased,  to  discover  that  the  screens,  of  which  his  daughter's 
first  letter  had  made  mention,  had  been  so  soon  displaced  ;  and  his 
Epectacles  assumed  a  larger  appearance  than  ever  when  he  heard  of 
the  subsequent  progress  of  events.  His  pig-tail  grew  exceedingly 
uneasy,  waving  in  gentle  undulations,  and  occasionally  coiling  round 
his  shoulders  ;  and,  lighting  his  pipe  with  great  precipitation,  he  be- 
gan to  smoke  with  so  much  energy  as  to  wrinkle  up  the  bamboo, 
and  contract  it  in  length  some  inches. 

Now  the  fact  is  that  Nu-Moun  would  have  excused  his  daughter's 
imprudence,  and  would  have  made  no  objection  to  her  marriage  with 
a  young  mandarin  of  so  much  repute  as  bi-Long,  had  it  not  chanced 
that  he  had  formed  a  little  plot  of  liis  own,  with  which  that  of  the 
young  people  might  materially  interfere.     A  fortunate  conjunction 
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of  stars  had  suggested  the  idea,  and  the  more  he  had  pondered  upon 
it,  the  more  it  had  delighted  him. 

Need  it  be  said  that  Tou-Kcen  would  not  have  been  fixed  upon  as 
the  heroine  of  this  story,  had  she  not  been  at  that  precise  period  the 
most  beautiful  lady  in  the  Chinese  dominions?  Now  it  is  a  custom  in 
the  celestial  land,  when  a  fresh  ruler  comes  to  the  throne  (as,  thanks 
to  the  astrological  science  which  Nu-flloun  himself  had  brought  to 
bear  on  the  late  Emperor,  was  now  about  to  be  the  case),  that 
parents  who  possess  unmarried  daughters  of  great  beauty,  and  of  a 
marriageable  age,  respectfully  offer  them  to  the  notice  of  their  so- 
vereign ;  and  from  among  these,  besides  making  up  his  little  mu- 
seum of  handmaidens,  he  not  unfrequently  selects  his  Empress.  The 
worshipful  physician  was  already  in  favour  with  the  Emperor  elect; 
so  that  he  might  consider  there  would  be  little  difficulty  in  obtaining 
for  his  lovely  daughter  an  introduction  to  that  potentate.  And  then 
' — relying  much  on  her  surpassing  beauty,  but  more  on  the  promise 
of  the  stars — he  entertained  a  strong  hope,  almost  a  confidence,  that 
she  would  find  such  favour  in  the  imperial  eyes  as  to  be  the  enviable 
one  selected  to  share  the  throne  ; — or  at  least — but  no  "at  least" — it 
must  assuredly  be  thus,  and  not  otherwise. 

Nu-Moun  was  therefore  perplexed  ;  but  entertaining  no  very  high 
opinion  of  the  permanency  of  ladies'  affections,  he  determined  to 
conceal  his  purpose  for  a  time,  till  the  ardour  of  her  love  for  Si- 
Long  might  somewhat  abate;  but  to  accede  to  her  request  so  far  as 
the  journey  to  Peking  was  concerned.  The  idea  of  becoming  on 
empress^  he  imagined,  must  kindle  some  feelings  of  ambition  in  any 
female  mind  ;  and  as  he  reflected  thus,  his  queue  grew  calmer. 

Nu-Moun  was  not  niistakeu  in  his  judgment  of  his  daughter.  He 
took  her  to  Peking,  and  soon  venturing  to  communicate  his  scheme 
to  her,  was  delighted  to  find  how  readily  and  how  warmly  she  en- 
tered into  his  views.  She  requested  only  that  he  would  endeavour 
to  keep  their  proposed  proceedings  a  secret  from  Si-Long ;  becauscj 
if  it  snould  prove  that  the  Emperor  was  without  discrimination, 
it  would  be  well,  she  considered,  to  have,  as  the  Chinese  express 
it,  another  epoon  to  her  rice. 

The  Emperor,  though  a  new  Emperor,  was  already  an  old  roan. 
But  the  ladies  forgot  the  old  man  in  the  young  Emperor ;  and  many 
would  even  have  consented  to  have  become  old  women,  could  they 
thereby  have  secured  to  themselves  a  share  in  the  imperial  throne. 
At  his  inauguration,  many  of  those  most  remarkable  for  beauty, 
who,  in  conformity  to  the  custom  to  which  we  have  adverted,  had 
been  brought  from  various  parts  of  the  empire,  were  presented  to 
him  for  selection  ;  and  he  chose  from  among  them  several,  who  were 
honoured  with  particular  appointments  in  the  palace.  But  when 
the  surpassingly  beautiful  Tou-Keen  was  introduced  into  his  pre- 
sence, he  rose  with  unspeakable  condescension,  and  declared  be- 
fore the  assembled  court  that  he  recognised  that  lady  as  the  person 
to  whom  he  had  been  mated  some  thousand  years  before,  in  a  differ- 
ent state  of  being,  and  who  was  destined  to  become  his  spouse  in  this. 
The  next  day  he  sent  forth  a  proclamation,  giving  the  wisest  and  best 
reasons  for  having  made  use  of  an  abridged  edition  of  the  marriage 
ceremonies,  and  declaring  that  his  imperial  example  in  tliis  instance 
was  not  to  be  referred  to  as  a  precedent. 
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Whfti  the  iinrortunate  Si-Long  receivetl  the  news  of  his  beloved 

'oij-Ki'cn's  marriage  with  the  Emperor,  lie  for  a  long  while  refused 

I  eive  it  credence,  declaring  that  the  lady  was  engaged  to  himself, 

nu  that  truth  itself  was  not  half  so  true  as  she.     As  soon,  however, 

t  he  became  convinced  of  the  fact,  he  was  well-nigh  beside  himself 

>ith  rage  and  despair.     He  gnashed  his  teeth,  and  tore  his  pig-tail, 

nd  declared  that  falsehood  itself  was  not  half  so  false  as  Tou-Keen. 

I  will  be  revenged,"  cried  he,  "  as  sure  as  a  bow  and  arrow."  Guns 

■d  not  at  that  time  Iteen  introduced  in  China. 

His  conduct  and  declarations  became  a  theme  at  court ;  and  a 

landarin,  who  had  been  jealous  of  the  favour  Si-Long  hud  obtained 

■cm  the  late  Emperor,  ventured  to  report  to  the  new  one  sill  tliat  he 

ad  so  rashly  spoken.     Poor  Si-Long  would  soon   hnvf  been  a  vo- 

ime  of  fugitive  poetry, — that  is  to  say,  a  collection  of  small  pieces, 

-but  for  the  interposition  of  the  amiable  Tou-Keen,  who  was  op- 

iosed  to  such  poetical  justice.     The  beautiful  Empress,  however, 

f«8  not  unwilling  that  her  too  aspiring  lover  should  receive  a  pun- 

(hment  proportioned  to  his  offence  ;  so  ibe  suggciled  that  there 

hould  be  inflicted  upon  him  two  hundred  strokes  of  the  bamboo; 

nd  that  with  the  imperial  gratuity  of  ten  score  marks  which  would 

ccompany  the  execution  of  this  order,  he  might  be  dismissed  from 

he  province  of  Pe-che-le.     An  Emperor  of  China,  as  the  father  of 

lis  people,  well  understands  that  to  spare  the  rod  is  to  spoil  the 

hild ;  and  the  bamboo  is  one  of  the  most  useTul  plants  in  his  domi- 

aon.     His  subjects  naturally  prize  it,  because  theyy<'i7  its  use. 

After  obtaining  such  proof  of  his  mistress's  favour,  Si-Long  had 
ittle  desire  to  remain  longer  in  the  capital,  and  thus  banishment 
lecame  to  him  a  matter  of  indifference.  He  was  behind  the  world, 
—or,  as  it  is  more  commonly  e.vpressed,  the  world  was  before  him, 
—and  he  set  forth  from  llie  great  cnpital  with  his  little  capital  upon 
lis  back.  He  was  likely  to  retain  his  viarks  some  lime  ;  but,  as  his 
nandarin's  button  had  been  taken  from  him,  be  was  no  longer  among 
he  nobie.i. 

He  wandered  on,  greatly  depressed  in  spirit,  and  careless  whither 
:hance  might  lead  him,  and  fur  several  days  mechanically  retraced 
he  way  he  had  lately  taken  when  entrusted  with  the  Emperor's 
iommission.  Having  at  length  arrived  at  the  place  where  the  path 
urned  oS*  to  the  dwelling  of  the  physicicm,  he  could  not  resist  an 
nclination  to  revisit  the  abode  which  he  had  left  with  such  pleasing 
inticipations.  i\o\.  doubting,  however,  that  his  story  had  got  there 
jefore  him,  he  did  not  venture  to  show  himself  in  front  of  the 
louse ;  but  choosing  the  dusk  of  the  evening,  he  went  stealthily 
hrough  the  garden,  and  passed  along  avenues  of  bananas  and  orange- 
.rees,  till  he  came  to  a  small  summer-house,  commanding  an  exten- 
live  view  of  a  tank  of  gold  fish.  In  that  fantastic  building  he  threw 
limself  down  on  a  bamboo  bench, — he  did  not  notice  that  it  was  of 
lamboo,  or  he  would  have  chosen  some  other, — and  looked  pen- 
sively at  the  water,  and  at  the  fish  that  sported  so  merrily  therein. 
Ke  had  once  before  sat  in  that  place ;  the  beautiful  but  faithless 
Fou-Keen  was  then  his  comjianion ;  they  had  slipped  forth  unob- 
served of  the  domestics,  and  in  that  retreat  had  enjoyed  an  hour  of 
lelightful  intercourse,  such  as  in  the  Celestial  Land  falls  to  the  lot  of 
Jew  lovers,  although  such  hours  only  can  make  the  Celestial  Land  a 
perfect  paradibe.  ili;j  heart  was  low, —  and  m  he  looked  at  the  gold 
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fish,  and  tliought  of  liis  false  lady,  he  repeated  to  himself  the  words 
of  the  celebrated  poet,  Sing-Song,  which  have  been  so  well  trans- 
lated by  Gray : 

"  Not  all  thai  tempts  our  wandering  eyes, 
And  heedless  hearts  is  lawful  prize ; 
Not  all  that  glisten,  gold." 

"Ah!"  said  he,  "false  Tou-Keen!  you  deceived  your  faithful 
Si-Long :  he  would  have  treasured  you  as  the  precious  metal,  and 
behold  you  elude  his  grasp  as  a  slippery  fish.  Farewell,  however, 
Tou-Ktien  !  far  be  it  from  me  to  cherish  feelings  of  revenge  or  hate 
against  one  whom  I  have  loved  so  truly." 

Having  spoken  thus,  he  was  possessed  with  a  strong  desire  to  put 
an  end  to  his  miseries  by  a  plunge  into  the  tank.  But  the  drowsy 
god  was  just  at  the  time  beginning  to  exercise  so  powerful  an  infiu* 
ence  upon  liim,  that  he  was  constrained  to  defer  this  till  he  should 
have  taken  a  short  nap. 

To  this  end  he  fell  asleep  ;  and  in  his  sleep  he  had  a  dream.  From 
a  vase,  that  stood  upon  a  pedestal  in  the  middle  of  the  tank,  a  little 
mist  seemed  suddenly  to  arise,  which,  gradually  spreading  and  ap- 
proaching him,  revealed  amid  its  rolling  volumes  the  figure  of  his 
guardian  joss.  This  was  a  little  punch-bellied  divinity,  who  sat 
cross-legged,  as  is  the  custom  of  all  guardian  josses.  His  face  was 
full  of  quintessential  wisdom  ;  its  very  furrows  seemed  to  have  been 
made  by  "  wise  saws  ;"  and  the  air  of  the  whole  was  a  sort  of  pro- 
verbial expression.  "  My  son,"  said  he,  "  though  gravity  of  face 
suiteth  with  wisdom,  yet  laughter  itself  is  not  so  vain  and  profitless 
as  tears  ;  and  remember  that  half  a  potfull  is  better  than  no  rice. 
Therefore  arise  and  go  thy  way,  and  away  with  ungainly  grief. 
Bend  thy  steps  south-eastward  from  this  province  of  Honan,  and 
pass  through  Hoo-Pc,  till  thou  comest  to  Kiang-Si.  There  attend 
the  chances  that  await  thee.  This  much  I  read  of  thy  fate :  the 
Emperor  yet  shall  honour  thee,  though  now  he  hath  thus  cast  thee 
down  ;  and  thy  name  shall  go  forth  through  all  the  land,  and  be  re- 
membered throujfh  all  ages.  If  the  honour  coraeth  slowly, — the  great 
wall  was  not  built  in  a  day  ;  keep  up  thy  courage,  and  persevere  in 
the  path  upon  which  thou  enterest ;  patience  and  perseverance  dug 
the  great  canal.  Here,  take  this  talisman.  It  will  make  hard  things 
easy  to  thee.  It  will  aid  thee  in  all  thou  devisest.  It  will  make  hot 
cold,  and  cold  hot.  But  whenever  thou  hast  some  purpose  to  effect, 
thou  must  hold  it  in  thine  hand.  Untouched  it  will  avail  nothing- 
Farewell." 

As  soon  as  the  joss  had  vanished,  Si-Long  awoke.  At  the 
time  he  fell  asleep,  the  moon  had  not  long  appeared  above  the 
horizon.  When  he  rose,  she  had  just  reached  her  zenitli.  There 
she  hung,  as  tlie  great  chandelier  of  the  night,  the  stars  glittering 
round  her  like  single  candles  stuck  about  the  cupola  of  heaven. 
Majestic  orb !  she  rolled  among  that  little  company  like  an  eighty- 
four  pounder  among  a  flight  of  pistol-bullets.  A  Chinese  writer  has 
aptly  likened  her  to  a  pot  of  rice,  and  the  stars  to  scattered  grains. 

Si-Long  arose.  He  looked  up  at  the  moon :  he  looked  down  at 
the  water :  he  thought  of  his  meditated  leap  into  the  latter,  but,  with 
the  moon  reflected  within  it,  it  appeared  too  deep.  He  looked  at  the 
vase  that  stood  on  a  pedestal  in  the  midst  of  the  tank ;  and,  u  his 


THE    PORCELAIN    BATH. 


617 


eye  fell  upon  this,  his  vision  or  dream  returned  to  his  memory,  and 
quite  determined  him  not  to  plunge  too  rashly.  But  as  he  recoUect- 
eid  the  apparition  of  the  joss,  he  remembered  likewise  the  talisman  ; 
and  not  until  then  did  he  notice  that  betwixt  the  finger  and  thumb  of 
hia  left  hand  he  held  a  small  crooked  coin,  which  he  recognized  im- 
mediately as  the  gift  of  his  guardian  spirit.  Encouraged  b}'  such  a 
diacoveryj  he  rose  and  bade  adieu  for  ever  to  that  sad  scene  of  for- 
mer happy  hours  ;  and,  finding  that  the  garden-gate  was  fast,  climb- 
ed the  wall  with  some  difficulty, — declining  the  proffered  assistance 
of  a  bamboo, — and  alighting  in  safety  on  the  other  side,  set  forward 
at  once  on  his  journey  towards  the  south-east,  in  obedience  to  the 
recommendation  of  the  joss. 

We  leave  him  on  his  way,  and  return  to  Pekin.  As  we  approach 
the  city  we  hear  Tou-Kcen  from  every  mouth.  Within  the  walls 
Tou-Keen  is  the  universal  theme  of  conversation  too  ;  but  there  we 
hear  less  of  her,  for  not  being  far  from  the  palace,  all  speak  in  whis- 
pers. Tou-Keen  the  beautiful ;  Tou-Keen  the  fantastic ;  Tou- 
Keen  the  petulant ;  Tou-Ki'en  the  cruel ;  Tou-Keen  the  unjust ; 
Tou-Keen  that  rules  the  ruler  ;  Tou-Keen  that  squanders  the  money 
of  the  land;  everywhere  Tou-Keen  ;  all  day  long  Tou-Keen;  Tou- 
Keen,  Tou-Keen,  Tou-Kien. — nothing  but  Tou-Keen. 

The  young  Empress,  in  the  mysterious  way  that  sometimes  hap. 
pena,  had  acquired  a  Hurprising  influence  over  the  old  Emperor, 
although  he  was  the  despotic  sovereign  of  the  great  Central  Em- 

Eire,  and  she  a  weak  woman  just  raised  to  dignity  from  no  very 
igh  rank  among  his  subjects.  Ah,  wonderful  beyond  all  wondrous 
things  thy  fascinating  power,  O  beauty,  who  imprisoneat  Kings 
with  thy  locks,  and  makest  Emperors  bend  beneath  thy  lashes  I 
Tou-Keen  soon  felt  her  power,  and  she  made  the  Emperor  feel  it ; 
and  like  tlie  shock  of  a  galvanic  battery,  it  passed  from  him  to  those 
next  him  in  degree,  and  so  through  the  whole  circle  of  society. 
Never  were  humours  so  fantastic  as  those  which  Tou-Keen  taxed 
her  lord,  and  which  her  lord  taxed  the  whole  country  to  gratify. 
She  ordered  new  buildings  and  decorations  in  the  palace ;  a  gim- 
CTBck  arch  of  porcelain  in  the  great  court  before  it;  tall  columns, 
supporting  at  telescopic  heights  the  figures  of  warriors  and  great 
men,  (it  was  a  pity  she  possessed  no  Herschel's  telescope  to  bring 
their  features  within  view,)  new  gardens  filled  with  majestic  rocks 
of  glass  and  terra  cotta,  with  trees  dwarfed  down  to  shrubs,  and 
with  flowers  in  pots  upon  artificial  branches,  fine  specimens  of  the 
manner  in  which  Art  can  turn  Nature  inside  out,  or  make  her  stand 
upon  her  head.  She  would  have,  too,  garden  buildings  devised  in 
all  the  forms  of  Chinese  puzzles,  lakes  of  coloured  water  filled  with 
artificial  fish,  and  lofty  bridges  erected  upon  level  lawns.  She  issued 
her  command,  and  temples  and  theatres  were  there  mingled  toge- 
ther, and  pig-tailed  gods  and  fantocini  flourished  falchions  and  flags, 
beat  drums,  and  smoked  their  pipes  and  incense-pots  in  happy  emu- 
lation of  each  other.  But  in  the  decorations  of  her  own  apartments, 
ia  her  dress,  and  in  her  food,  the  beautiful  and  proud  Tou-Keen 
was  yet  more  lavish  and  fantastic.  Large  pieces  of  furniture, 
wrought  of  rhinoceros  ivory,  in  that  exquisite  style  of  carving  in 
hich  the  Chinese  are  yet  unequalled,  or  in  jade  and  precious  mar- 
bles, inlaid  with  diamonds  and  rubies ;  pillows  and  beds  of  spider- . 
;lk,  stuffed  only  with  parrots'  down  ;  robes  woven  of  gold  filaments 

2  sa 


GIH 


THE    PORCELAIN    BATIT. 


reserablirtg  silk,  and  enriched  with  a  wonderful  embroidery,  which 
all  the  first  ladies  in  the  empire  were  compelled  to  execute ;  dishes 
of  woodcock's  brains,  the  pupils  of  cat's  eyes,  snail's  horns,  and 
mniise-foot  jelly;  these  were  but  a  few  anjong  her  tnultitudinous 
devices. 

The  whims  of  the  most  whimsical  Ton-Keen  furnished  ample  em- 
ployment to  jdl  tlie  best  urlificers  in  ivory,  in  the  precious  metals, 
in  silks,  in  porcelain,  and  in  whatever  else  might  conduce  to  orna- 
ment ami  luxury.  Yet  her  commissions  were  ielt  to  be  not  patron 
age  but  tyranny  •  for,  though  those  who  executed  her  commands  in 
a  manner  which  gave  her  satisfaction  were  well  paid,  an<l  even  re- 
warded for  their  labour ;  the  much  larger  numbers  who  failed,  in 
spite  of  their  most  anxious  endeavours,  to  win  her  approbation, 
were  punished  with  various  degrees  of  severity.  Some  were  bam- 
booed  ;  some  had  their  shops  or  workhouses  destroyed  ;  some  were 
banished  to  remote  parts  of  the  empire.  The  tasks  which  she  set  to 
the  porcelain  manufacturers  were  particularly  troublesome:  for  after 
these  had  formed  the  clay,  by  the  most  careful  and  skilful  manipula- 
tions, into  unusual  and  difTicult  shapes,  their  labours  were  apt  to  be 
rendered  unavailing  by  the  uncontrollable  effects  of  the  fire  to  which 
the  earthy  material  had  necessarily  to  be  subjected. 

Among  other  fancies,  she  had  demanded  from  these  artists  a  bath, 
of  most  fantastic  form,  the  siiles  and  ed^e  of  which  should  be  formed 
of  a  fibgree  of  flowers,  fruit,  birds,  shells,  and  figures  ;  the  whole  to 
be  contrived  with  great  intricacy  and  elaborated  with  extreme  mi- 
nuteness. Of  this  a  model  was  prepared  in  Peking  ;  and  sent  thence 
to  the  factory  at  King-te-chin  ;  then  an  establishment  of  consider- 
able repute,  which  has  since  become  the  most  famous  in  all  China. 

No  such  piece  of  porceliiin,  either  for  size,  or  i'ar  the  curiosity  of 
the  workmanship,  had  hitherto  been  attempted  ;  and  the  proprietor 
of  the  furnaces  was  dismayed  when  he  received  the  order.  Among 
tlie  artificers  in  his  employ,  however,  was  a  young  man  of  extraor- 
dinary skill,  who  had  already  performed  some  commissions  of  the 
Kmpress,  for  which  the  furnaces  of  best  repute  had  been  tried  ; 
the  manufacturers  of  best  repute  bastinatloed  :  and  this  person,  who 
had  lately  been  looked  upon  as  a  prodigy  of  skill  and  oracle  of  art, 
readily  took  upon  himself  the  perilous  responsibility  of  forming  the 
porcelain  bath. 

This  ingenious  young  artist — (perhaps  you  may  have  guessed  so 
much) — was  no  other  than  our  heroic  Si-Long,  —  at  least  Si- Long 
the  hero  of  our  story,  —  who  had  arrived  one  evening,  tired  and 
hungry,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  porcelain  manufactories  of 
King-te-chin.  As  he  had  found  it  neither  reputable  nor  agreeable 
to  roam  about  so  long  without  money,  or  credit,  or  changes  of 
clothes,  and  as  he  recollected  the  advice  of  his  guardian  joss  that  he 
should  tarry  in  Kiang-Si,  it  occurred  to  him  that  he  might  be  able 
to  obtain  employment  in  the  porcelain  factories,  and  that  as  he  was 
possessed  of  much  ingenuity  and  taste,  he  might  thus  occupy  him- 
self in  a  manner  at  once  lucrative  and  honourable.  He  found  no 
difficulty  in  forming  an  engagement  with  the  master  of  the  principal 
establishment ;  but  what  may  have  rendered  this  the  less  difficult 
was,  that  when  he  presented  himself  to  make  an  offer  of  his  services 
his  hand  was  unconsciously  |)l«ced  upon  the  talisman  he  had  re- 
ceived from  the  joss.     But  for  this  fortunate  accident  it  is  probable 
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Miat  references  as  to  character  might  have  been  required ;  and  it 
Would  not  have  been  pleasant  to  have  been  forced  to  appeal  to  his 
friend,  the  Emperor,  for  credentials. 

He  alterwards  remembered  the  talisman,  and  it  made  hard  things 
easy  to  him,  aTid  aided  him  in  all  he  devised.  This  it  was  which 
enabled  him,  though  with  such  little  experience  in  the  fabrication 
Bf  china  ware,  to  perform  what  had  baulked  the  ablest  workmen. 

Si-Long  applied  himself  assiduously,  with  the  assistance  of  seve- 
ral ingenious  artists,  to  imitate  in  the  clay  the  model  of  the  bath. 
It  was  wrought  to  its  due  form :  was  coloured  and  glazed.  Af- 
ter that  it  was  placed,  not  without  some  difficulty,  in  a  furnace, 
Irhlch  under  his  particular  superintendence,  had  been  erected  for 
be  occasion.  No  vessel  of  porcelain  clay  the  tenth  part  its  size 
ukI  ever  before  undergone  tnc  process  of  burning.  Of  course, 
lierefore,  the  most  extraordinary  care  must  have  been  requisite  in 
the  operation.  Si-Longf  had  had  the  furnace  formed  with  various 
Ipertures,  in  such  a  manner  that  the  heat  could  be  suddenly  increas- 
pd  or  diminished  on  any  side ;  and  he  himself  stood  upon  a  raised 
c|>latform,  and  looked  down  a  sloping  shaft  into  the  enormous  cistern 
[►f  fire,  that  he  might  observe  the  progress  of  the  burning,  and  give 
orders  to  the  workmen  ac<;ordingly.  It  was  necessary  to  subject  the 
clay  to  intense  heat ;  the  bath  was  so  large  that  otherwise  a  portion 
Dniy  might  have  been  sufficiently  baked,  whilst  other  parts  were 
•carcely  affected  by  the  fire.  Si-Long's  arrangements  had  been  ex- 
cellent ;  all  seemed  proceeding  well.  He  did  not  forget  meanwhile 
to  hold  the  talisman  in  his  hand  ;  and  he  fully  appreciated  the  value 
^f  the  gift,  and  the  benevolence  of  the  giver.  He  looked  hard  at  it, 
bis  heart  overflowing  with  satisfaction  and  gratitude.  It  was  lying 
on  the  forefinger  of  his  right  hand,  and  the  knuckle  of  the  thumb  ; 
iis  hand  was  half-closed,  and  his  thumb-nail  was  in  the  bend  of  the 
middle  finger.  "  O  thou  invaluable  prize  !  "  said  he,,  and  his  thumb 
■prang  suddenly  upward,  and  twirled  it  in  the  air.  He  meant  to 
nave  caught  it  as  it  feJI ;  but  in  his  delight  he  had  tossed  it  rather 
too  high,  and  he  caught  at  it  rather  too  nervously;  it  struck  his 
band,  and  rebounding  from  that,  passed  down  the  sloping  shaft  into 
the  furnace,  and  fell  into  the  bath.  Si-Long  looked  after  it  in  dis- 
may :  and,  as  his  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  Iwth,  he  observed  a  line 
»U  down  the  side,  a  line  whicli  at  first  seemed  scarcely  thicker  than 
m.  hair ;  but  soon  it  appeared  like  a  wire  against  the  porcelain  ;  then 
like  a  cord ;  and  still  it  opened  wider,  and  other  similar  indications 
of  fracture  became  perceptible. 

Si- Long  was  in  despair.  The  bath  was  spoiled ;  the  talisman  was 
lost;  all  hopes  of  success  were  by  that  loss  removed  for  ever ;  his 
reputation,  of  which  he  had  grown  proud,  was  ruined;  the  Em- 
press, whom,  in  spite  of  the  falsehood  and  cruelty  she  had  exercised 
towards  him,  he  had  toiled,  with  great  self-satisfaction,  to  gratify, 
Would  be  disappointed  of  her  bath:  and  the  bamboo  grew  more 
abundantly  in  Kiang-si  than  in  the  northern  provinces.  These 
Iboughts  passed  as  quick  as  pulsations  through  his  brain.  Poor 
6i-Long  was  reduced  to  horrible  de.spair  ;  and  clasping  his  hands  to- 
gether in  a  frantic  manner,  and  tucking  up  his  petticoat, —  swift  as 
an  ignis  fatttii.t  he  plunged  head-foremost  into  the  fire. 

VVhen   the  master   of  the    furnaces  and   Ins   workmen  perceiveil 
j/what  Si-Long  had  done,   they  ran  away  in  great  fright,  and  with 
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much  precipitation,  some  calling  on  Fo,  and  some  on  Con-fut-sze, 
and  some  on  Laou<Keun.  They  spread  about  through  the  neigh- 
bourhood, ami  told  the  tile  at  all  the  factories  ;  then  assembled  in 
,  one  place,  and  held  a  council  of  war  ;  and  al\er  much  deliberation, 
agreed  to  return,  that  they  might  afford  Si-Long  all  the  assistance 
in  their  power. 

They  went  back  accordingly :  but  what  was  their  surprise  on 
opening  the  doors  of  the  fiirnace,  to  find  that  the  fire  had  burned 
out,  that  the  bath  was  yet  perfect,  and  fully  baked,  and  that  poor 
Si-Long  lay,  a  mere  heap  of  cinders,  within  it. 

When  they  had  reduced  all  that  remained  of  him  more  completely 
to  ashes,  they  deposited  these  in  a  porcelain  vase,  and  buried  them 
under  the  furnace.  They  mourned  for  him  very  strenuously  ;  be- 
cause they  remembered  that  the  Empress  might  have  fresh  fancies  ; 
and  in  such  case,  without  a  Si-Long,  they  had  nothing  better  to  look 
to  than  bamboos,  or  banishment, — perhaps  a  bow-string. 

The  Empress  was  delighted  with  the  bath  exceedingly ;  but  when 
she  heard  tlie  fate  of  the  unhappy  Si-Long  she  was  afflicted  beyond 
measure  with  laughter  uncontrolable. 

"What,"  said  she,  "Si-Long,  the  audacious  youth  whom  we  let 
off  so  cheaply  with  a  couple  of  hundred  blows?  The  youth  who 
accused  the  Empress  of  the  Central  Empire  of  inconstancy  to  Jiim  ? 
A  handsome  youth,  you  say  ;  black  eyes,  large  ears,  thick  lips;  as 
fat  as  turtle,  and  with  a  pig-tail  reaching  to  his  heel.  Believe  me 
it  can  be  no  other  than  that  same,  that  very  same  insolent  Si-Long. 
And  so  he  jumped  into  the  fire  ?  He,  he,  he !  how  exceedingly 
queer  !  And  they  found  him  in  this  bath,  too,  you  say  r  Ho,  ho, 
hu!  I  shall  die  with  this  fit.  Quite  baked!  quite  roasted!  quite 
broiled!  Ha,  ha,  ha!  how  absurdly  ridiculous!  Come,  get  me 
ready  this  bath,  that  my  poor  bambooed  lover  was  fried  in.  Let  it 
be  well  filled  with  cool  cocoa-nut  milk,  and  high-scented  cinnamon 
waters,  and  spread  lotus-leaf  couches  around.  More  pleasant  to 
bathe  in  it  then  (wot  ye  ?)  than  when  it  lay  in  the  furnace  of  King- 
te-chin." 

As  soon  as  the  swiftest  feet  could  convey  the  order,  a  thousand 
persons  were  up  to  their  necks  in  water,  gathering  the  petals  of  the 
sacred  lotus,  to  heap  up  couches  for  the  capricious  Tou-Keen.  The 
bath  was  prepared  in  a  less  time  than  would  appear  possible,  in  a 
beautiful  chamber,  hung  round  with  the  costliest  metal  mirrors, 
and  carpeted  with  several  thicknesses  of  the  softest  silk.  The  walla 
were  partly  clothed  with  the  same;  and  on  ivory  and  silver  tables 
were  disposed  baskets  of  the  choicest  fruits  and  flowers,  and  cages 
of  the  most  gorgeous  birds ;  whilst  at  either  end  of  the  bath  stood 
huge  vases  of  porcelain,  filled  with  a  rare  sort  of  water-lily,  and 
with  strange  and  beautiful  fish. 

The  lovely,  the  amiable  Tou-Keen  prepared  for  the  bath,  and  dis- 
missed her  attendants.  She  floated  in  the  cool  cocoa-nut  milk  and 
high-scented  cinnamon  waters;  and  by  drawing  a  tasselled  string, 
upset  a  basket  which  had  been  suspended  near  the  ceiling,  immedi- 
ately over  the  bath,  and  brought  down  upon  herself  a  dewy  shower 
of  rose-leaves. 

"And  so,"  said  she  musingly,  "  it  is  really  the  fact  that  that  as- 
piring Si-Long,  who  would  have  made  the  surpassingly  beautiful 
Tou-Keen  a  mandarin's  wife — Tou-Keen,  who  was  born  to  rule  the 
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ier  of  the  world, — it  is  really  a  fact  that  he  was  scorched  to  death 
this  very  delightful  bath  !  Well,  how  exceedingly  singular  I 
t,  ha,  ha !  I  wonder  which  way  he  fell  ?  Whether  his  head  was 
this  side  or  on  that?  I  can  fancy  his  nose  coming  in  contact  with 
here :  he,  he,  he !  And  here,  as  sure  as  I  'm  au  Empress,  is  a 
tie  crack.     Hi.  hi !     What  have  we  here ? '" 

There  was  a  little  crack,  as  the  Empress  had  said;  and  in  the 

*le  crack  was  a  little  crooked  coin,  —  the  talisman  which  Si-Long 

id  lost.     The  little  crooked  coin  was  almost  hidden  in  the  little 

•ack  ;  and  both  the  little  crack  and  the  little  crooked  coin  were  so 

ttle  as  before  to  have  escaped  notice.    Tou-Keen,  however,  detect- 

1  them.     When  she  saw  the  little  crack  she  inserted  in  it  the  tip 

f  one  of  her  long  nails,  and  as  she  scraped  that  along,  it  directed 

er  eye  towards  the  little  crookeil  coin.    No  sooner  did  she  perceive 

lie  latter,  than,  as  was  very  natural,  her  fingers  were  upon  it.  That 

Ittle  coin  yoa  will  remember,  was  a  coin  of  virtues.    It  would  make 

■rd  things  easy  ;  it  would  aid  in  devices ;  it  would  make  hot  culd, 

nd  cold  hot.     But  untouched  it   would  do  nothing.     No  sooner, 

hen,  did  the  beautiful  finger  of  Tou-Keen  come  in  contact  with  it 

han  the  thermometer  in  the  bath  was  at  "Cocoa-nut  milk  boils;" 

ind  the  lovely  Empress,  who  was  at  the  moment  laughing  ho,  ho, 

)o  !  at  one  side  of  her  mouth,  forthwith  laughed  oh,  uh,  oh  !  on  the 

»ther. 

The  fish  began  to  wriggle  their  tails  very  lively,  and  to  turn  up 
their  noses :  the  birds  to  sing  as  merrily  as  though  a  pie  had  been 
opened;  but  Tou-Keen  wriggled  worse  than  the  fish,  and  sung  out 
more  loudly  than  her  fei»thered  companions. 

Her  attendants  came  tottering  into  the  chamber.  Oh,  remarka- 
ble sight !  in  the  very  bath  in  which  Si-Long  had  been  roasted, 
Tou-Keen  was  slewetl ! 

Tou-Keen  lived  just  long  enough  to  devise  most  fantastic  tor- 
tures for  those  who  had  made  the  bath,  for  those  who  conveyed  it  to 
Peking,  for  those  who  prepared  it  for  her  use,  and  for  all  the  mem- 
bers of  lier  household.  But  unfortunately  Tou-Keen  died;  and  the 
Emperor  wisely  considered  that  the  loss  of  so  excellent  a  mistress 
and  empress  would  be  sufficient  torture  for  all  his  loyal  subjects. 

Between  ourselves, — the  Emperor  had  grown  tireil  of  her  tyran- 
ny, and  was  very  well  pleased  to  be  thus  quit  of  his  lady;  so  he 
sent  an  order  to  King-te-chin,  and  to  all  the  other  porcelain  facto- 
ries, commanding  that  the  youth  who  bad  formed  such  a  wonderful 
bath,  and  who  had  disposed  of  himself  in  such  a  wonderful  manner, 
should  thenceforth  be  worshipped  as  the  god  of  the  furnaces  ;  and 
he  himself  made  a  present  of  three  junk  loads  of  paper  to  be  burned 
before  his  shrine,  Thus  the  promi.se  of  the  joss  was  fulfilled,  that 
the  Emperor  should  yet  honour  Si-Long,  and  that  Si-Long's  name 
should  go  forth  through  all  the  land,  and  be  remembered  through 
all  ages. 

The  Emperor,  though  pleased,  mourned  very  affectionately  for 
the  beautiful  Tou-Keen,  and  always  preserved  with  great  care  a 
purse  manufactured  from  her  skin. 

You  would,  perhaps,  wish  to  know  what  became  of  the  old  phy- 
sician. Being  ill,  in  a  moment  of  infatuation  he  prescribed  for 
himself. 
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GHOST  GOSSIPS  AT  BLAKESLEY  HOUSE. 

BY    THE    AUTHOR   OF    "  ST£PHEN    DUOARD." 

Whkn  they  assembled  in  the  morning  they  found  their  nuin- 
1  bers  reinforced  by  the  arrival  of  JIajor  Grooby  and  his  maiden  sister, 
first  cousins  of  Sirs.  Dagleish.     This  was  a  valuable  accession  ;  for 
the  Major  was  a  first-rate  story-teller,  and  Miss  Sophia  Grooby  a 
!  first-rate  believer.     Both  of  them  had  seen  and  heard  more  super- 
natural things  than  had  ever  fallen  to  the  lot  of  any  one  person  ; 
[and  as  to  the  Major,  he  lived  in  daily  fear  of  some  bodily  harm  from 
an  old  woman  in  his  parish,  whom  he  knew  to  be  a  witch. 

And  here  it  has  just  occurred  to  us  that  we  have  left  our  readers 
in  utter  ignorance  upon  one  or  two  subjects  with  which  they  have 
an  undoubted  right  to  be  acquainted.  Who  is  Mrs.  Dagleish,  at 
whose  house  the  little  circle  were  keeping  their  Christmas?  And 
•where  was  her  house  situated?  And,  lastly,  who  were  her  friends. 
Air.  Carl i el,  Simon  Bartiardiston,  Hugh  Buckner,  and  the  rest  of 
I  them?  We  shall  explain  these  several  matters  with  all  possible 
brevity, 

Mrs.  Dagleish  was  the  widow  of  a  poor  schoolmaster,  and  the 
Bister  of  a  rich  sugar-bakt-r.     When  the  former  died,  he  left  her  no- 
I  thing,  not  even  a  child.     When   the  latter  died  he  bequeathed  her 
.  two  children,  Blary    and   Ste]»hen    Falconer,    with    something   ap- 
proaching  to  nearly  five   hundred  a  year,  and  a  substantial  brick- 
I  built  mansion  of  the  time  of  Elizabeth,  about  two  miles  from  Bewd- 
.  ley,  on  the  road  to  Kidderminster.    Her  brother,  jVbraham  Falconer, 
of  Whitechapelj  bought  it  with  the  intention  of  passing  the  remain- 
der of  his  days  there,  being  a  native  of  Kidderminster;  but  Heaven 
ordained  it  otherwise,  as  is  frequently  the  aise  with  our  sublunary 
arrangements;   for  the  very  day  the  purchase  was   completed,  and 
he  had  executed  his  will,  settling  it,  and  his  whole  fortune,  upon  his 
sister  after  his  death,   he  was  walking  along  Cheapside  in  a  high 
wind,  which  blew  off  a  chimney-pot,  that  descended  on  his  head,  and 
killed   him  on   the  spot.     When  Jlrs.  Dagleish  took  possession  of 
Blakesley  House,  (so  the  mant-ion  was  called,)  the  first  thing  she  did 
was  to  have  all  the  chimney-pots  taken  down,  and  all  the  chimneys 
carried  up  three  feet  higher,  and  well  secured  with  iron  girders. 
So  much  for  what  some  people  think  of  destiny,  and  their  power  to 
shun  it. 

Witli  respect  to  Simon  Barnardiston,  Hugh  Buckner,  and  Mr. 
I  Carliel,  it  will  be  enough  to  record  of  them,  that  the  first  was  the 
son  of  a  Birmingham  manufacturer,  age  twenty-five,  and  consi- 
dered by  himself  as  the  future  husband  of  Mary  Falconer  ;  the  se- 
(5ond,  a  clergyman's  son,  age  twenty-three,  entertaining  in  secret 
the  same  hopes  as  Simon,  but  with  nothing  in  their  favour  except 
Mary's  own  opinion  (also  a  secret  at  present),  which  was,  that 
Simon  Barnardiston  would  certainly  iiot  be  her  husband,  whoever 
might  be  ;  and  the  third,  a  retired  conveyancer,  age  forty-five,  or 
thereabouts,  an  old  friend  of  poor  Abraham  Falconer,  whose  will 
he  had  drawji,  and  therefore  knew  something  about  its  contents, 
which  made  him  regard  his  sister,  Mrs-  Daglei&h,  as  the  only  wo- 


tan  he  had  ever  seen  that  could  tempt  him  to  renounce  his  bache> 
er's  vow.  With  the  relationship  of  Major  and  Miss  Grooby  the 
reader  is  already  acquainted. 

"Cousin,"  said  the  Major,  addressing  Mrs.  Dagleish,  "do  you  re- 
Dember,  as  you  enter  Worcester  by  the  London  road,  a  small  wood 
IKI  the  right,  which  skirts  a  gently-rising  eminence  ?  " 

•'  Perfectly  well.     Why  do  you  ask  ?  " 

"  1  went  Uirough  that  wood  the  day  before  yesterday,  along  with 
\y  old  friend.  Colonel  Henniker,  who  is  a  Worcester  man,  and  who 
)ook  me  there  to  see  the  spot  where  one  of  the  most  dreadful  occur- 
jnces  took  place  that  ever  I  heard  of." 

"  What,  only  the  day  before  yesterday  ? "  inquired  Mrs.  Dag- 
ish. 

"  Oh,  no  !  above  a  hundred  years  ago ;  during  the  time  of  Oliver 
]iromwell ;  and  it  happened  to  Oliver  himself." 

•'  What  was  it  ?  "  asked  Mary  Falconer. 

"  I  '11  tell  it  you,  my  dear,"  replied  the  Blajor,  "just  as  my  friend 
old  it  me.      You  have  read  of  the  battle  of  Worcester,  I  sup- 
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"Oh,  yes;  between  poor  King  Charles  and  that  cruel  tyrant, 
Wiver  CromweU." 

"  Very  well.     You  must  know,  then,  there  was  one  Colonel  Lind> 

lay  serving  with  the  Parliamentary  army,  and   on   the  morning  of 

that  battle  Cromwell  took  this  man  with  him  into  the  wood  I  have 

mentioned,  bidding  him   note  wlialever  happened.     The^  Iiad  not 

)roceeded  far  before  Lindsity  turned  very  pale,  and  felt,  us  he  said, 

strange  unaccountable  dread  stealing  over  him,  which  he  could  not 
iccount  for.  Cromwell,  who  noticed  his  perturbation,  began  to 
•lly  him.  —  '  Tush,  man  ! '  he  exclaimed,  '  what  megrims  be  these  ? 
ii!ome  forward."  On  they  went.  Presently,  however,  Lindsay  stop> 
|>eU  again,  protesting  he  could  not  proceed  another  step,  so  over- 
Jowering  was  the  vague,  mysterious  terror  that  had  seized  him. 
UromweU,  after  sternly  reproaching  him  for  his  weakness  or  cow. 
rdice,  bade  him  remain  where  he  was,  and  mark  wiiat  would  take 
iLice.  He  obeyed ;  watched  the  General  as  he  penetrated  deeper 
Dto  the  wood ;  and  saw  him  met  by  a  grave-looking,  elderly  geutle- 

an,  with  a  roll  of  parchment  in  his  hand,  which  he  delivered  to 
\JaU,  who  perused  it  with  great  eagerness." 

"Lindsay  heard  them  at  high  words,  particularly  Oliver,  who  said 
Mritb  great  warmth,  '  This  is  but  for  seven  years.  I  was  to  have  had 
i  for  one  and  twenty,  and  one  and  twenty  it  shall  be.' 

"  Cromwell  then  lowered  his  demand ;  but  insisted  fiercely  that  he 

ould  have  fourteen  years.     The  devil,  however,  was  inflexible." 

"I  knew  it  rvas  the  devil,"  murmured  Miss  Grooby  audibly. 

"And  coolly  remarked,  'That  if  he  (Cromwell)  would  not  accept 
the  proposed  terms,  there  were  those  who  would  jump  at  them.' 
This  staggered  Noll ;  and  after  a  moment's  pause  he  seized  the 
)archment,  and  reluming  to  Lindsay,  exclaimed  with  a  triumphant 
lir,  '  Come  along !     The  battle  is  ours.     I  long  to  be  engapied  ! ' 

"  Mark  what  followed,"  continued  lilujor  Grooby.  "  The  devil 
'etumed  to — I  need  not  say  where — " 

"  Lord  !  how  shocking  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs,  Dagleish. 

"  Aiul  deposited  the  duplicate  of  this  con)pact  in  his  strong  chest. 
Cromwell  returiitd  to  the  utmy,  impatient  to  give  battle :  and  Liud- 
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say,  who  had  no  aflection,  it  seems,  for  a  conflict  thus  auspicated, 
resolved  to  malce  his  escape  as  soon  as  he  could.  After  the  first 
charge  he  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  rode  away,  and  travelled  with  all 
speed  till  he  arrived  at  the  house  of  one  Mr.  Thoroughgood,  an  in- 
timate friend  of  his,  and  a  minister,  who  lived  in  the  county  of  Nor- 
folk. When  he  saw  him,  Lindsay  related  all  the  particulars  of  what 
he  had  witnessed  in  the  wood,  concluding  with  this  remarkable  pre- 
diction. '  Cromwell  will  certainly  die  the  day  seven  years  that  the 
battle  was  fought'  Which  he  did  —  on  his  favourite  3rd  of  Sep- 
tember. The  battle  of  Worcester  took  place  September  3rd,  1651, 
and  Cromwell's  death,  September  3rd,  1658.  JVIoreover,  it  is  men- 
tioned in  history,  there  was  a  tremendous  storm  the  day  he  died, 
which  some  of  the  versatile  poets  of  the  day,  who  had  flattered  him 
w^hile  living,  accounted  for  in  a  way  very  much  akin  to  this  business, 
though  I  warrant  they  knew  nothing  of  it  at  the  time." 

"  I  perceive,"  said  Major  Grooby,  addressing  Mr.  Corliel,  "  that 
you  do  not  believe  this  story." 

"  Not  quite,"  answered  Jlr.  Carliel,  smiling. 

"Well,"  observed  the  Major,  "all  I  can  say  is,  that  my  friend. 
Colonel  Henniker  believes  it,  for  he  assured  me  that  there  is  still 
preserved  in  the  family  of  the  Thoro«ghg<M)ds  a  Common  Place 
Book,  in  which  a  son  of  Mr.  Thoroughgood,  then  about  twelve  years 
of  age,  wrote  down,  at  his  father's  desire,  and  from  Lindsay's  own 
mouth,  every  word  of  it." 

"  Did  your  friend  ever  see  that  Common  Place  Book  ?  "  inquired 
Mr.  Carliel. 

"  I  don't  know ;  but  his  mother  was  a  Thoroughgood,  and  a 
branch  of  this  same  Norfolk  family,  and  it  is  very  likely,  therefore, 
that  he  fiaf  seen  it;  though  for  ray  part  I  never  thought  of  asking 
him  the  question,  because  we  have  plenty  of  instances  of  similar  cora- 

facts,  and  still  more  numerous  ones  of  divers  dealings  with  the 
rince  of  Darkness." 

"  Dr.  FaustuB,  to  wit,  and  that  terrible  libertine,  Don  Juan,"  said 
Mary  Falconer. 

"  Nay,"  replied  the  M.<»jor,  "  we  need  not  go  so  far  back  as  the 
days  of  Dr.  Faustus  and  Don  Juan,  for  examples.  There  was  a  man 
in  my  native  town,  a  schoolmaster  of  the  name  of  Warbeck,  who 
sold  himself  to  the  devil  merely  that  he  might  have  his  revenge  upon 
a  fellow-townsman,  who  had  carried  off  his  sweetheart.  My  father 
was  his  doctor,  and  in  the  course  of  his  attendance  upon  him,  learned 
the  full  particulars  which  I  have  often  heard  him  relate." 

"Let  us  hear  them,"  said  Mr.  Carhel. 

The  Major,  who  was  never  so  happy  as  when  he  had  an  opportu- 
nity of  telling  hU  the  marvellous  stories  he  had  collected,  drank  off 
[his  cup  of  coffee,  and  began. 

"  Richard  Warbeck  when  I  knew  him  was  a  tall,  thin,  pal»- 
faced,  hullow-eyed,  and  grey-headed  old  man,  limping  about  upon 
crutches  ,*  but  in  his  younger  days  he  was  accounted  handsome,  and 
a  very  devil  among  the  women." 

"We  may  guess  what  sort  of  women,"  remarked  Miss  Grooby, 
drawing  herself  up  several  inches. 

The  5l«jor  went  on.  "  Among  those  with  whom  he  fell  in  love, 
was  one  Grace  Amos,  a  farmer's  daughter,  a  beautiful  creature,  as 
I  have  heard.     But  I  remember  her  too :  Goody  Araos  she  was  then 
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ed,  and  gained  a  scanty  livelihood  in  summer,  (in  winter  she 
d  to  go  into  the  workhouse,)  by  gathering  wild  flowers,  making 
m  into  nosegays,  and  selling  them  from  door  to  door.  Every- 
ly  bought  of  her,  from  charily  and  pity  for  her  misfortunes.  Poor 
ng !  she  went  mod  when  Richard  had  hit  revaigt ;  and  no  wonder, 
you  '11  say  when  you  hear  what  it  was.  I  have  told  you  she  was 
t  of  his  sweethearts,  and  they  were  to  have  been  married  ;  but 
fore  the  day  came,  there  came  another  lover  in  the  way,  a  dashing 
nuiting  sergeant,  named  Wilkinson ;  and  Grace  Amos  became 
r».  Wilkinson  instead  of  Mrs.  Warbeck. 

"When  Richard  heiird  that  Sergeant  Wilkinson  was  about  to 
irry  Grace,  and  when  he  wrung  from  the  poor  girl  herself  a  confes- 
m  of  the  truth,  he  laid  his  hand  upon  her  arm  and  said,  '  If  there 
a  God  in  heaven  or  a  Devil  in  hell,  you  shall  rue  this ! '  And 
ith  these  words  he  left  her. 

"  It  appeared  he  had  in  his  possession  an  old  book  upon  necro- 
ancy,  where  he  found  instructions  bow,  by  hellish  charms  and 
otenl  spells,  to  raise  the  Evil  One.  Though  he  refused  to  tell  my 
Alter  (i// the  means  he  employed, — declaring,  indeed,  that  he  dare 
ot, — he  related  very  exactly  the  horrible  scene  which  followed. 

"  He  was  in  his  bed-room  towards  midnight,  it  being  the  seventh 
ight  of  his  incantations,  when  just  as  the  church  clock  struck 
welve,  a  rushing  noise  like  a  violent  gust  of  wind  passed  through 
he  chamber,  extinguishing  the  lights,  and  leaving  him  in  total 
larkness.  Nothing  dismayed,  he  performed  the  remaining  part  of 
lis  fearful  task,  which  was  to  open  a  vein  in  his  left  arm,  unA  catch 
4a  much  blood  as  would  fill  a  wine-glass.  This  he  was  to  fling,  or 
rather  sprinkle,  towards  the  four  corners  of  the  room,  saying,  as  he 
lid  so,  '  I  call  you  east — I  call  you  went — I  cidl  you  north — 1  coll 
you  south — come,  and  speak  to  mc  ! '  He  had  no  sooner  uttered 
these  words  than  he  felt  himself  grafiped  round  the  waist  as  if  a  belt 
of  hot  iron  encircled  him,  and  a  voice  that  resembled  the  hissing  of 
a  serpent  whispered  in  his  ear, 

'  I  um  come  to  thee — 
Now  come  tviih  mel' 

"  Richard  lost  his  senses,  and  remembered  nothing  more  till  he 
found  himself  standing  in  the  church  porch,  by  the  .side  of  a  little 
old  man  leaning  on  n  crutch-stick.  He  was  not  more  than  four  feet 
in  height,  wore  a  sort  of  Spanish  drcs.s,  with  a  black  velvet  mantle, 
and  a  h-it  of  the  s.ime  material,  turned  up  in  front,  which  disclused 
a  countenance  reniark.ible  for  its  intense  malignity  of  expression, 
rather  than  for  anything  either  hideous  or  diabolical.  Richard,  who 
was  bewildered,  forgot  that  the  demon  had  no  power  to  speak  till 
spoken  to;  so  there  they  stood  for  several  minutes,  he  looking  at 
the  fiend  he  had  evoked,  trembling  from  head  to  foot,  and  the  fiend 
glaring  upon  him  with  eyes  that  every  moment  grew  more  and  more 
lustrous  with  rage,  till  at  last  they  appeared  like  two  globes  of  fire. 

" '  The  Lord  protect  me ! '  exclaimed  Richard,  at  length,  as  he 
perceived  the  increasing  fury  of  his  companion. 

"  Then  the  demon  said,  '  Thou  fool !  thou  couldst  have  no  power 
to  summon  mc  till  thy  soul  had  renounced  heaven.  /  am  thy  lord 
now — thy  lord  and  slave — thy  lord  to  command,  thy  slave  to  obey 
thee.    What  wouldst  thou  have?    Wealth?    'Tis  thine  !    The  power 
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to  gratify  every  earth-born  wish  ?  'Tis  thine.  Fifty  years  tQou  shah 
revel  in  worldly  bliss,  in  wliatever  region  or  clime  thy  fancy  may 
desire  ;  but  at  the  end  of  that  time,  though  thou  wert  at  the  farthest 
verge  of  earth,  hither  must  thou  return, — ^to  this  spot, — and  at  the 
same  hour  of  night  as  now, — where  I  too  shall  be  to  meet  thee. 
Speak — what  wouldst  thou  have  ? ' 

"  *  Revenge  ! '  replied  Richard. 

"  <  Thou  shalt  have  it    Behold  how.' 

"  He  struck  upon  the  church  doors  with  his  crutch-stick :  they 
flew  open.  Richard  saw,  as  in  a  vision,  Grace  Amos  kneeling  at  the 
altar  with  his  rival,  and  receiving  the  nuptial  benediction. 

"  *  There  is  to-morrom,'  said  the  fiend. 

" '  There  is  hell ! '  exclaimed  Richard. 

" '  And  here  is  heaven — thy  heaven,'  continued  the  fiend,  pointing 
in  the  direction  of  the  entrance  to  die  churchyard,  where  Richard 
beheld  a  funeral  train  approaching,  and  Grace  Amos  in  her  bridal 
dress  following  a  coffin.    The  next  moment  the  whole  vanished. 

"  <  Come  thu  way,'  said  the  demon.  They  walked  into  the  middle 
of  the  churchyard.  '  Here,'  he  continued,  striking  his  crutch-stick 
into  the  ground,  '  is  his  grave !  He  will  not  Ue  in  it,  but  he  shall  be 
ready  for  it  by  to-morrow  night.' 

"  '  In  what  manner  ?  '  asked  Richard. 

" '  In  this  manner.  To-morrow  he  weds  her  who  was  thine.  He 
is  quarrelsome  and  choleric.  As  he  leaves  the  church  .  with  his 
bride  upon  his  arm,  do  thou  cross  his  path.    Leave  the  rest  to  me.' 

"'Will  you  be  there?' 

"  •  Yes, — but  unseen  of  any  save  thyself.' 

" '  How  then  ? ' 

" '  Question  me  no  farther — I  must  be  gone.  Is  it  a  bargain  ?  I 
tell  you  he  shall  wed,  but  never  bed  your  mistress.  Is  not  that  re- 
venge enough  ? ' 

"  *  Ay — ^glorious  revenge ! '  said  Richard,  clenching  his  teeth. 

"  *  Well,  then,  is  it  a  bargain  ? ' 

" '  It  is.' 

♦' '  Your  hand  upon  it' 

"  Richard  stretched  out  his  hand,  which  the  demon  seized. 

" '  Wear  that  mark,'  he  exclaimed, '  till  I  claim  it' 

"  As  he  spoke,  Richard  felt  the  sinews  of  his  right  hand  contract 
and  knit  together;  at  the  same  time  he  heard  a  chuckling  laugh  in 
the  air.  He  looked  up,  but  could  see  nothing.  He  turned  towards 
the  demon — he  was  gone  ! 

"  The  next  morning,"  said  the  Major,  "  Richard  was  awakened 
from  a  disturbed  sleep  by  the  merry  chimes  of  the  church  bells. 
He  arrived  at  the  church  just  as  the  wedding  party  were  leaving  it. 
The  bride  trembled  violently  at  the  sight  of  him. 

"  '  Grace,'  said  Richard  addressing  her,  taking  no  notice  of  Ser- 
geant Wilkinson,  '  did  I  not  declare  you  should  rue  this  day,  if  there 
was  a  God  in  heaven  or  a  Devil  in  hell  ?  ' 

" '  Oh !  Richard,  Richard ! '  exclaimed  the  faithless  girl,  '  I  did 
not  think  to  see  you  here.     Why  have  you  come  ? ' 

" '  To  keep  ray  word,  Grace.' 

"  *  Keep  your  distance,'  said  the  sergeant,  thrusting  him  aside. 

"  A  blow  followed,  which  Richard  struck  with  his  right  hand.  It 
seemed  to  fall  upon  his  rival's  breast  like  a  blow  from  a  sledge- 
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lammer,  and  he  stajn^cretl  benenth  it.  Richard,  when  relating  the 
ircumstance  to  my  father,  declared  that  it  appeared  to  himself  as  if 
le  had  struck  with  some  heavy  inatrument  instead  of  his  hand.  The 
ergeant  drew  his  sword,  and  m'os  about  to  rush  upon  his  unarmed 
ssuilant.  Grace  hung  upon  his  neck,  and  besought  him  not  to 
toiove.  Ilis  and  her  friends  gathered  round  to  prevent  the  effusion 
0f  blood.  He  flung  his  bride  from  him — he  disengaged  himself  from 
kfae  others  —  his  eyes  flashed  fire — his  pale  lips  quivered  —  he  ad- 
vanced towards  Richard,  who  stoo<l  calm  and  unmoved  ;  for  now  he 

w  the  demon  by  his  side,  pointing  with  his  crutch-stick  in  mockery 

id  scorn  at  the  uplifted  sabre.  He  made  a  thrust  at  him — it  was 
larried  by  the  demon.  Richard  receded  a  few  paces,  followed  by 
is  infuriated  antagonist,  round  whom  his  friends  had  again  ga- 
shered,  and  to  whom  Grace  again  clung  in  an  agony  of  terror,  im- 
iloring  him  to  be  calm-  She  held  him  by  one  arm  as  he  dragged 
ler  along,  following  Richard,  who  still  retreated,  and  aiming  furious 
ilows  at  him,  which  were  .still  turned  aside  bv  the  demon.  The 
creams  and  cries  of  the  bridal  party  were  terrific. 

"  *  Come  on,'  said  Richard,  tauntingly.  '  Why  don't  you  strike 
ome  ?  ' 

"  At  that  moment  the  sergeant  stumbled  on  the  very  spot  where, 
ihe  night  before,  the  demon  had  struck  his  crutch-stick  into  the 
round,  and  said,  '  Here  is  his  grave.'  He  fell,  dragging  Grace  with 
iro  ;  his  sword  slipped  from  his  grasp,  and  Richard  saw  the  demon 
Mm  its  point  so,  that  as  he  fell  it  pierced  his  heart.  Scarcely  utter- 
ng  a  groan,  he  rolled  upon  his  face  (Grace  lying  partly  beneath 
lim,  drenched  with  his  blond),  and  expired.  A  loud  Inugh,  which 
lone  but  Richard  heard,  rang  through  the  air.  The  demon  was  no 
kinger  to  be  seen. 

"  Horror  was  upon  every  countenance  save  Richard's,  who  sur- 
veyed the  scene  with  a  calm  brow.  Bitter  upbraidings  were  heaped 
pon  hira  by  those  who  sl<K)d  round. 

" '  Why,  what  have  /  done  ? '  said  he.  '  I  came  to  tell  that  perfi* 
lious  woman '  (pointing  to  Grace,  who  was  lying  insensible  in  the 
rms  of  her  bridesmaids),  '  of  what  .f/K- had  done — withered  a  heart 
^hich  was  hers  or  nothing.  I  forewarned  her  1  would  do  so;  and 
f  that  choleric  fool  could  have  been  content  to  let  a  wronged  man 
somplain,  this  had  not  happened.  He  fell  by  his  own  b^nd,  not 
tine.' 

" '  You  struck  him,  villain  ! '  exclaimed  old  Giles  Amos,  the  father 
f  Grace.     '  It  was  that  blow  that  was  the  cause  of  all." 

"  'He  might  have  returned  it,'  replied  Richard,  'and  would  have 
lone  so  had  he  not  been  a  coward,  drawing  his  sword  upon  a  de- 
enceless  man.' 

••  'God  forgive  you,  Richard  ! '  rejoined  Giles.  'You  have  had 
'our  revenge  ;  and  may  God  forgive  you  ! ' 

"Laughter  was  heard,  and  a  voice  exclaimed,  'He  Art*  had  his 
evenge,  and  bought  with  it  Goii's  curse  ! ' 

"  '  Who  is  that  f  '  crietl  several  voices  at  once. 

"  '  Hearken  to  thy  doom,  Richard,"  said  Grace  starting  wildly  up. 
Hearken  to  thy  doom  1  I  heard  it  pronounced,  and  I  shall  see  it 
blfilled — there — there  ! '  pointing  to  the  sky.     •  Oh  !  Richard,  Rich- 

d,  you  have  indeed  kept  your  word  ;  but  why  were  you  not  mer- 
iful.^     Have  I  deserved  this  at  your  hands.'*'  she  continued,  burst- 
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ing  into  tears  as  her  eyes  glanced  upon  the  bleeding  corpse  of  her 
husband.  '  Could  you  not  have  despised,  hated  me,  for  my  falser 
hood,  but  spared  me  this?     Oh  !  my  neart  will  surely  break  ! ' 

"  She  felt  upon  her  knees  by  her  husband's  body,  took  his  hand, 
and  covered  it  with  tears  and  kisses. 

" '  When  I  loved  you  most,'  said  Richard,  gazing  at  her  with  a 
stem  unpitying  eye,  '  I  never  looked  upon  you  with  half  the  plea- 
sure I  do  now.  I  bore  hell's  torments  for  thee,  thou  false  one  I — and 
I  could  have  continued  to  bear  them,  or  anything,  except  seeing  tfOM 
another's.     That  maddened  and — ' 

" '  What  ? '  demanded  Grace,  springing  to  her  feet,  as  if  the 
thought  had  suddenly  flashed  across  her  mind  of  what  Richard  had 
done. 

"'And,'  he  continued,  smiling  contemptuously,  'I  resolved  to 
welcome  the  nem-made  bride  at  the  earliest  moment,  even  as  she  came 
from  the  altar.  I  have  done  so;  and  now  I  leave  you  with  the  hut- 
band  oftfitur  chuice  !  '  So  saying,  he  turned  upon  his  heel,  and  quit- 
ted the  churchyard." 

"  And  what  became  of  poor  Grace  ?  "  inquired  Mary. 

"  Ah  !  "  said  the  JMajor,  shaking  his  head,  "  there  was  a  bad  be- 
ginning, but  a  worse  ending,  to  my  mind.  Who  can  explain  a  wo- 
man ?  Who  can  account  for  what  she  will  da  when  she  will  ?  Who 
can  understand  the  movements  of  that  moral  machinery  which  makes 
them  such  beautiful  contradictions?" 

"  Beautiful  fiddlesticks  !  "  exclaimed  Miss  Grooby,  violently  agi- 
tated. "  I  have  no  patience,  brother,  to  hear  you  talk  such  nonsense. 
The  creature  was  nothing  better  than  a  vile  harlot,  —  a  lewd  minx, 
who  did  not  care  what  she  did  so  as  she  got  a  husband ;  and  rightly 
was  bhe  served  when  she  married  that  vile  wretch,  Richard  War- 
beck." 

"  What !  "  said  Mr,  Carliel,  "  did  she  afterwards  marry  Richard  ?  " 

"  I  can't  deny  it,"  replied  the  Major,  shaking  his  head  again,  as  if 
he  really  felt  for  the  honour  of  the  sex ;  "  I  can't  deny  it.  She  cer- 
tainly did  marry  him  ;  but  I  shall  always  think  she  was  the  victim 
of  unholy  practices.  At  first,"  said  the  Major,  "  she  was  like  Ca- 
lypso, inconsolable  for  the  loss  of  her  Ulysses, — ^but  in  time  she  took 
the  Ephesian  dame  for  her  model.  Seven  years  had  elapsed,  during 
which  she  never  once  laid  aside  her  widow's  weeds,  and  no  one  ever 
saw  her  smile.  JMany  were  the  off'ers  she  had  during  this  period, 
all  of  which  she  peremptorily  and  even  sternly  repulsed.  What  had 
become  of  Richard  nobtjdy  knew ;  for  immediately  after  the  death 
of  his  rival  he  left  the  place  without  saying  whither  he  was  going  ; 
but  it  was  generally  thought  he  had  gone  to  sea.  At  the  expiration 
of  seven  years,  however,  he  came  back,  and  set  up  a  school.  His 
frame  seemed  shattered,  and  his  deportment  was  that  of  a  man  ill  at 
ease.  If  a  stranger  appeared  in  the  town,  he  was  the  first  to  inquire 
whence  he  came,  and  whether  any  one  knew  his  errand.  Sometimes 
he  would  receive  letters  with  a  foreign  post-mark,  and  these  he  ex- 
amined intently,  the  seal,  the  folding,  the  writing,  before  he  opened 
them.  Then  he  always  slept  with  two  lighted  candles  in  his  room, 
and  would  never  go  to  bed  till  after  midnight,  and  in  summer  time 
not  until  the  day  had  dawned.  All  these  things  were  noted  by  his 
friends  and  acquaintance,  the  more  charitably  disposed  of  whom 
ascribed  them  to  remorse  for  the  fate  of  poor  Wilkinson. 
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"  When,  or  under  what  circumstancesj  he  renewed  his  intimacy 
with  Grace  I  never  heard ;  but  within  three  months  after  his  return, 
to  tlie  utter  amazement  of  all  who  heard  it,  the  banns  of  marriage 
between  them  were  published  one  Sunday  morning.  Her  father,  who 
Was  present,  started  up,  and  in  a  voice  of  fury  forbade  them ;  but 
firhen  the  poor  old  man  went  into  the  vestry  after  service  was  over 
to  assign  his  reasons,  he  could  give  none  that  amounted  to  a  valid 
proiiibition :  so  the  marriage  took  place. 
'    "  '  You  will  repent  this,'  said  Gdes  to  his  daughter  the  evening 

Eefnre  the  wedding. 
'■ '  I  know  it,  father,'  replied  Grace.     '  I  feel  that  I  am  about  to  do 
smething  terrible ;  but  1  have  no  power  to  resist.     Richard  has  got 
old  of  me.     If  he  M-ere  to  bid  me  back  my  flesh  off  my  bones,  I 
Uiould  do  it.    He  marries  mr,  because  it  is  his  will.     /  do  not  marry 
||fiM, — nor  would  I ;  but  when  he  asked  me  tj^  I  would,  I  could  as 
>n  have  trod  the  air  as  .said  anything  but  the  one  word  he  himself 
reathed  into  my  ear, — "  yes."     And  ever  since  I  have  moved  in  a 
rt  of  waking  dream,  God  help  me  !  for  I  know  I  am  a  doomed 
Oman,  though  I  cannot  explain  what  it  is  that  makes  me  think  so.' 
"  Next  morning  they  were  married.     Such  a  bride !  and  such  a 
iridegroom  !  and  such  a  marriage  !     Richard  would  not  allow  any 
ne  to  accompany  them,  neither  would  he  himself  accompany  her, 

5ut  insisted  upon  their  meeting  at  the  church  door,  where  she  found 
im  waiting.  He  forbade  her  to  lay  aside  her  widow's  weeds ;  and 
e  was  dressed  in  exactly  the  same  clothes  he  wore  when  he  went  to 
[meet  her  the  morning  she  was  married  to  Sergeant  Wilkinson.  Well, 
(the  knot  was  tied,  and  as  they  were  returning,  Richard  stopped  at 
the  spot  where  her  first  husband  fell  and  died  in  that  fatal  scuffle. 
Looking  sternly  in  her  face  he  said, 

" "  Grief  for  the  fool  who  lies  buried  there,  not  love  for  me,  has 
kept  you  mine  till  now.  There  was  a  time  when  I  would  have  mar- 
Hed  you^-oh,  how  gladly  ! — for  love  ;  now  I  have  married  you  for 
revenge.  Go  —  your  sight  is  hateful  to  me — worse:  it  calls  up  the 
Bast,  and  makes  the  horrible  future  stand  before  me.  Go — treacher- 
ous devil !  the  wedded  of  two  husbands,  the  wife  of  neither;  and  if 
1  could  bring  down  the  curse  of  curses  on  your  head,  it  should  be 
th&l^our  heart  may  wither  as  mine  has,  in  hopeless  love, — that  with 
V  hand  you  dare  not  give,  you  may  be  tormented  with  longing  de- 
pires  to  bestow  it.  Go — and  quickly,  or  the  thought  of  what  your 
perfidy  has  driven  me  to  will  make  me  mad,  and  I  shall  be  tempted 
io  have  thy  blood  upon  my  soul.' 

I  "  Grace,  who  had  stood  with  her  head  bent,  her  hands  clasped,  and 
her  limbs  trembling,  while  these  terrible  words  were  addressed  to 
her,  now,  without  once  raising  her  eyes  to  look  at  Richard,  slowly 
withdrew,  and  returned  home. 

'  "  She  went  to  her  bed,  from  which  she  never  rose  again  for  three 
months.  A  violent  fever  with  delirium  came  on,  and  Uie  things  she 
raved  about  were  dreadful  to  hear.  In  the  end  she  recovered  her 
health  ;  but  her  reason  was  gone,  and  that  she  never  recovered.  It 
»as  a  gentle  and  harmless  insanity,  which  showed  itself  chiefly  in 
attending  every  wedding  that  took  place,  and  presenting  the  bride 
with  a  nosegay  composed  of  wild  flowers.  This  she  never  failed  to 
do,  till  at  last  Grace  Amos  (for  the  people  continued  to  call  her  by 
her  maiden  name)  was  as  regularly  looked  for  in  the  churchyard — 
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(the  church  itself  nothing  could  induce  her  to  enter) — when  there 
was  a  marriage,  aa  the  young  couple  who  were  going  to  be  married. 
Her  poor  father  died  soon  ai^erwards,  and  the  little  property  he  left 
was  applied  to  her  maintenance  bv  a  friend  of  the  family  ;  but  gra- 
dually it  wasted  away ;  and  graaually,  too,  charity,  which  at  first 
supplied  its  place,  wasted  away,  and  grew  cold  and  scant ;  and  then 
poor  Grace  had  no  home  but  the  workhouse.  But,  as  I  have  said, 
this  was  only  during  the  winter  months ;  for  the  moment  there  were 
flowers  to  be  seen  she  would  beg  to  be  let  out,  and  she  supported 
herself  during  the  spring,  summer,  and  autumn,  by  gathering  and 
selling  them." 

"  And  what  became  of  the  wretch  who  brought  her  to  this  condi- 
tion? "  inquired  Mrs.  Dagleish. 

"  At  first,"  said  the  Major,  "  he  tried  to  bear  up  against  the  ge- 
neral scorn  and  indignation  which  his  treatment  of  her  excited ;  but 
it  would  not  do.  He  was  shunned  by  every  one ;  his  school  went 
to  decay ;  and  at  the  end  of  a  few  years  he  left  the  place. 

"  Grace  Amos,  who  lived  to  be  nearly  seventy,  had  been  dead 
about  two  years,  when  one  winter's  evening  my  father  was  called 
out  to  visit  an  old  gentleman  who  was  staying  at  the  principal  inn, 
where  he  arrived  only  the  day  before.  He  went,  and  was  shown 
into  a  room  lighted  with  six  large  wax  candles.  On  a  sofa  near  the 
fire  was  lying  the  person  who  had  sent  for  him,  wrapped  up  in  a 
black  velvet  cloak  trimmed  with  sable  fur,  and  seemingly  in  we  last 
stage  of  debility.  His  hair  was  silver  white,  and  hung  loosely  over 
his  face  and  shoulders ;  a  beard  of  the  same  colour  descended  to  his 
breast  His  face  was  wrinkled,  his  voice  feeble,  and  everything 
about  him  denoted  extreme  age  and  decay,  except  his  large,  promi- 
nent black  eyes,  which  were  full  of  youtnful  fire,  and  glanced  inces- 
santly round  the  room  with  a  restless  expression,  that  Ted  my  father 
to  conclude  he  had  a  case  of  lunacy  to  deal  with. 

"  When  they  were  alone,  the  stranger  inquired  how  long  my  father 
had  lived  in  the  town. 

" '  Nearly  twenty  years,'  said  he. 

"  The  stranger  seemed  to  be  considering  for  a  moment  how  far 
that  would  carry  him  back. 

" '  Forty  years  ago,'  he  continued,  looking  steadfastly  at  my  father, 
'  there  lived  in  this  place  two  persons  whom  I  knew  well.  They 
were  before  your  time ;  but  perhaps  you  may  have  heard  something 
of  them, — Richard  Warbeck  and  Grace  Amos? ' 

"  '  I  certainly  have  heard  of  both,'  replied  my  father,  astonished 
at  this  address,  '  and  one  of  them  I  knew,  Grace  Amos.  The  poor 
old  creature  died  in  the  workhouse  hard  by,  not  more  than  two 
years  since.' 

"'Dead  !'  murmured  the  old  man  to  himself,  as  he  lay  with  his 
eyes  closed,  '  dead  i  There  is  a  comfort  in  that  word  which  I  can 
never  know  I '  And  he  groaned  heavily.  '  Now  she  is  mistress  of 
my  secret.     Only  two  years,'  he  continued. 

"  '  Not  more,'  replied  my  father.   '  But  happy  had  it  been  for  her, 

Eoor  soul,  had  she  died  when  that  Richard  Warbeck  you  spoke  of 
etrayed  her  into  a  false  marriage  with  himself.     That  was  a  foul 
business,  I  have  heard.' 

" '  It  was ;  but  I  was  the  fiend's — I  was  the  fiend's,  and  had  pawned 
my  soul  to  him  for  revenge !    Look  here — (pointing  to  the  knotted 
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ICW4  of  his  right  hand) — ^thi^  h  h\9  mark.  I  pawned  my  soul,  I 
(,  for  revenge,  and  I  must  surremler  mystcif  to  him,  it'  ifou  canDOt 
(1  a  way  to  save  me.' 

"  *  I ! '  said  my  lather,  who  supposed  he  was  r&ving.  '  What  can 
lo?' 

** '  Oire  me  a  strong  poison  — one  that  will  lay  me  in  the  grave, 
it  where  can  such  a  one  be  found?  I  have  sought  it  through  the 
-irlil  in  vain.' " 

•**  Compose  yourself,"  said  ray  father,  who  still  believed  it  to  be  a 
N  of  mental  delusion, '  and  I  doubt  not  I  shall  be  able  to  give  you 
me  relief  from  these  sufferings.' 

"  '  Kill  me,  and  you  may,'  said  the  old  manj  '  else  not.  It  itdealh 
mat-^ealh.  not  life.  I  will  give  you  wealth  beyond  your  utmost 
!ed,  if  you  can  send  me  to  my  grave.  One  year,  five  months, 
?ven  days,  and  six  hours  you  have  to  do  it  in.  What  say  you  ? 
re  you  so  skilled  in  medicine,  think  you,  that  you  can  compound  a 
nson  potent  enough  to  quench  the  spark  of  life  that  still  flicker* 
ilhin  ?  You  know  St.  Nicholas'  churchyard  r  ' 
"  'Certainly,'  said  my  father.  '  I  live  in  St.  Nicholas'  parish.' 
"'  Well,  then,'  replied  the  old  man,  with  a  deep  sigh,  'to  sura  up 
1  in  a  few  words,  let  there  be  (speedily,  if  possible,  but  at  any  rate 
sfore  the  expiration  of  one  year,  five  months,  eleven  days,  and  six 
9urs — I  count  the  time  by  hours)  a  grave  digge<l  in  St.  Nicholas' 
lurchyard.  In  that  grave  let  me  be  laid,  and  for  my  epitaph  no- 
ting more  than  "  Richard  WARBBCK,"and  I  will  make  you  master 
fall  I  have.' 

•"  Richard  Warbeck  !  *  exclaimed  my  father. 
*"  I  am  he  !     You  think  me  mad.     Hear  how  calmly  I  can  talk. 
lark  how  rationally  I  will  di.scourse,  and  tell  you  of  things, — some 
f  which  you  know,  others  you  may  have  heard^ — that  shall  con- 
ince  you  I  am  the  person  I  say.' 

"  The  old  man,  after  resting  a  few  moments  to  recover  from  his  agi- 
ition,  proceeded  to  relate  such  matters  connected  with  himself,  his 
'Wn  early  life,  the  former  inhabitants  of  the  town,  Grace  Amos,  the 
leath  of  .Sergeant  Wilkinson,  and  various  other  things,  as  satisfied 
i>y  father  that  he  was  really  and  truly  no  other  tlian  Richard  War- 
beck. 

"When  Richard  had  finished, — for  Richard  it  was,"  observed 
tfajor  Grooby,  "and  sucli  I  shaU  now  call  him,  —  he  imposed  one 
:ondition  upon  my  father,  and  received  from  him  the  most  solemn 
issurance  that  he  would  observe  it,  niz.  to  keep  his  secret. 

'"  I  would  not,'  said  he,  '  be  known  to  the  living  generation.  Let 
lie  therefore  jwiss  among  ye,  until  I  pass  away,  (and  a  shutlder  came 
)ver  him  as  he  spoke  the  wonls,)  for  Mr.  Glencowe,  the  rich  East 
India  merchant,  who  has  ruined  his  health  in  amassing  riches 
ibroad,  and  has  come  here  by  the  advice  of  his  physicians,  to  re- 
nrieve  it.' 

"  It  was  under  that  name  I  knew  liim  when  a  boy  ;  a  tall,  tliin, 
pale-faced,  hollow-eyed,  and  grey-headed  old  man,  limping  about 
upon  crutches.  My  &ther  attended  him  regularly,  and  was  congra- 
tulated (not  enmed.  of  course,)  by  his  professional  brethren,  upon 
having  such  a  rich  old  fellow  for  a  patient :  one,  too,  who  beemed 
likely  enough  to  bst  a  reasonable  time,  provided  he  was  physicked 
jutlicioiuly, 

vol.,.  i\.  2  T 
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"  In  the  course  of  his  attendance,  he  learned  from  time  to  time 
most  of  the  particulars  I  have  related  ;  but  I  do  not  think  he  ever 
gave  up  his  opinion  that  everything  Richard  told  him  respecting  his 
compact  with  the  devil  was  the  effect  of  insanity.  He  was  forced, 
however,  to  pretend  otherwise ;  for  I  have  heard  him  say  it  was 
dreadful  to  behold  the  wretched  man's  sufferings  whenever  he  found 
him  incredulous  upon  that  point.  He  had  no  particular  bodily  ail- 
ment that  required  medicine,  but  drugs  of  a  harmless  kind  were 
daily  administered,  which  he  greedily  swallowed,  believing  they 
were  a  slow  poison,  of  certain  efficacy,  prepared  by  my  father  afl^ 
much  labour  and  research. 

"The  one  year,  five  months,  eleven  days,  and  six  hours,  had 
dwindled  down  to  the  eleven  days  only,  and  Richard  became  an  ob- 
ject ghastly  and  fearful  to  look  upon.  He  bad  no  suspicion  of  the 
dec^tion  my  father  was  practising ;  he  only  feared  his  efforts  would 
be  unavailing  within  the  prescribed  time.  He  would  roll'  and  writhe 
about  till  the  perspiration  fell  in  large  drops  from  his  face,  and  scream 
at  each  contortion,  as  if  every  sinew  were  being  wrenched  from  its 
place.  To  allay  these  sufferings,  my  father  once  or  twice  adminis- 
tered opium  in  very  large  quantities ;  but  it  did  not  seem  to  possess 
the  slightest  narcotic  influence.  Richard,  who  knew  what  it  was 
from  the  taste,  used  to  complain  bitterly  of  giving  him  '  that  baby 
drug,'  which,  he  said,  he  had  swallowed  again  and  again,  in  doses 
sufficient  to  kill  a  hundred  men,  with  the  same  impunity  that  he 
would  have  drunk  a  glass  of  water. 

"  At  length  came  the  morning  of  the  eleventh  day,  and  my  father 
visited  him  early,  resolving  not  to  quit  him  for  a  single  moment  till 
six  hours  after  midnight,  that  he  might  observe  every  changing 
symptom  of  his  malady,  and  be  at  hand  to  employ  promptly  such 
remedies  as  he  might  consider  necessary.  When  he  arrived,  he 
found  Richard  in  a  deep  sleep,  breathing  gently,  and  a  faint  colour 
in  his  cheeks.  The  nurse  said  he  had  been  in  that  state  the  whole 
night,  almost  without  motion,  and  showing  scarcely  any  other  sign 
of  life  but  that  of  a  soft,  quick  respiration.  My  father  felt  his  pulse. 
It  beat  firm  and  full  under  his  finger. 

"'This  is  miraculous,' said  he, — 'it  confounds  me!  Nature  is 
working  mysteriously,  for  some  end  which  I  cannot  explain ;  let  us 
watch  patiently  for  the  result.' 

"  They  did  so.  All  that  day  till  sunset  Richard  continued  in  the 
same  death-like  slumber  ;  for,  except  that  he  breathed,  and  that  his 
pulse  beat,  and  his  cheek  retained  its  tinge  of  red,  he  might  have 
passed  for  one  who  had  already  ceased  to  live. 

"It  was  summer  time.  The  sun  had  gone  down.  The  clock 
struck  nine — ten — eleven.  My  father  was  still  sitting  by  his  side, 
holding  his  hand,  with  his  finger  upon  his  pulse,  and  labouring  un- 
der the  most  exciting  feelings,  when  suddenly  Richard  awoke, 
raised  himself  up,  and  looking  upon  vacancy,  said  in  a  low,  firm 
voice,  *  I  know  it — I  must  be  there — I  come." 

"  As  he  uttered  these  words,  to  the  amazement  of  my  father  and 
the  nurse,  he  stood  upon  his  feet,  without  requiring  any  assistance, 
or  the  support  of  his  crutches,  a  thing  be  had  not  been  able  to  do 
before  for  several  months. 

"'  I  have  had  revealed  to  me  in  sleep,'  he  continued, '  why  this 
strength  is  given.  It  is,  that  I  may  go  aume  whither  I  must  go  before 
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the  clock  strikes  twelve.  The  hour  I  have  been  running  from  for  so 
many  years  has  come  at  last.' 

" '  No,'  said  my  father,  '  tiiis  is  only  the  eleventh  day  that  is 
drawing  to  a  close.     Tliere  will  then  be  six  hours." 

"'You  are  right,' interrupted  Richard.  'Tarry  here  those  six 
hours  for  my  return,' 

"'Where  would  you  go?'  —  'To  the  porch  of  St.  Nicholas* 
church.' 

"  '  What  to  do  ?  ■ — '  Keep  my  word." 

"  '  When  was  it  given  ?  '  — '  Fifty  years  ago  —  exacllt/  fifty  years 
ago.' 

"  '  Must  you  go  alone .' ' — '  Ye.<t.' 

" '  Say  you  will  remain  here  another  half  hour,  and  I  will  not 
oppo.se  your  going.' 

"'  Will  not?  — you  cannot.    An  angel  could  not  pluck  meirom 

Eerdition  now.  Thia  you  will  see.  You  have  already  seen  that  ^you 
ave  no  power  over  my  life.  I  placed  it  in  your  hands  ;  besought 
you  to  rid  me  of  it ;  tempted  you  witli  wealth  ;  entreated  you  with 
tears;  implored  you  in  agony  ;  and  all  your  efforts  failed.' 

" '  Yes,'  said  my  father ;  '  I  do  acknowledge  that  none  of  the 
means  I  tried  succeeded;  but  I  have  not  exhausted  tny  art  —  I  did 
not  wish  to  do  so :  I  clung  to  the  hope  that  it  might  not  be  neces- 
aary,  and  I  reserved  for  the  last  moment  —  if  the  necessity  could  nn 
longer  be  doubted — a  potion  of  such  deadly  quality,  that  a  single 
drop  is  sufficient  to  destroy  life.' 

"  '  Man  ! '  exclaimed  Richard,  clutching  my  father  fiercely  by  the 
arm,  and  looking  at  him  with  a  countenance  violently  agitated,  *'  do 
not  trifle  with  me  now  !  I  am  past  that.  If  you  speak  truth,  I  11 
kneel  and  worship  you.  If  false,  may  that  hell  which  is  gaping  fur 
me  he  your  portion  also.     Have  you  this  potion  about  you?  ' 

" '  I  have.' 

"  '  Give  it  me  !  —  give  it  me,  I  say  !  '  and  he  grasped  my  father's 
throat  with  both  his  hands.     "  Minutes  are  precious  with  me  now." 

"  '  It  requires  a  little  preparation,'  said  my  father,  evincing  no 
alarm  at  Richard's  violent  manner.  'Sit  down.  Compose  yourself. 
I  ¥nll  get  it  ready.' 

"  In  less  than  half  a  minute  my  father  returned  with  a  small 
phial  in  his  hand,  containing  a  transparent  yellow  fluid. 

"  '  I  tremble  to  think  what  I  am  about,'  said  he.  '  Wait  in  this 
room  until  you  hear  St.  Nicholas'  clock  strike  twelve,  and  the  evil 
spell  that  is  upon  you  will  be  destroyed.' 

'"Do  you  think  I  would  not  do  so  if  I  could?'  he  asked,  in  a 
tone  of  such  utter  misery  and  despair,  that  it  went  to  my  father's 
heart.  '  Have  pity  on  me! '  he  continued,  stretching  out  his  hands 
for  the  phial,  and  bursting  into  tears. 

"  '  But  twenty  seconds  more,'  said  my  father,  'and  I  yield." 

"As  he  uttered  these  words,  with  his  eyes  still  upon  the  time- 
piece, he  slowly  drew  the  cork  from  the  phial,  which  Richard,  by  a 
sudden  spring,  snatched  from  his  hands,  and  draining  its  contents, 
broke  out  into  a  wild  screaming  laugh  as  he  flung  the  empty  bottle 
from  him. 

"  '  Rash  man  ! '  exclaimed  my  father,  '  what  is  it  you  have  done? ' 

"  '  Traitor  ! '  cried  Richard, '  what  is  it  ifint  have  done?  Betrayed 
me  to  the  fiend  !     There  he  stands !     There  !     With  that  devilisii 
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mock  upon  his  countenance  which  he  wore  fifty  years  ago,  wh^  he 
clasped  my  band,  and  by  this  token  made  me  his.  There  goes 
the  hour,  too!  Hark!  St.  Nicholas's  strikes!  How  the  deep 
booming  of  that  bell  crushes  my  brain !  One  !  Imo  !  three  I  —I  am 
on  fire  ! — -four  !  ^five  !  six  ! — my  sinews,  arteries,  veins,  axe  all  shri- 
velling up  within  me! — seven!  eight!  nine!  —  a  sea  of  blood  is 
heaving  and  swelling  at  my  feet !  —  ten!  eleven !  twklvb  !  —  and 
now!  now! — OGod!  —  O  God!  my  bones  are  being  ground  — 
ground — ground — ground  to  very  dust ! ' 

"  He  fell  into  strong  convulsions,  uttered  one  terrific  shriek,  and 
expired ! " 

"  A  most  extraordinary  story  certainly,"  said  Mr.  Carliel,  "  and 
bow  to  explain  it  /  know  not.  I  think  you  said,"  he  continued, 
addressing  the  Major,  "  that  the  only  knowledge  your  father  pos- 
sessed of  Richard's  supposed  dealings  with  the  Evil  One  he  derived 
from  himself?  " 

"  Entirely,"  replied  the  Major. 

"Ay,"  said  Mr.  Carliel,  with  a  nod  of  self-satisfaction,  "there's 
the  key  to  the  whole  mystery.  The  poor  man  was  crazed  —  that 's 
dear  ;  and  your  father  formed  a  right  judgment  of  the  case  from 
the  first." 

"  Not  quite  so  clear,"  answered  the  Major,  "  even  to  my  father ; 
for,  though  he  would  never  confess  in  so  many  words  tlutt  it  was 
not  a  case  of  mental  delusion,  there  were  two  or  three  circum- 
stances which  he  was  utterly  unable  to  account  for  upon  that  hypo- 
thesis." 

"  What  were  they  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Carliel. 

"  Why,  believing  until  the  very  last  that  Richard's  mind  was  dis- 
eased, he  thought  if  he  could  any  way  get  him  over  his  hour  of 
imaginary  danger,  all  might  be  well.  So,  what  did  he  do  ?  In  the 
first  place,  the  phial  contained  nothing  but  coloured  water ;  in  the 
second,  he  spoke  to  the  sexton,  and  had  the  bell  of  St.  Nicholas', 
which  tolled  the  hour,  muffled,  so  that  it  could  not  be  heard  even 
in  the  churchyard ;  and  in  the  third,  he  put  back  the  hand  of  the 
old  timepiece  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  But  what  followed  ?  Precisely 
at  twelve  o'clock,  when  the  timepiece  was  pointing  to  a  quarter  to 
twelve,  and  when  no  human  being  could  bear  the  church  clock,  he 
became  violently  agitated,  began  to  count  the  hours,  and  raved  —  if 
raving  it  was  —  in  the  way  you  have  heard.  His  whole  frame  was 
fearfully  convulsed ;  his  eyes  seemed  bursting  from  their  sockets ; 
his  face  grew  livid  ;  his  writhings  and  contortions  were  those  of  a 
man  suffering  intense  bodily  pain ;  and  when  the  last  hour  struck 
he  fell  back  on  the  sofa  so  doubled  up  that  it  was  impossible  after- 
wards to  straighten  his  limbs." 

"  Lord !  how  shocking !  "  exclaimed  Mary  Falconer,  and  then, 
after  a  pause,  turning  to  her  aunt,  she  said,  "  I  suppow  we  must 
wait  till  evening  now  tor  your  story  of  *  Thk  Black  Riband  ?'  " 

"  Yes,  child,"  replied  Mrs.  Dagleish,  "  I  think  my  cousin  Cros- 
by's two  stories  are  quite  enough  for  this  morning."  Upon  which, 
the  little  circle  broke  up,  and  each  betook  him  or  herself  to  what- 
ever promised  best  for  amusing  the  time  till  dinner. 
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'  Tbe  tirat  Link  in  (he  scale  of  creatiun." — Ocauioiutl  SermoH, 

Wk  are  told  tbsit  there  is  bat  a  step  from  the  sublime  to  the  ridicti> 
l«ju$-  It  may  be  observed,  with  equal  Initli,  tliat  between  the  mobs  of 
the  preat  world  and  the  swell  mob  there  is  only  a  link  !  A  Linkinim 
is,  honajidc,  the  bef;j;ar  defined  by  Ilumlet,  as  "  jfalliiig  the  cuurtier's 
kibe;" — a  moral  [larody  on  the  lady's  page  of  the  days  of  chivalry  ; — 
in  spite  of  his  ra<;s,  the  only  favoured  uiortiJ  permitted  to  ajiprouch  so 
uear  the  Lady  Dulcibella  as  she  steps  into  her  carriage  after  a  ball, 
that  his  bejrrimed  face  and  tattered  gannents  are  fanned  by  the  fra- 
grant breath  and  urienttd  perfumes  of  the  court-beauty  ! 

Like  the  heralds  of  old,  the  Linkman  is  a  privileged  person  ;  —  nay, 
!«e  enjoj-s  higlier  privileges  than  even  the  heruld, «  hose  office  consisted 
"in  bearing  the  words  of  others,  while  the  Linkman  is  allowed  to  give 
utterance  to  sentiments  wholly  his  own.  A  court-jester  or  my  Lord 
Alayor's  fool  is  scarcely  more  sanctioned  in  the  freedom  of  speech 
which  tramples  on  all  distinctions  of  rank  and  station,  than  the  profes- 
sional Link. 

The  Linkman  may,  in  fact,  be  considered  the  public  orator  of  the 
IceuBel.  Mis  knowledge  of  the  men  and  manners  that  be,  amounts  al- 
most to  omniscience  ;  and,  saving  iny  Lord  Brougham,  there  scarcely 
exists  a  man,  either  in  private  or  olbcial  life,  who  excels  liim  in  the 
Inanly  frankness  of  telling  people  ]»er8on:d  truths  to  their  faces. — Not 
a  dandy  of  Croekford's, — not  a  dowager  of  Grosvenor  Square, — whose 
name  is  not  familiar  in  this  mouth  of  the  Linkman  as  household 
words ; — so  much  so,  that  he  uses  them  as  cavalierly  as  his  goods  and 
chattels,  by  superadding  cognomens  more  appropriate  than  acceptable 
'to  the  owners.  Posterity  might  obtain  considerable  insight  into  tbe 
characters  of  many  whom  the  Herald's  Office  styles  "  illustrious,"  and 
history  is  preparing  to  call  "grent,"  were  it  to  employ  reporters 
to  stenograph,  during  a  single  evening,  the  ex-official  debates  among 
the  henchmen  of  the  Hainbcau  at  the  door  of  the  House  of  Commons, 
the  Opera,  and  Almacks. — The  Linkmeu  of  the  day,  or  night,  would 
tbrow  considerubk*  light  u\wn  the  subject. 

L^nlike  other  populur  representatives,  the  Linkman  sees  with  un- 
biassed eyes,  and  declniins  with  unblushing  enunciation.  The  Link- 
man  is  never  inaudible  in  the  gallerv.  He  is  not  only  initiated  into 
|lhe  secrets  of  the  prison-house,  per  privilege  of  |)lacc,  as  auditor  of  the 
few  last  words  drawled  between  the  Premier  and  the  Home  Secretary, 
as  they  separate  at  the  door  of  their  parliamentary  den  ;  or  the  few 
last  whispers  interchanged  between  the  young  Duchess  and  the  idol  of 
her  soul,  as  he  hands  her  into  her  chariot,  after  a  third  waltz  at  some 
ft'te  in  Hcrkeley  Square ;  but  he  has  not  the  slightest  motive  for 
rounding  their  jjeriods  or  qualifying  their  expressions,  after  the  fashion 
of  the  chartered  fabricators  of  parliamentary  eloquence  or  fositiuiiable 
intelligence. 

The  Linkman  nothing  extenuates,  and  sets  down  nought  in  malice. 

The  old  cha[i  told  the  Markis  that  fur  ail  his  palaver,  the  Iriith  ({ues- 


636  THE  LINKMAN. 

tion  was  all  my  eye ! " — is  his  literal  interpretation  of  a  ministerial  col- 
loquy ; —  and  "The  Capp'n  swore  to  my  lady  as  'ow  her  eyes  had 
pitched  it  into  'im  strong," — is  his  equally  faithfid  transcript  of  a  de- 
claration of  love,  couched  in  all  the  flowery  generalities  of  Lalla  Rookh 
or  the  Life  Guards. — The  Linkman  is  consequently  an  accusing  angel, 
who  inscribes  in  his  black  books  all  the  aristocratic  indiscretions  of  the 
season. 

What  a  singular  destiny !  A  very  slight  stretch  of  imagination 
might  transform  the  ragged  caitiff  stationed  with  his  link  at  the  gates 
of  some  lordly  palace,  into  a  Spirit  stationed  with  his  flaming  sword  at 
the  gates  of  Paradise !  Celestial  odours  exhale  upon  him  from  those 
open  portals.  The  music  of  a  heavenly  choir  resounds  in  faint  echoes 
from  the  distance.  Emanations  of  ambrosial  food  deride  his  lips.  He 
hears  the  flageolet  of  Collinet, — he  savours  the  garnished  chickens  of 
Gunter, — ^he  beholds  the  tripsome  feet  of  Lady  Wilhelmine  or  Lady  , 
Clementina  flit  by  him ;  —  and  lo !  he  returns  to  the  gnawing  of  his 
mutton  bone  and  the  twanging  of  his  Jew's  harp, — ^mocked  by  a  Bar- 
mecide's feast  of  the  imagination. 

So  far,  however,  from  complaining  of  his  destinies,  he  feels  that  it  is 
something  to  have  enjoyed  even  this  "  bare  imagination  of  a  feast  ;"— 
something  to  have  fed  on  the  crumbs  falling  from  the  table  of  beauty ; 
—something  to  have  been  sanctified  by  a  touch  from  the  hem  of  the 
garments  of  those  superhuman  creatures.  His  brethren  of  the  puddle 
are  divided  by  a  vast  abyss  from  such  angelic  company.  It  is  only  the 
£lthy  torch  he  carries  in  his  hand  that  entitles  him  to  accost  the 
shrinking  beauty  with,  "  Take  your  time,  my  lady !  —  please  to  take 

{rour  time ! — Only  your  ladyship's  poor  linkman !  Rainy  vight,  my 
ady;  may  I  ask  the  servant  for  sixpence?" — so  disposing  his  iiak 
daring  his  apostrophe,  that  he  is  enabled  to  decide  whether  my  lady's 
silken  hose  are  laced  or  plain ;  and  whether  her  ladyship's  white  slip- 
pers be  of  silk  or  satin  ! — Not  one  of  her  adorers  have  approached  her 
more  familiarly  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  than  "  her  ladyship's  poor 
linkman  i " 

It  is  astonishing  the  tact  evinced  by  these  fellows  in  ferreting  out 
everything  in  the  shape  of  an  entertainment,  from  Pimlico  to  White- 
chapel.  Provided  half  a  dozen  carriages  and  hack  cabs  be  gathered 
together,  thither  crowd  the  linkmen,  —  varying  their  oration  from 
"  Take  your  time,  my  lady,"  to  "  Take  your  time,  Mrs.  Smith ! "  or 
"  Shall  I  call  up  your  lordship's  people  ?  "—to  "  Please  to  want  a  cab, 
sir?" 
At  the  more  brilliant  balls,  thev  are  as  inevitable  as  the  comet  A 

piston,  or  D M !     One  knows  them,  like  the  cuckoo,  by 

"  their  most  sweet  voices,"  rather  than  by  their  outward  presentment, 
albeit  revealed  to  view  by  the  flaring  of  their  links,  as  the  ugliness  of 
the  imps  of  darkness  in  Don  Juan,  by  the  flashing  of  their  torches. 
These  "  winged  voices,"  these 

"  Airy  tongues  that  syllable  men's  iiames," 

connect  themselves  as  intimately  with  the  gaieties  of  Almacks'  as  if 
the  Linkman  held  his  patent  of  office  from  the  Patroness's  Bench. 
There  is  a  peculiar  hoarseness  in  their  accents,  as  if  the  larynx,  ha- 
rassed by  an  eternal  calling  of  carriages,  had  imbibed  some  mysterious 
distemper.  They  speak  as  through  a  speaking-trumpet ;  nay,  some- 
times like  Demosthenes,  trying  to  outroar  the  surges  of  the  chafing 
ocean! 
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Much  discussion  Las  arisen  uf  Iat«  years  oonceruiug  the  origin  of  the 
siaiig  phruttes  of  the  day-  Nothiiig  can  exceed  the  universuiity  of  these 
axioms  of  street  eloquence.  But  a  cumuionphice  cannot  ulwuys  huve 
been  u  comuioupljce  ;  and  to  originate  u  coQimunplacCj  i^  an  effort  of 
creative  genius.  Tlie  tirst  man  vvlio  said,  "  liiH!»  your  mother  know 
you  're  out  ?  "  uttered  that  which  has  been  repeated  by  au  enlightened 
population  of  at  least  a  million  of  suuls.  If  not  witty  hiiniielf>  he  has 
been  the  cause  uf  wit  in  others,  by  inducing  many  an  apt  appropriation 
of  a  platitude.  Some  assert  that  these  cant  words  and  slang  phrases 
have  their  origin  in  the  police  reports ;  others,  that  they  npring  to 
light  and  life  iu  the  galleries  of  the  miiiur  theatres.  It  is  my  tirui  be- 
lief that  they  are  the  legitimate  and  indisputable  uHspring  of  the  Link- 
men  of  the  West  End  i  Ask  the  ]H)licemen, — iuquire  of  the  standard 
foottneu, — and  they  will  iufurm  you  lliut  the  liist  time  they  were  ever 
pestered  with  interrogiitious  coiicertitng  their  nuiuuna's  mangle  or 
pianoforte,  was  by  the  Liukmen  attending  some  fashionable  assembly. 

A  few  minutes'  attention  to  their  uutes  explauacory  and  cuuimeuta- 
toriul  upon  the  carriages,  us  they  successively  drive  U|)  to  a  door,  would 
suffice  to  prove  that  their  humour  is  worthy  the  illustration  of  Cruik- 
shauk  or  Leech.  A  few  years  ago,  when  the  Church,  if  not  in  danger, 
was  in  disgrace  with  the  street  orators  of  the  uietropoliK,  it  was  a  fa- 
vourite jest  with  the  Linkmen  to  go  bawling  round  the  Opera  House, 
iu  the  thick  of  the  crush  of  carriages  after  the  opera,  every  Sunday 
morning,  "  The  Aucunisuop  of  Cantehbukv's  carriage !  "  "  The  Bi- 
shop of  London's  carriage  stops  the  way  !  ""  The  Bishop  of  E.\et£R 
coming  out  I  " — thereby  impressing  the  multitude  with  a  tirm  convic- 
tion of  the  levity,  if  not  demoralisation.,  uf  those  eminent  prelates.  At 
the  time  of  the  Ueform  Bill,  their  vocubilities  had  a  still  more  personal 
tendency  ;  and  to  this  day,  all  the  biting  truths  indicted  upon  the 
French  ministers  b)y  the  Charivari,  are  lavished  viva  voce  on  our  Eng- 
lish legislutiirs,  by  the  sarcasms  of  the  linkbiiys. 

In  former  time*,  before  London  was  ])uved  and  lighted  \\%  becomes  a 
civilized  metropolis,  every  footman  was  his  own  linkuian.  The  lackeys 
clustered  behiud  a  nuhleman's  carriage,  or  escorting  a  lady's  sedan, 
carried  each  his  turch,  like  Pages  on  the  stage  in  the  old  plays.  Be- 
side the  entrance  of  many  uf  the  old-fashioned  mansions  in  Loudon 
may  still  be  seen  appended  a  huge  iron  funnel  for  exiinguishiug  the 
i!am1)eau  or  link. 

But  since  the  iutroductiou  of  gas  the  Liukuian's  "  occupation  's 
gone,"  as  regards  the  livery  of  Loiido)i. — The  (iauibeau  is  in  desuetude  ; 
tile  link  has  retrograded  to  St.  Giles's  ,*  nay,  it  now  biuiply  cunstitutes 
a  badge  to  distinguish  from  the  common  herd  the  ])rivileged  callers-up 
of  carriages.  The  noisy,  otticious,  troublesome,  roaring,  boring  rapscal- 
lions, who  visit  the  pavement  wherever  a  goodly  mansion  is  lighted  up 
for  the  reception  of  coaipauy,  would  be  severally  consigned  to  the  sta- 
tion-house and  Penitentiary,  as  disturbers  of  the  public  }ieace,  did  they 
not  bear  iu  their  hands  an  ensign  of  im]iuuity.     As  the  herald  was 

Crotected  by  his  wand, — as  the  Chancellor  by  his  mace, — as  the  Arch- 
ishop  by  his  crosier, — as  Alajesty  itself  is  dignified  by  its  sceptre,  the 
interjectional  jiurtion  of  the  mobility  ^^'ho  call  the  coaches  of  the  nobi- 
lity, are  sanctified  by  their  links ;  —  thereby  entitled  to  vex  the  dull 
ear  uf  night  with  their 
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The  Linkmen  of  lAindon  are  usually  natires  of  the  sister  island, — 
which  implies  that  they  are  poor,  lean,  hungerly,  brisk,  and  knowing; 
—Pal  at  giving  or  taking  offence.  A  whole  jest-book  might  be  con- 
cocted from  their  well-known  repartees ;  and  a  whole  series  of  ro- 
mances compiled  from  the  inedited  memoirs  of  these  enlightening 
members  of  society.  Dbdsley,  the  man  of  letters,  began  life  as  a  foot- 
man. I  dare  not  say  how  high  certain  of  our  contemporaries  have 
risen,  who  commenced  it  as  linkboys.    Let  a  single  instance  suffice. 

Some  five-and-thirty  years  ago. 

In  my  hot  youth,  when  Geotge  the  Third  was  king, 

there  came,  among  other  specimens  of  Irish  starvation,  from  the  Cove 
of  Cork,  the  skeleton  of  a  dapper^limbed  young  fellow,  who,  after 
fighting  the  king  of  terrors  in  the  guise  of  typhus  fever,  &mine,  and 
BalUnasloe  fair,  had  a  mind  to  see  whether  the  living  which  be  found 
H  impossible  to  pick  up  on  Irish  ground,  were  to  be  found,  on  any  terms, 
in  the  kingdom  of  Codtaigne.  While  bog-trotting  and  turf-cutting  in 
his  hungry  boyhood,  he  had  heard  wondrous  fairy  tales  of  the  city 
whose  streets  are  paved  with  gold,  whose  houses  are  tiled  with  pao> 
cakes,  and  whose  geese  fly  about  ready  stuffed,  cackling  for  the  spit 
and  dying  to  be  roasted  ;  and  was  exceedingly  disappointed  when  he 
arrived  by  long  sea  in  the  river,  with  a  cargo  of  Irish  butter,  Iridi 
pork,  and  Irish  labourers,  to  find  that  people  must  work  for  their 
living  in  London,  as  elsewhere  ;  but  that  work  was  not  always  to  be 
had.  With  a  heavy  heart,  did  the  new-comer  seat  himself  on  the 
stones  of  old  London  Bridge.  In  the  desolation  of  his  soul  he  wept 
bitterly.  He  had  nowhere  to  lay  his  head  that  night.  But  for  tne 
opportune  su^estions  of  some  better  impulse,  such  as  that  which  in- 
stigated Whittington  to  "  turn  again  "  from  the  milestone,  and  aspire 
to  the  civic  chair  of  London,  Corney  Cregan  would  perhaps  have  sought 
his  rest  in  the  bed  of  the  river  that  ran  below.  Hope  whispered  to 
him  that  in  a  capital  glittering  with  such  myriads  of  lights,  and  rum- 
Uing  with  such  thousands  of  equipages,  a  brighter  fate  must  be  in 
store  for  him  than  amid  the  toiling  moiling  drudgery  of  his  own  poor 
gloomy  native  land. 

Even  the  ardent  temperament  of  an  Irishman,  however,  all  but  gave 
way  under  the  influence  of  a  week's  starvation  and  a  week's  mockery, 
— the  isolation  of  an  alien  in  a  land  of  strangers  ! — The  skeleton  be- 
came still  mure  gaunt,  and  its  brilliant  eyes  burnt  brighter  in  their 
sockets,  under  the  excitement  of  want  and  desperation.  From  his 
youth  upward  nothing  had  ever  prospered  with  Corney.  The  cherry- 
trees  from  which  he  had  been  posted  to  drive  away  the  birds,  were 
sure  to  be  more  pecked  than  other  cherry-trees.  The  field  he  was 
employed  to  sow,  produced  the  scantiest  crops ;  the  hay  he  was  em- 
ployed to  mow,  was  never  known  to  dry.  And  now,  the  same  evil  des- 
tiny seemed  to  pursue  him  in  his  new  settlement !  If  he  asked  for 
employment,  his  shabby  appearance  was  scouted  ;  if  he  asked  for  cha- 
rity, he  was  rebuked  as  too  well  dres^ied  for  a  beggar :  nay,  when 
he  attempted  to  pour  his  tale  of  woe  into  the  ears  of  "  the  humane, 
whom  Heaven  hath  blessed  with  affluence,"  as  the  advertisements 
have  it,  the  richness  of  his  brogue  had  so  ])owerful  an  effect  upon 
his  auditors,  that  they  were  sure  to  wi|)e  from  their  eyes  tears  arising 
from  laughter  rather  than  from  emotions  of  sympathy. 
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Piwr  Coraey's  heart  wns  ready  to  break.  All  tliis  was  Tnucli  worse 
tbnn  starving  in  Ireland.  In  Ireliind  people  are  usfd  to  sturve,  till  like 
be  t'els,  they  think  nothing  of  it !  But  to  starve  in  gtwdly  streets 
iboiindiiig  in  cooks'  shops,  ntnid  men  nnd  \voinen  who  looked  iik  if  fed 
D  compete  for  Smithlield  prizes,  was  a  realization  of  the  puins  of  Tan- 
Rias !  As  he  passed  by  the  areas  of  the  fasliionable  squares,  and  im- 
libed  the  aroma  of  stews  and  nigoilts  issuing  from  the  offices,  it  wa« 
lot  wonderful  that  he  should  conceive  some  mistrust  concerning  the 
Fxt  wliich  talks  of  "  tilling  the  hungry  with  good  things,  and  sending 
lie  rich  empty  away." 

One  summer  afternoon,  about  the  time  when  London  sends  forth  its 
(Tightest  equipages,  adorned  with  the  brightest  hviman  faces,  to  disjwrt 
a  the  briglitest  sunshine  of  Hyde  Park,  poor  Corney  tottered  his  way 
Pom  the  miserable  cellar  in  St.  Giles's,  where  he  rented  a  bed  at  the 
irice  of  twopence  a  night,  and  the  succeeding  day's  worth  of  rheumii- 
ism,  towards  the  fashionable  quarter  of  the  town  ;  leaning  against  the 
tilings,  the  better  to  sup]>ort  his  exhausted  frame,  and  feeling  that,  if 
mnger  could  eat  through  stone  walls,  it  wus  a  shame  that  Providence 
tnt  him  only  brick  ones  to  devour.  The  strong  roan  was  now  a  weak- 
ing, — the  cheerful  one  a  misanthrope.  Vainly  had  he  addressed  him- 
elf  to  the  fair  inmates  of  more  than  one  showy  carriage  for  the  sorry 
ole  of  a  halfpenny.  Though  something  in  the  picturesque  wildness  of 
lis  ap|)earunce  for  a  moment  captivated  their  attention,  no  sooner  did 
lis  extended  hand  convince  them  that  he  was  in  need  of  charity,  than 
bey  became  shocked  and  frightened, — muttered  sometliing  about "  wild 
rishman,"  or  "  horrid  Irishman," — and  desired  the  laced  footmen  in  ut- 
Dndance  to  drive  him  nway. 

"  Sorrow  take  tliim  thin,  for  hearts  as  black  ns  the  faces  iv  'em  is 
•ir !  "■ — was  the  only  ejaculation  of  poor  Corney  ns  he  turned  doggedly 
way  ;  and  lo!  when  he  applied  in  the  same  pitiful  terms  tn  passers- 
y  of  his  own  sex,  he  found  himself  threatened  with  the  Wendicity 
iociety,  or  alfronted  with  mention  of  a  consliible.  If  the  jioor  man 
isd  only  had  strength  enough  to  be  indignant,  he  would  have  fired  up 
it  oil  the  insiilts  ])Ut  upon  his  country  in  his  person. 

Sauntering  onwiird  and  onward,  with  a  vague  hope,  proceeding  from 
lie  increasing  ))urity  of  the  atmosphere,  that  be  should  reach  green 
lelds  and  blue  skies  at  last,  Corney  traversed  the  brilliant  tumults  of 
iond  Street,  crossed  Berkeley  Square,  and  at  length  took  refuge  on 
he  doorstep  of  a  handsome  house  in  a  street  somewhat  more  secluded 
ban  the  rest.  Though  it  was  Seumore  Plac*,  poor  Corney  Cregan 
Uiew  not  that  only  a  row  of  houses  divided  him  from  the  pleasant  pns- 
Dres  uf  Hyde  Pork.  Resting  his  head  u]K)n  his  hands  to  relieve  the 
izzincss  arising  from  weakness  and  want,  he  began  to  indulge  in 
risions  of  a  brighter  kind ;  so<ithing  his  pangs  iu  England  by  hopes  of 
iuaveu, — just  ns  in  old  Ireland  he  had  assuaged  them  by  hopes  of 
Euglund,  prosperity,  and  peace.  In  the  extremity  ul  his  woe  he  still 
Kirsued  the  instincts  of  a  sanguine  nature,  und  looked  forward  : — 

lie  was  roused  from  iiis  reverie  by  the  approach  of  a  horse  entering 
1-  ■■■■'■•  street.  All  Irishmen  are  born  with  a  weakness  for  horseflesh. 
-IS  he  was,  he  could  not  look  without  a  fueling  of  satisfac- 
Kii  ;ii   liic  6uc  animal  and  its  handsome  young  rider  so  well-litted 

r  euch  other,  who  ii])]K':ircd  before  hhji, 

A  sLiiely  a|ip;iritioii,  srnl 

To  be  a  moiuenl'b  orimnicnt,— 
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to  the  barrea  waste  of  his  prospects.  Poor  Corney  started  up,  and 
fixed  his  eyes  upon  them  with  such  beaming  and  undisguised  admira- 
tion, that  something  of  the  poetry  of  enthusiasm  imparting  itself  to 
his  gaunt  person^  attracted  in  its  torn  the  notice  of  the  young  equea- 
trian. 

He  was  in  the  act  of  dismounting  to  pay  a  visit  in  the  very  house 
upon  whose  doorstep  Corney  had  been  resting. 

"  Can  I  trust  you  to  hold  my  horse  ?  " — said  he,  addressing  the  poor 
fellow ;  who  forthwith  uttered  in  such  uncouth  accents  his  promise  to 
have  a  care  of  the  "  baste  as  though  't  were  his  own/'  as  might  have  in- 
timidated a  less  confiding  nature,  lest  he  should  so  far  treat  it  as  his 
own  as  to  ride  off  with  it,  and  be  heard  of  no  more. 

The  young  man,  however,  who  was  most  characteristically  a  young 
gentleman,  as  well  as  an  officer  in  the  Guards,  possessed  a  sufficient 
insight  into  the  mysteries  of  human  physiognomy  to  intrust  his  pro- 
perty to  the  hands  of  Corney  Cregan.  After  a  word  or  two  of  instruc- 
tion as  to  the  mouth  of  the  horse,  and  the  best  mode  of  holding  the 
bridle.  Captain  Wrottesley  entered  the  house,  after  declining  the  civil 
offer  of  one  of  the  servants  by  whom  the  door  was  opened  to  officiate  as 
bis  groom  during  his  visit. 

The  first  ten  minutes  were  very  long  to  Corney ;  for  his  mind  was 
intent  upon  the  few  pence  which  he  expected  as  the  guerdon  of  his 
office.  But  by  the  time  a  quarter  of  an  hour  had  elapsed,  he  was  be- 
ginning to  feel  an  interest  in  the  fine  animal  under  his  charge ;  and 
when,  at  the  dose  of  an  hour  Captain  Wrottesley  reappeared,  his  poor 
heart  was  actually  cheered  by  such  intimate  companionship  with  a  beast 
so  much  more  cared  for,  and  so  much  better  fed  than  himself. 

The  young  soldier,  on  the  other  hand,  was  pleased  to  find  that,  in- 
stead of  his  horse  being  harassed,  as  is  so  often  the  case  when  intrust- 
ed to  the  care  of  some  casual  guardian,  his  orders  had  been  strictly 
attended  to.  His  visit  had  been  a  delightful  one.  His  own  spirit  was 
as  much  the  lighter  for  it,  as  Corney's ;  eo  that,  instead  of  the  shilling 
wherewith  it  was  his  custom  to  repay  an  hour's  attendance,  he  be- 
stowed a  whole  halfcrown  upon  his  tattered  esquire.  Tiittly  did  he 
suspect  the  opulence  contained  in  that  single  coin,  to  the  imagination 
of  Corney  Cregan  ! — Within  another  hour,  he  had  appeased  the  gnaw- 
ing pangs  of  hunger,  and  taken  out  of  pawn  the  jadcet  which  haid  ob- 
tained him  a  shilling  to  keep  him  from  starving  the  preceding  week. 
— That  night  he  slept  like  an  emperor ! — 

The  following  day,  about  the  same  hour,  but  more  from  the  desire 
to  renew  an  agreeable  reminiscence  than  from  any  expectation  of  en- 
countering his  benefactor  again,  Corney  rambled  to  the  same  spot. 
Judge  of  his  delight  when,  as  he  entered  the  secluded  street,  he  saw 
the  "  iligant  baste  of  a  chisnut  horse,  and  his  darlin'  of  a  rider,"  enter~ 
ing  it  at  the  further  extremity,  and  to  his  utter  amazement  found  bis 
services  again  in  request.  The  handsome  young  officer  and  his  Buce- 
phalus seemed  expressly  sent  by  Providence  as  a  blessing  upon  poor 
Corney ! — 

"  Harkye,  my  good  fellow ! "  said  Captain  Wrottesley,  at  the  dose 
of  his  second  visit,  "  you  seem  to  be  out  of  work,  and  living  hereabouts. 
If  you  choose  to  try  your  luck  every  day  at  this  hour,  'tis  most  likely  I 
shall  find  you  employment.  I  can't  afford  to  give  you  halfcrowns 
every  duy.     A  shilling  is  my  stint  for  such  jobs,  and  a  shilling  you 
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JbaU  have.     Be  bere  tu-ninrru\v.     So  long  as  I  find  I  caii  rdy  up<m 
mi,  you  way  rely  upon  tnc." 

No  need  to  record  llie  countless  Ixenedictions  lavished  by  poor  Cor- 
jey  in  the  cxubenuice  of  hii>  gratitude,  upon  Providi'iice,  tlte  young 
fficer,  and  the  cliestnut  burse!     It  was  as  much  as  he  cuuld  do  to 
ireserve  a  decent  sobriety  of  deportment  on  Lis  way  home  to  St. 
riles 's ;  and  when  a  week's  uthciul  life  had  enubled  him  to  lay  by  a 
efficient  sum,  he  felt   it  due  to  Captain  Wrottesiley  to  change  liis 
slee|)iug  quarters  to  a  mews  in  May  Fair,  in  order  to  realize  his  pa- 
tron's opinion  tliat  he  was  a  denizen  of  the  ueij^hbourhood  of  Seauiore 
^iace. 

■  It  so  happened  that  the  daily  visits  which  brought  so  bright  a  flush 
Bp  the  cheeks  of  the  young  guardsman,  and  imparted  ducb  brilliant 
nvacity  to  his  eves,  were  addressed  to  one  with  whose  servants  he  M'as 
not  willing  to  place  his  own  groom  in  communicution.  It  suited  him 
lo  ride  thither  unattended ;  and  it  was  consequently  most  satisfactory 
"  him  to  have  secured  a  trustworthy  fellow  to  tsdte  charge  of  his  fa- 
IDurite  horse  during  the  happy  lapse  of  time  he  was  devoting  to  one 
ill  dearer  to  his  atfections  than  the  horse. 

Week  after  week,  were  the  services  of  Corney  retained.  Already, 
e  was  becoming  attached  to  his  enipl«>y<?r.  There  was  something  so 
iscinating  in  the  open  countenance  of  young  Wrottetley,  that  Cregun 
rmld  willingly  have  served  him  fur  nothing,  had  it  been  needful. 
lut  the  captain  seemed  to  take  as  mucli  pleasure  in  paying  as  the 
(oor  Irishman  in  being  paid.  The  shilling  thrown  to  Corney  was  but 
trifling  token  of  the  joy  thrilling  in  the  young  man's  heart  as  he  is- 
led  from  those  doors,  in  peace  and  charity  with  all  the  world, — 
pjteful  to  the  enchanting  friend  he  had  left,  —  grateful  to  the  sun 
Br  shining  on  him, —  grateful  to  the  noble  horse  he  was  about  to  ride, 
-grateful  even  to  the  poor  ragged  fellow  who  had  tidien  such  good  care 
"it  during  his  absence. 

By  degrees,  the  ragged  henchman  assumed  a  mure  respectable  ap- 

lewiujce.     Well-fed  and  well-clothed,  he  tried  to  appear  more  de- 

Tving  the  trust  uf  the  young  soldier  who  had  risked  his  pro|>erty  in 

lis  hands.     Wrottesley,  on  the  other  hand,  took  pride  in  his  protege's 

well-doing.     In  the  course  of  three  niontlis'  daily  intercommtmiun,  he 

had  become  so  much  interested  in  Corney 's  prospects,  and  so  much 

touched  by  the  gratitude  of  the  warm-hearted  fellow,  as  to  recommend 

his  services  to  his  brother  olhcers.     Corney  hecame  the  messenger  of 

be  Guardis,  as  Alercury  of  the  gods:  and,  as  a  quaint  mythulogist 

IS  asserted   that  Hermes  is  represented  with  wings  to  his  caj),  as  a 

)ken  that  the  hat  of  a  lackey  ought  to  fly  nfl'toall  mankind,  the  Irish 

fasant  became  courteous  and  humble  in  proportion  as  he  rose  in  the 

orld.     He  was  applauded  for  his  civility  almost  as  much  iis  for  his 

robity  and  address.     Corney  Cregan  was  pronounced  to  be  a  fellow 

horn  anybody  might  trust  with  anything,  and  who  might  be  trusted 

}  deliver  anything  to  anybody.     He  cvuld  not  give  oflence.     All  the 

lorning  he  held  horses  at  the  door  of  Captain  Wrottesley's  club,  or 

ent  confidential  errands,  or  carried  parcels  of  trust.     He  was  at  once 

be  lightest  light  porter  in  St.  James's  Street,  and  the  lighteat  heart- 

d  fellow  in  Great  Britain  ! 

As  Corney  became  a  man  of  substance,  following  the  adage  that  "  it 

a  poor  heart  that  never  rejoices/'  he  allowed  himself  a  little  ]dcusurc 
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in  addition  to  his  multiplicity  of  toils.  Addicted  to  theatrical  amuse* 
ments,  he  often  favoured  himself  with  a  half-price  entrance  into  the  gslr 
iery  which  enables  a  certain  portion  of  the  public  to  eiijoy  a  view  and 
hearing  of  the  play,  much  such  as  might  be  enjoyed  out  of  an  air-bal- 
loon. But  if  It  scarcely  enabled  Comey  to  obtain  much  insight  into 
what  was  passing  on  the  stage,  at  least  it  introduced  him  to  the  ac- 
quaintance, at  the  doors  of  the  theatre,  of  that  worshipful  con^ter- 
uity,  the  Linkocracy  of  the  London  world.  They  were  his  country- 
men, although  he  knew  them  not ;  and,  after  a  due  process  of  eating 
and  drinking,  swearing  and  singing,  in  their  society,  Comey  Cregan 
was  eventually  induced  to  enlist  in  their  regiment. — He  purchased  his 
first  link,  and  became  one  of  the  lUuminati  of  the  western  world  ! 

On  this  occasion,  the  high  patronage  enjoyed  by  the  poor  Irisfamah 
proved  of  material  service  to  him.  The  first  time  Comey  officiated  at 
Almacks',  he  obtained  so  much  custom  from  his  old  patrons,  and  sndk 
civil  notice  from  old  Townshend  to  whom  they  recommended  him, 
that  already  he  was  accounted  among  his  Luciferian  brethren  ioa  their 
grand  link  with  the  nobility  of  the  realm.  The  dandies  of  the  day 
knew  him  by  name,  as  well  as  sight ;  and  Juliet  was  a  ninny  to  in- 
quire "  What's  in  a  name  ?  "  —  or  rather,  Romeo  was  a  blockhead  not 
to  reply,  "  Everything  !  " — "  Comey,  I  want  my  carriage  ,•"  '*  Comey, 
call  my  cab ;"  "  Comey,  fetch  my  fellow ;"  "  Corney,  a  coach,"  distin- 
guished the  popular  Linkman  above  his  fellows.  In  vain  did  the  more 
officious  interpose  at  play  or  opera ;  "  N(^-no ! — I  want  Comey  Cn^ 
gan," — was  all  the  reply  vouchsafed  to  their  envious  interference. 

Corney  was  now  at  the  top  of  his  profession  ;  Corney  had  put  money 
in  his  purse ;  Corney  was  a  man  well  to  do  in  the  world.  It  came  to  ht 
known  among  the  rouis  that  Comey  had  always  a  five-pound  note  <Mr 
two,  in  his  pocket-book,  at  the  Fives-Court,  or  Epsom,  or  Ascot,  to 
lend  to  a  customer  whose  funds  might  run  short ;  and  such  little  obli- 
gations were  sure  to  be  handsomely  acknowledged  on  payment  of  the 
debt.  Let  it  not  be  inferred  that  the  Linlcman  was  guilty  of  usurious 
practices.  So  far  from  it,  that  he  is  recorded  to  have  been  as  mild 
and  gentlemanly  a  creditor,  as  Duval  a  highwayman.  But  his  amia- 
ble forbearance  brought  its  own  reward.  "  Here  are  a  couple  of 
guineas  for  you,  Corney,  because  you  did  not  plague  me ! "  was  by  no 
means  an  uncommon  mode  of  doing  business  with  the  only  banker  who 
ever  made  light  of  an  obligation. 

Amid  all  this  flush  of  prosperity,  Cregan  considered  it  his  duty  to 
posterity  to  take  a  wife.  He  even  asked  the  opinion  and  advice  of 
Captain  Wrottesley  on  the  subject,  a  week  after  he  had  become  the 
happy  husband  of  little  Katty  O'Callaghan.  But,  if  somewhat  late  in 
the  day  for  his  counsels  to  be  useful,  his  assistance  was  not  wanting  to 
the  poor  fellow  to  whose  fortunes  his  notice  had  been  so  providential. 
Being  intimately  acquainted  with  the  kind-hearted  man  at  that  period 
lessee  of  the  King's  Theatre,  the  young  patron  obtained  for  Comey 
the  situation  of  porter  to  the  Opera;  and  thenceforward,  th»eyes  of 
Katty  and  admiring  London  saluted  Mr.  Cregan  arrayed  in  a  hand- 
some dark-blue  livery,  and  a  dignity  of  deportment  suitable  to  so  re> 
sponsible  an  office. 

"  Bless  your  kind  heart.  Captain  Wrottesley,  sir !  "■ — said  he>  addre»> 
sing  bis  ])atron  at  the  close  of  his  first  season,  "  only  till  me  bo^  I  can 
sarve  ye  !  I  ben't  proud,  sir ! — Order  me  as  you  plase.— For  jfou,  sir, 
I  shall  always  be  Corney  Cragan  !  " 
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Under  these  happy  anspicos  were  a  little  Kiitty  and  a  little  Corney 
turn  to  the  thriving  ctniple-  C'liriii-y  h.id  his  salary  and  hin  qiiarter- 
biy,  like  iither  ministers  uf  state.  Hut  unluckily,  like  other  ministers 
if  state,  lie  ran  the  hazard  uf  a  downTol.  Manugersj  like  captnJna, 
re  caKual  things.  The  Opera  w.-ts  more  hrilliant  than  ever ,  the 
beatre  constantly  crauimcd ;  and  the  re.sult  wa»,  the  Gazette  and 
losinghall  Street  for  the  tirHt  lord  of  its  treasury,  and  cunsequont  lufU 
»f  office  to  one  whose  letters  were  now  occasiiinally  dinctfd,  (Jurndius 
!/regan,  Esq.  There  was  nothin<r  left  fur  it  but  to  ^ive  up  the  cottage 
it  Hampstead,  pigsty,  strawberry-bed  and  all,  and  re-enter  the  mo- 
lest ranks  of  private  life.  Cornelius  gazed  wistfully  upon  the  minin- 
wre  Kutty  and  Corney  adorning  his   fireside,  and,  with  a  spirit  of 

agnanimity  worthy  of  Coriolanu.s,  became  Corney  again.  It  wua  as 
hough  Louis  Philippe  were  to  secede  from  the  throne  of  France,  and 
become  once  more  Duke  of  Orleans  for  the  benefit  of  his  interesting 
btmily ! — 

That  was  a  trying  moment — the  first  night  on  which  Corney  took  his 
nation  once  more  among  his  quundani  confraternity,  his  humble  link 
n  his  hand  !  Flesh  is  frail.  Liukmen,  though  enlightened  men,  are 
lut  mortals ;  and  it  must  be  admitted  that  certain  among  them, 
ealous  of  liis  recent  dignities,  wagged  their  heads,  saying,  "Behold, 

is  is  our  brother,  who  exalted  himself,  but  who,  being  abased,  is 
ome  to  take  the  bread  from  our  mouths,  and  the  mouths  of  our  cltiU 

ren ! " 

It  was  not  till  he  had  made  tliem  fully  understand  that  he  was  ii 
mined  man, — a  beggar  like  themselves, — one  who,  like  Dogberry,  had 

had  losses," — his  whole  amount  of  savings  having  been  invested  in 
he  hazardous  speculation  which  had  just  engulpheu  his  place  and  bis 
irofits,  —  that  they  forgave  him  his  elevation,  and  forgave  him  his 
lovmfal, — welcoming  him  cordially  again  to  the  world  of  tiambeaux. 

Such  is  the  history  of  Corney  Cregan, — the  tulip  of  links ;  of  whom 
Is  many  bon-mots  are  on  record  as  of  .Alvauley  or  Brummell,  and  who 
Imy  be  regarded  as  the  Dr.  Johnson  of  the  vernacular  of  slang.     Cor- 
ey is  now  a  veteran.     He  can  no  longer  call  a  coach  in  the  brilliant 
lid  original  style  that  was  wont  to  excite  the  plaudits  of  the  stand, 

hen  Hughes  Ball  was  a  dandy  and  Theodore  a  wit.  He  is  consi- 
ered,  however,  the  father  of  the  links.  His  testimony  has  been  more 
Hxaa  once  invoked  in  perjdexing  cases  by  the  sitting  magistrates,  as 
5>e  most  trustworthy  witness  in  ctises  of  carriage-breaking,  or  fontmun- 
laying,  amid  the  crush  of  fashionable  fetes ; — for  Corney  is  known   to 

e  a  man  of  honour, — the  Bayard  of  tlie  kennel,  as  well  as  its  admira- 
lie  Crichton. — 

It  is  astonishing  the  reverence  shown  him  by  the  rising  generation. 
Bftenever  a  linkboy  picks  up  a  diamond  cross  in  the  mud,  or  receives 
Hjfcrereign  in  place  of  a  shilling  from  some  reeling  swell,  it  is  in  the 
Hinds  of  Corney  Cregan  the  treasure  is  deposited  till  the  question  of 
iroperty  can  be  established.  Corney  is  king  of  the  elective  monarchy 
if  Links.  Though  not  pensioned  as  an  ex-porter,  like  others  as  ex- 
ilninccllors,  he  retains  out  of  place  almost  all  the  consideration  he  en- 
oyed  in  his  dark-blue  livery.  There  is  somethiug  imposing  in  the 
laasoon-like  tone  of  his  voice  when  gratuitously  vociferating  such 
lames  us  those  of  the  "  Duke  of  Wellington,"  or  the  "  Couiitess  of 
Jersey,"  wlienever  their  fmitmen  .ire  miiwing  at  souie  gny  i-ntertuiii- 
nent.    The  intonation  of  Corney  huth  a  character  as  classically  distinct 
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from  that  of  inferior  linkR,  as  the  enunciation  of  Kemble  from  that  of 
the  lisping  romantic  school  of  modern  tragedians. — Corney  is  the  noblest 
Roman  of  them  all ! — Corney's  reminiscences  would  be  worthy  the  at- 
tention of  the  readers  of  Bentley's  Miscellany.  We  recommend  him 
to  their  notice,  as  a  link  of  some  value  in  the  glorious  chain  of  modem 
enlightenment.  On  issuing  from  the  Opera-house  on  Saturday  next, 
let  them  shout  aloud  the  henceforward  immortalized  name  of — "  Cob- 
NBY  Cheoan!" — 
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(from  miss  costello's  forthcomiko  romance,  "the  queen's  poisonbb.") 

In  the  old  mill  of  Pouldn,  not  far  from  the  point  of  rock  which 
seems  to  cleave  the  roaring  waves  at  its  feet,  lived  the  miller  Trevihan, 
who  was  more  than  a  hundred  years  old,  and  had  lived  in  that  mill  as 
long  as  any  man  could  remember.  He  had  witnessed  as  many  ship- 
wrecks as  there  are  nights  in  the  year ;  he  had  seen  as  many  steeples 
stricken  with  lightning  as  there  are  weeks ;  and  no  one  could  say  how 
many  times  he  had  beheld  the  Doll-men  with  dancing  dwarfs  circling 
round  its  huge  stones.  He  had  visited  the  Tourigans  in  their  caves ; 
and  he  knew  all  things  past  and  to  come. 

He  was  dwarfish  in  stature,  and  his  large  bragarv-bras,*  like  great 
flour-sacks,  seemed  to  bury  him  in  their  folds.  His  long  thin  legs 
were  finished  by  huge  long  feet.  His  big  head  rested  on  his  breast, 
which  was  prominent  and  pointed ;  his  month  was  wide  and  grinning, 
and  his  two  eyes  unlike  each  other.  When  he  sat  at  night  in  his  miU, 
smoking  his  short  pipe,  he  looked  like  a  fiend  risen  up  amidst  the 
darkness ;  yet  this  fi-ightful  monster  dared  to  love  one  of  the  prettiest 
{girls  in  the  parish.  Her  name  was  Francique,  and  she  was  betrothed 
to  the  young  sailor,  Kerias,  who  had  been  out  for  several  weeks  at  sea; 
and  during  his  absence  her  father,  who  was  very  avaricious,  lent  an 
ear  to  the  proposals  of  the  dwarf. 

"  But  Trevihan  is  old  and  hideous,"  said  the  pretty  maiden,  "  and 
Kerias  is  so  handsome  and  young ;  besides,  I  gave  him  my  promise, 
and  I  will  wed  none  but  him." 

When  Trevihan  heard  this,  he  said  to  himself,  "  It  is  true  I  look 
aged,  but  I  have  the  power  to  renew  my  youth  ;  and  why  should  I  not 
again  have  recourse  to  the  Tourigan,  who  will  aid  me  P  " 

Accordingly  he  went  into  the  pine-wood  of  Kerisonet,  and  there,  in 
the  midst  of  the  trees,  by  the  side  of  a  little  fountain,  he  saw  the  fairy 
combing  her  hair. 

"  What  would  you  with  me  .■' "  said  she.  "  Fifty  years  ago,  and  ten 
before  that,  you  came  to  me  for  youth ;  if  I  grant  it  you  again,  yon 
must  give  me  up  your  bride  to  nurse  my  little  changeling,  as  yoa  have 
done  aJl  your  brides  before." 

"  She  shall  be  yours  a  year  and  a  day  after  I  have  married  her," 
said  the  miller.  He  drew  his  knife,  and  spilled  three  drops  of  his 
blood  into  the  fountain ;  a  cloud  rose  out  of  it,  and  covered  him  all 
round;  when  it  cleared  away  there  stood  in  his  place  a  handsome 

Jroung  mariner,  gay  and  sprightly,  who  took  his  way  back  to  the  vil- 
age,  and  stopped  at  the  gate  of  Francique. 

•  Culottes. 
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"  Op«n,  open,  Francique,"  said  he  ;  "I  am  Kerias,  come  back  from 
la  to  claim  your  promise."' 

Very  happy  was  the  pretty  maiden  when  she  saw  her  lover,  andsh^ 
elcomed  him  with  embraces  ;  but  she  bade  him  hasten  away»  for  her 
Bther  liud  forbidden  her  to  hold  discourse  with  him,  as  she  was  to 
narry  the  dwarf  of  the  mill  of  Pouldii. 

"  Feur  not,"  said  Iicr  lover,  "  he  is  no  longer  here  to  trouble  yon ; 
o  one  has  seen  him  at  his  mill,  and  it  is  said  he  has  fallen  over  the 
diif  into  the  sea.  I  am  rich  now,  and  your  father  will  not  refuse  me 
rour  hand." 

The  father  of  Francique  loved  gold,  and  as  Kerias  had  plenty,  and 
Jie  dwarf  appeared  no  more,  he  gave  his  consent,  and  the  wedding- 
ay  was  lixed  by  Francique.  But  Francique  was  always  unhappy  : 
ihe  did  not  feel  iier  first  iot-e  for  Kerias;  she  shuddered  when  he  came 
lear  her,  and  always  wished  him  away  ;  and  at  last  she  could  endure 
ler  feelings  no  longer,  and  resolved  to  make  a  pilgrimage  to  the 
ihapel  of  8te.  Ninoc'h,  on  the  borders  of  the  wood  of  Kerisonct.  She 
pot  up  one  morning  by  day  break,  and  pursued  her  way  ;  she  had  not 
[one  far  when  a  little  white  fawn  suddenly  started  out  of  a  brake, 

d  began  to  piny  round  her.  She  was  much  alarmed,  and  walked  on, 
laying  her  paternoster  all  the  way  ;  for  she  knew,  whoever  sees  the 
rhite  fawn  of  Ste.  Ninoc'h  will  lose  her  husband  on  the  day  of  her 
jarriage.  The  fawn  kept  gamboling  before  her,  and  she  thought  the 
rhole  time  of  all  she  had  heard  of  that  mysterious  animal.  A  thousand 
ears  ago  this  fawn  was  pursued  by  hunters,  and  took  refuge  in  the 
ratory  of  Ste.  Ninoc'h,  wliosc  hermitage  was  in  this  wood.  Ever  since 
Jien  the  fawn  haunted  these  glaJcs,  and,  though  constantly  hunted 
>nd  attacked,  it  remained  utdiurt.  When  she  got  to  the  chapel  it  va- 
i&hed,  and  there  she  said  her  prayers  devoutly,  and  laid  her  distnfT  and 
ux  on  the  altar  with  pious  care.   After  some  time  she  left  the  place  to 

turn  home,  her  heart  much  lightened,  and  as  she  reached  the  edge  of 
she  wood  she  met  Kerias  coming  to  meet  her,  and,  to  her  surprise,  felt 
towards  htm  the  same  affection  an  ever.  She  told  him  she  had  now  no 
[egrets,  and  would  no  longer  delay  naming  the  wedding-day,     Kerias 

iled,  and  replied  that  he  had  that  morning  only  returned  from  sea, 
ind  was  rejoiced  to  find  such  happiness  awaited  him. 

"  I  am,"  he  said,  "  .is  poor  as  ever  ;  and  will  your  father  consent  ?  " 

"  What  can  you  mean  ?  "  replied  the  maiden  ;  "  is  not  everything 
leady,  and  my  consent  alone  wanting,  not  my  father's,  for  that  he  ha.< 
pven  ?   As  for  being  poor,  that  is  a  joke,  as  we  know,  and  he  thinks  it 

very  good  one.  For  myself,  it  is  you  I  love,  not  your  gold  ;  and  to- 
lorrow  I  will  be  your  wife." 

Everything  was  ready  next  morning ;  the  bride-maids,  and  men 

ith  their  fiowers  and  ribands ;  plenty  of  crepes  on  the  board,  and 
[he  batvalaii  •  full  of  mfrriment.  She  was  taken  to  church  by  her 
ather  and  her  friends;  but  as  she  alighted  from  her  little  white  horse 
It  the  door,  to  the  surprise  of  all,  two  trains  approached  from  opposite 
oads,  and  preceding  tnem  appeared  two  young  men  in  sailors  dress, 
loth  so  like  each  other,  that  it  was  impossible  to  pronounce  which  was 

was  not  Kerias.  The  bride  shrieked  with  astonishment,  but  ran 
mmediately  to  the  one  whom  her  heart  told  her  was  the  true  ;  but  her 
ttber  insisted  on  the  other  being  the  real  bridegroom,  and  a  great  con- 

*  Negociator  of  weddingn. 
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tendon  ensued.  While  this  was  going  on  the  priest  came  forward,  and 
bade  them  all  enter  the  church,  which  they  did. 

"  Now,"  said  he,  "  I  will  marry  this  maiden  to  both  these  men,  in 
the  name  of  the  blessed  Ste.  Ninoc'h,  who  will  reveal  which  is  the  true 
one.  Till  to-night,  let  every  one  watch  in  the  churchyard ;  the  bride 
and  the  two  bridegrooms  shall  remain  close  to  the  altar  with  me,  and 
Heaven  will  provide  for  the  rest." 

All  was  done  as  the  priest  had  commanded,  and  they  remained  in 
prayer  during  the  rest  of  that  day.   At  the  close  of  evening  the  church- 

i'arH  gate  suddenly  opened  next  the  wood,  and  in  the  sight  of  all  a 
ittle  white  fawn  came  trotting  up  to  the  church-porch.  As  soon  as 
one  of  the  bridegrooms  saw  this  he  became  agitated,  and  uttered 
strange  sounds ;  his  garments  began  to  rustle,  and  his  body  to  swell : 
suddenly  he  burst  forth  with  a  lung  loud  howl,  his  clothes  disappeared, 
and  a  hideous  wolf  darted  out  of  the  church  in  pursuit  of  the  white 
fawn,  which  bounded  off  into  the  wood. 

The  true  Kerias  and  his  beloved  remained  thunderstruck,  and  fall- 
ing on  their  knees  at  the  altar  thanked  the  blessed  saint  for  their  de- 
liverance. The  dwarf  of  the  mill  was  never  seen  again  alive  ;  but  his 
spirit  may  be  sometimes  beheld  hovering  amongst  the  ruins  of  the  mill 
of  Pouldu,  sometimes  in  the  shape  of  an  aged  and  deformed  man,  some» 
times  as  a  Loup-garou,  when  he  utters  such  hideous  and  appalling 
howls,  that  the  old  mill  trembles,  and — 
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BY  JAMES  ALORtCH. 

Adi  eu,  the  city's  ceaseless  hum, 
The  haunts  of  sensual  life,  adieu  I 

Green  fields,  and  silent  glens  1  we  come, 
To  spend  this  bright  spring-day  witi)  you. 

Whether  the  hills  and  vales  shall  gleam 
With  beauty,  is  for  us  to  choose; 

For  leaf  and  blossom,  rock  and  stream, 
Are  colour'd  with  the  spirit's  hues. 

Here,  to  the  seeking  soul,  is  brought 

A  nobler  view  of  human  fate. 
And  higher  feeling,  higher  thought, 

And  glimpses  of  a  higher  state. 

Through  change  of  time,  on  sea  and  shore. 

Serenely  nature  smiles  alway ; 
Yon  intinite  blue  sky  bends  o'er 

Our  world,  as  at  the  primal  day. 

The  self-renewing  earth  is  moved 

With  youthful  life  each  circling  year ; 

And  flowers  that  Ceres'  daughter  loved 
At  £nna,  now  are  blooming  here. 

Glad  Nature  will  this  truth  reveal, 
Tliat  God  is  ours,  and  we  are  IJis; 

Oil !  friends  !  my  friends !  what  joy  to  feel 
Tliut  lie  our  living  Father  is  ! 
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BOB  DONNELLAN'S  STORY. 

I  HAD  grown  tired  of  home,  and  small  blame  to  me.  There  wasn't 
a  lox  from  Kilnaghee  to  Brownstown  but  we  had  exterminated ; 
and  even  if  a  straggler  was  to  be  found,  the  hounds,  alas  !  were  no 
[longer  likely  to  be  forthcoming.  The  colonel  who  kept  the  dogs  so 
Jong,  and  used  to  make  them  go  in  such  sporting  style,  was  gone  to 
the  dogs  himself ;  the  doctors  had  got  hold  of  IVIark  Nol.nn  ;  the 
aherifTof  Hubert  Brown;  Luke  Battersby  was  off  to  the  Continent, 
to  prevent  his  bodily  health  being  put  in  similar  peril ;  the  races  of 
Xiisturrock  had  followed  the  fate  of  the  Olympian  games  ;  and,  save 
and  except  the  fair  of  BalHnasloe,  and  an  odd  shindy  with  the  mili- 
tary at  Athlone  or  Loughrea,  the  devil  an  inducement  was  in  the 
whole  province  to  cause  a  reasonable  man  to  abide  within  it  for  a 
fortnight.  So  much  for  the  want  of  fun, — no  small  want  for  a  Con- 
naught  man  under  any  circumstances,  but  an  especial  want  to  me, 
l»ho  had  nothing  else  to  tempt  me  to  stay  in  the  world  at  all,  let 
alone  in  Connaught,  at  least  unless  the  times  got  better,  and  half  a 
•core  creditors  were  to  go  to  their  rest,  leaving  no  heirs  behind 
Ibem. 

Wy  poor  father  was,  you  know,  up  to  the  nose  in  debt ;  profes- 
■ion  or  occupation  had  I  none ;  and  when  it  pleased  heaven  to  call 
him  to  the  rest  of  the  Donnellans,  I  had  nothing  else  to  expect  but  the 
pleasure  of  being  compelled  to  divide  his  effects  among  his  creditors, 
at  the  rate  of  ten  shillings  in  the  pound,  and  turn  out  on  the  world 
a  walking  gentleman. 

I  had  revolved  in  my  mind  every  method  whereby  I  had  ever 
heard  money  had  been  made  in  a  hurry,  from  pitcn-and-toss  to 
horse-racing  and  gold-finding,  without  meeting  anything  to  please 
»ne,  and  was  fretting  away  in  a  most  melting  state  of  uncertainty, 
irhen  it  pleased  Rody  Fitzgerald  to  return  home  from  Demerara, 
•'  a  made  man,"  as  his  trumpeters  declared  him.  Rody  always  had 
a  taste  for  description,  and  what  between  the  flattering  pictures  he 
drew,  and  the  still  more  seducing  testimony  his  own  good  fortune 
lent  to  his  eloquence,  it  was  not  long  until  my  mind  was  made  up  to 
Cross  the  Atlantic,  and  do  wonders  like  my  neighbours.  I  hadn't 
much  difficulty  in  persuading  the  people  at  home  of  the  propriety  of 
toy  resolution,  if  only  the  needful  could  be  raised  f(>r  the  purpose ; 
and  having,  by  the  sale  of  a  couple  of  hunters,  helped  to  remove 
that  obstacle,  there  was  shortly  nothing  to  prevent  me  from  setting 
out  at  once  to  my  destination. 

I  ha<l  still,  however,  a  lingering  idea  that,  if  I  could  manage  to 
■pend  a  week  or  so  in  Dublin  previously,  I  might  perhaps  fall  on  a 
readier  method  of  raising  the  name  of  Donnellan  ;  for  my  vanity 
told  me  I  had  made  something  more  than  a  common  impression  on 
Grace  Seymour ;  and,  independent  of  my  being  sunk  into  the  lowest 
pit  of  love  on  her  account,  report  gave  out  that  whoever  won  Grace 
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vhile,  with  a  charitable  anxiety  to  lighten  the  blow  to  me,  they 
idded,  that  I  might  derive  some  consolation  from  the  f&ct,  that  the 
lappy  man  preferred  to  me  was  about  as  great  a  scamp  as  Dublin, 
icn  enough  in  that  commodity,  had  ever  produced,  a  gambler  and 
t  rffii^.  No  doubt,  this  latter  circumstance  should  have  reconciled 
ne  to  my  lot;  for  it  is  a  wonderful  gratiticatiun  on  such  occasions 
;o  be  able  to  indulge  in  a  good  laugh  at  the  choice  which  is  made  to 
rour  detriment.  It  had  a  contrary  effect  with  me,  however ;  and, 
ightly  as  I  seemed  to  take  it,  I  mentally  swore  that,  sooner  than  re- 
lign  the  lady  so  coolly  to  such  an  unworthy  rival,  I  would  make  my 
way  to  the  city  how  I  could,  and  compel  the  aforesaid  gentleman 
lome  fine  sunny  morning  to  try  conclusions  among  the  daisies  with 
ne  on  the  subject.  The  present  waa  the  first  opportunity  that 
ifforded  itself  to  enable  me  to  put  my  designs  in  execution,  and  test 
:he  constancy  of  my  balUroom  inamorata,  and  was,  of  course,  eagerly 
jmbraced.  So  I  left  home  with  a  threefold  chance  of  disposing  of 
nyself.  Imprimis,  I  might  have  the  luck  to  be  shot  in  the  contem- 
}late<l  duello  ;  secondly,  I  might  have  the  luck  to  get  married  ;  and 
Jiirdly  and  lastly,  if  neither  of  these  fatalities  befell  me,  I  was  to  go 
to  Demerara  and  make  my  fortune.  And  with  these  compound 
iriews  I  made  my  first  entry  into  the  metropolis,  a  passenger  on  the 
top  of  the  Galway  day-coach,  and,  like  a  true  patriot,  took  up  my 
quarters  at  "  The  Hibernian." 

It  took  me  two  mortal  hours  next  morning  after  breakfast  ere  my 
looking-glass  assured  me  I  was  all  right,  and  complete  in  everything 
needful  to  a  man  who  would  fain  look  to  advantage  on  the  very  im- 
portant visit  I  was  about  paying.  One  bottle  of  port  I  emptied  ere 
1  felt  roy  nerves  up  to  proof  on  the  occasion,  and  three  Havannahs 
I  consumed  ere  I  could  arrange  the  speech  with  wliich  I  intended  to 
open  the  affair  ;  and  at  length,  when  all  these  preliminaries  had  been 
settled,  I  stood  upon  the  steps  ready  to  proceetl  to  Mrs,  Seymour's. 

Well,  what  stopped  me  ? 

By  the  powers!  I  had  never  up  to  that  moment  thought  of  finding 
out  where  Mrs.  Seymour  lived,  barring  that  it  was  somewhere  in 
Dublin  i  The  discovery  left  me  almost  breatliless.  Three  days  only 
could  I  remain  in  the  city  before  the  vessel  sailed  in  wliich  I  had 
arranged  to  go,  if  go  I  should.  What  was  to  be  done  ?  To  depart 
without  seeing  Grace  was  out  of  the  question  ;  but  how  to  make  her 
out,  under  the  circumstances,  was  a  problem  that  would  bother  Tri- 
nity. A  lucky  thought  seiised  me  amid  my  despair.  I  ran  into  one 
of  those  shops  in  which  ladies'  wear  is  the  merchandise,  and,  while 
the  simpering  attendant  was  papering  up  the  watch-riband  which  I 
purchased,  took  the  liberty  of  inquiring  whether  he  was  honoured 
with  the  custom  of  one  Miss  Grace  Seymour,  a  young  lady  with 
flaxen  hair,  light  blue  eyes,  and  about  five  feet  three  in  her  stockings. 
The  man  smiled  in  commiseration  of  my  ignorance,  and  told  me 
there  wasn't  a  young  lady  in  all  Dublin,  who  waa  a  young  lady  at 
all,  but  dealt  with  him,  although,  from  their  number,  he  was  quite 
unable  to  particularise.  In  like  manner  I  tried  another,  and  another, 
and  another,  and  so  on,  until  I  had  my  pockets  crammed  witli  a 
commodity  of  threads,  tapes,  and  other  small  wares,  enough  to  set 
up  a  semstreas,  or  form  a  very  respectable  assortment  for  a  pedlar's 
basket ;  but  no  Miss  Grace  Seymour  was  to  be  found  ;  and  I  could 
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have  almost  danced  with  rage  when  obliged  to  confess  to  myself  that 
my  notable  expedient  had  turned  out  a  failure. 

The  second  morning  of  my  sojourn  in  Dublin  arose  without 
bringing  me  much  additional  hope,  although  I  had  lain  awake  half 
the  previous  night  revolving  the  various  modes  whereby  I  might 
discover  my  lost  one.  One  plan  after  another  had  presented  itself, 
and  been  rejected.  To  advertise  for  her  in  Saunders  would  pro* 
bably  give  offence;  to  send  round  a  bellman  might  have  a  similar 
result ;  and  the  only  thing  that  seemed  at  all  practicable  or  likely  to 
succeed  was,  that  I  should  provide  myself  with  a  map  of  the  city, 
and  perambulate  every  street  that  had  the  appearance  of  decency, 
when,  if  I  had  but  patience  enough  to  peruse  the  names  on  a  few 
hundred  brass  plates,  it  was  a  moral  impossibility  but  I  would  bring 
my  labours  to  a  happy  consummation.  Nor  was  even  this  without 
its  difficulties  ;  the  foremost  of  which  was,  that  reading  of  any  kind 
had  never  been  a  very  favourite  accomplishment  with  me,  much  lesa 
the  deciphering  of  all  the  cramp  alphabets  in  which  it  pleased  se- 
veral of  the  Dublin  gentry  to  conceal  their  names  on  their  ball-doors, 
Bot  to  say  that  infernal  running  hand,  so  difficult  to  me  to  read  at 
any  time,  a  difficulty  doubled  by  the  circumstance  of  myself  being 
almost  running  during  the  study.  This,  however,  with  some  others, 
I  succeeded  in  surmounting,  no  doubt  with  great  advantage  to  my 
education,  owing  to  the  great  practice ;  but  it  was  all  I  had  for  my 
trouble.  Not  a  single  Mrs.  Seymour  could  I  detect  in  the  whole 
eity,  although  I  had  been  ten  hours  or  more  occupied  without  ces- 
sation in  the  pursuit.  Hereafter  let  no  man  fall  in  love  without  first 
making  himself  acquainted  with  the  geography  of  the  lady.  If  he 
does,  may  he  have  to  go  look  for  her, — may  he  have  to  study  brass 
plates  until  his  face  assumes  the  colour  and  nature  of  a  candlestick, 
and  afVer  all  be  nothing  the  wiser.  Grace  Seymour  seemed  lost  to 
me  for  ever  ;  and,  what  was  worse,  I  had  no  chance  even  of  getting 
a  shot  at  my  rival.  Deraerara  was  my  doom ;  it  was  vain  to  struggle 
against  it  any  longer;  so  I  determined  at  last  to  meet  it  like  a  man, 
and,  leaving  matrimony  and  manslaughter  to  those  whose  luck  lay 
in  that  line,  abandon  my  hopes,  and  put  an  extinguish^:  on  my  en- 
mities. 

Another  day,  however,  remained  to  be  disposed  of,  —  the  eight* 
eenth  of  June,  the  anniversary  of  undying  Waterloo, — a  day  which 
need  never  hang  heavy  on  a  resident  in  Dublin,  since  it  affords  the 
dwellers  of  the  fair  city  one  of  the  most  agreeable  holidays  in  their 
calendar, — ^the  day  of  "  the  big  review,"  which,  as  all  the  world 
knows,  is  held  annually  in  the  Phcenix  Park  on  that  day  of  many  re- 
miniscences. Hither  I  proposed  betaking  myself,  in  order  to  drown 
the  lugubrious  thoughts  which  I  could  not  prevent  now  and  then 
from  getting  the  better  of  me ;  for,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  found  I  had 
managed  to  get  deeper  into  love  than  is  either  prudent  or  convenient 
for  any  gentleman  who  is  fond  of  enjoying  his  natural  rest  in  the 
night,  and  getting  up  with  an  appetite  for  breakfast  in  the  morning. 
To  the  Park  accordingly  I  repaired,  amid  a  very  whirlwind  of  hacks, 
coaches,  carriages,  britzkas,  jaunts,  jingles,  gigs,  garrons,  and  every 
other  locomotive  engine  of  any  denomination  whatsoever,  which  even 
Irish  ingenuity  could  apply  to  such  a  use.  Erin  go  bragh ! — it 's  the 
only  spot  on  the  habitable  earth  where  a  rookawn  's  kept  up  as  it 
ought  to  be — ^the  only  place  where  a  holiday  is  properly  treated. 
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The  Lord  LieutenHnt  and  I  arrived  on  the  ground  together,  he  on 
a  dashing  charger,  I  the  s.ixth  occupant  of  an  old  yeiiow  jinple. 
Bang  went  the  artillery  to  salute  us ;  his  Majesty's  lieges  shouted  in 
rivalry;  the  bands  struck  up  their  music  in  unison;  and  if  the 
lookers  on  didn't  grow  merry,  that  you  and  I  may  ! 

Wearied  at  length  with  the  glare  of  shifting  brilliancy  which  the 
magnificent  spectacle  presented,  I  turned  my  eyes  to  reconnoitre  the 
carriages  nigh  to  which  I  had  posted  myself,  and  while  my  gaze  roved 
from  one  to  another,  fixed  them  at  last  on  a  face  which  strongly  ar- 
rested my  attention,  although  I  could  not  immediately  recollect  when 
I  bad  met  the  body  whereunto  it  appertained,  so  many  countenances 
had  flitted  before  me  during  the  last  few  days.  He  (for  it  was  a 
whisker-bearing  face)  was  sitting  in  the  driving-seat  of  a  dashing 
carriage,  with  that  sort  of  cool  dt'gagv  air  which  a  man  involuntarily 
assumes  when  he  reposes  on  his  own  cushions.  The  more  difficulty 
I  found  in  remembering  the  gentleman,  the  more  my  brains  racked 
themselves  in  pursuit  of  him,  so  that  at  length  I  succeeded  ;  and  as 
the  circumstance  of  our  first  interview  will  have  something  to  do 
with  my  adventure,  I  may  as  well  tell  it  now  as  at  any  other  time. 

The  first  evening  that  I  spent  in  the  city,  having  nothing  to  occupy 
me,  or  keep  me  out  of  mischief,  I  went,  as  bad  luck  would  have  it, 

to  the Quay  gaming-liouse,  with  the  intent  of  converting  all 

the  shillings  in  my  pocket  into  pounds,  and  then  returning  contented 
to  my  quarters.  That  the  result  was  contrary  to  my  expectations 
I  need  hardly  say  ;  for  if  such  a  transmutation  was  that  night  per- 
formed in  favour  of  any  greenhorn,  I  wasn't  the  fortunate  indivi- 
dual. In  fact,  I  lost  all  the  money  I  had  about  tne ;  and,  being  na- 
turally a  little  nettled  at  my  ill  success,  retired  sulkily  from  the 
table,  and  threw  myself  into  a  chair  placed  in  the  recess  of  one  of 
the  windows,  which,  on  account  of  the  heat  of  the  weather,  had 
been  left  open.  The  river  beneath  flowed  quietly  on,  illtiminnted 
partly  by  the  brilliant  gas-lights,  partly  by  the  more  placid  efful- 
gence of  the  summer  moon;  and  while  I  was  indulging  iti  the  reve- 
ries which  the  sight  of  it  and  the  opposite  shipping  called  up  in  my 
mind,  my  attention  was  at  length  caught,  and  my  dream  interrupted, 
by  the  voices  of  persons  engaged  in  earnest  conversation  within  a 
pace  or  two  of  where  I  sat,  but  from  whom  I  was  apparently  con- 
cealed by  the  curtain. 

"I  couldn't — by  Jove,  I  couldn't!"  was  the  tenor  of  the  first 
wortls  I  remarked.  "  Don't  ask  me,  Hall.  It's  more  than  human 
nature  could  bear  to  think  of  breaking  off  with  such  a  mine  of  Pern 
in  a  small  way.  Why,  man,  I  expect  we  'II  knock  fifty  out  of  him 
to-night,  and  maybe  as  much  more  to-morrow." 

"D !"   mutteretl  the  other,  "will  you  never    have   sense? 

I  tell  you  I  '11  give  you  up  my  share  of  the  bond  nltogether,  if  you 
only  sue  him  at  once.  That 's  the  point  that  I  'm  scheming  for  all 
along— on  account  of  which  I  got  him  to  pass  the  bond  at  all  ;  and 
it  will  be  all  to  no  purpose  if  you  delay  much  longer.  I  must  have 
him  in  my  power  at  any  cost." 

"So  you  shall,  old  boy,"  returned  the  fir^t  speaker;  "but  not  till 
we  suck  the  last  penny  out  of  him.  Contrary  to  rule,  you  know,  to 
quarrel  with  a  roan  as  long  as  he  shows  '  tin.'  A  <lny  or  two  will 
make  no  difference  to  you,  I  'm  sure,  and  then — " 

"  Say  to-morrow,  Desmond,  if  you  please, "  rejoined  the  other,  in 
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a  tone  of  entreaty.  "  You  don't  know  how  important  it  is.  She  '» 
treating  me  like  a  dog,  and  will  until  he  breaks  ner  dowm ;  and  he  '11 
do  nomlng  to  help  me  that  way,  as  long  as  he  can  avoid  it  But 
once  you  sue  him,  ne  must  come  into  the  terms  I  dictate  to  him  as 
the  price  of  my  relieving  him,  do  you  see,  or  go  to  jail.  Dcm't  you 
see  now  ?  " 

Before  any  reply  was  made  to  this  last  urgent  appeal,  a  hurried 
step  approached  ue  confederates,  and  a  third  person  in  a  hasty 
whisper  addressed  them. 

'*  The  lad 's  in  the  room.  If  he  sees  you  together,  he  '11  smoke 
what  you  're  at,"  was  the  intimation  given  by  the  party  who  joined 
them ;  an  intimation  which  had  the  effect  of  causing  dtranto  sfpwte 
the  moment  it  was  uttered,  but  not  before  I  was  enabled  to  note  the 
persons  and  faces  of  the  swindlers,  for  such  I  had  no  doubt  they 
were. 

The  one  addressed  as  Hall  was  a  young  man  of  rather  gentlemanly 
exterior,  with  a  good  deal  of  the  buck  about  him,  in  the  way  of  gold 
chains,  rings,  &c.  The  other,  Desmond,  was  as  neat  a  pattern  of  a 
genteel  ruffian  as  a  painter  need  ask  for.  Curiosi^  drove  me  to  fcd- 
low  them,  and  see  against  whom  were  their  machinations  directed ; 
and  it  was  not  long  until  I  perceived  Desmond  seated  at  a  table,  and 
deeply  immersed  in  the  mysteries  of  some  game  that  was  all  heathen 
Greek  to  me,  being  neither  five-and-ten  or  scoobeen,  beyond  which 
my  acquaintance  with  "  the  flats  "  extended  not ;  while  opposed  to 
him  was  the  gentleman  whom  I  now  recognised  in  the  dnving-seat. 
As  the  latter  appeared  rather  unskilled  in  the  game,  Mr.  Hill  had 
undertaken,  with  a  praiseworthy  disinterestedness,  to  instruct  him 
in  its  ways  of  pleasantness  and  profit,  therebv  sacrificing  all  his  own 
private  amusement  for  the  evening.  But  whether  Mr.  Hall  was  or 
was  not  competent  to  the  office,  all  I  can  say  is,  that  a  pretty  kettle 
of  fish  they  were  making  of  it  between  them ;  and  notwithstanding 
that,  two  heads  being  usually  counted  better  than  one,  Mr.  Desmond 
was  fighting  at  a  proverbial  disadvantage,  still  he  contrived  to  gather 
to  himself  the  rather  considerable  funds  of  the  new-comer  with  a 
rapidity  quite  unaccountable  to  any  one  who  was  ignorant  of  the 
terms  on  which  he  stood  with  that  gentleman's  instructor.  The 
stranger  grew  pale  and  nervous.  Mr.  Hall,  indignant  at  the  unme- 
rited losses  of  his  friend,  cursed  the  cards  and  the  card-maker.  But 
Fortune  changed  not  her  course  nevertheless ;  in  fine,  she  ran  in 
one  full  tide  into  Desmond's  pockets,  and  soon  put  an  end  to  the 
unequal  contest. 

The  stranger  rose  to  depart,  and  I  prepared  to  follow  him,  vrith 
the  intent  of  giving  him  a  charitable  hint  or  two,  conveying  my  opi- 
nions and  suspicions,  and  the  matters  whereon  they  were  founded, 
which  I  had  sense  enough  to  abstain  from  doing  while  he  continued 
in  the  house.  I  was  a  little  deterred  by  observing  Hall  arrange  to 
accompany  him  with  an  expression  of  the  deepest  sympathy ;  but 
the  conduct  of  that  worthy  was  so  infernally  ugly,  that  I  could  not 
in  conscience  conceal  it ;  and  accordingly,  when  they  stood  arm  in 
arm  in  the  street,  after  the  well-watched  door  closed  behind  them, 
I  was  there  likewise,  and  gently  touching  the  victim's  shoulder, 
begged  the  pleasure  of  a  moment's  private  conversation  with  him. 

"D —  it,  sir  ! "  exclaimed  he,  giving  vent  to  all  his  smothered 
wrath,  and,  I  suppose,  utterly  unconscious  of  what  I  had  said,  "  do 
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mean  to  intuit  me,  sir  P  or  do  you  want  to  shoulder  me  into  the 
river  ?  " 

I,  of  course,  disclaimed  having  any  such  truculent  intention ;  but 
this  had  only  the  effect  of  making  ray  gentleman  grow  more  war- 
like, and  ultimately  Hall  and  he  began  to  show  light  like  a  pair  of 
Trojans.  As  I  was  afraid  the  former  might  prove  a  more  trusty 
auxiliary  in  a  row  than  at  the  gaming-table ;  besides  that,  1  was  not 
a  little  incensed  at  the  brutal  manner  in  which  his  dupe  seemed  die- 
posed  to  resent  my  well-meant  interference,  I  declined  the  honour 
of  being  martyred  on  his  behalf,  and,  leaving  him  to  discover  at  his 
leisure  the  confederacy  of  which  he  was  the  willing  victim,  fled,  I 
know  not  how  or  where,  into  a  labyrinth  of  lanes  and  alleys,  where 
the  darkness  saved  me  from  pursuit,  and  also  from  the  danger  of 
meeting  my  adversaries  on  my  way  home ;  for  there  I  had  to  stay 
until  the  <laylight  enabled  me  with  difficulty  to  extricate  myself. 

Such  were  the  circumstances  under  which  I  formed  the  acquaint- 
ance of  the  gentleman  in  the  driving-seat,  who,  to  do  him  justice, 
carried  about  him  the  look  of  a  bonajide  gentleman,  and  a  handsome 
one  into  the  bargain  ;  and  in  the  mood  of  discontent  under  which  I 
laboured  at  the  moment  of  recognising  him,  it  is  not  to  be  expected 
that  I  should  take  much  trouble  to  sFiun  his  notice,  or  the  rencontre 
to  which  Such  a  notice  would  be  likely  to  lead.  Beyond  this  passive 
hostility^  however,  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  proceed,  inasmuch  as 
the  carriage  to  which  the  aforesaid  driving-scat  was  an  appendage 
had  for  its  occupant  a  ludy,  who  seemed,  by  the  by,  to  be  much 
more  intent  on  philandering  with  her  good-looking  escort  than  in 
watching  the  manoeuvres  of  the  field;  but.  as  her  b.ick  was  partly 
turned  to  me,  I  couldn't  tell  whether  or  not  her  face  deserved  all  the 
attention  he  paid  her,  though  I  was  rather  inclined  to  think  it  did  ; 
for,  somehow  or  otherj  a  scamp  like  the  unlucky  cavalier  generally 
manages  to  appropriate  a  beauty. 

My  curiosity  was  at  last  satisfied,  and  more  than  satisfied.  The 
cavalry  in  one  of  tlieir  evolutions  dashed  by,  seriously  incommoding 
the  pedestrians  at  the  outer  ring,  and  creating  a  hubbub,  which 
caused  every  one  to  turn  their  eyes  in  that  direction.  Mine  met  the 
lady's.  Holy  Saint  Bridget !  it  was  Grace  Seymour  herself, — as 
handsome, — ay,  twice  as  handsome  as  ever.  A  thrill  of  joy  gushed 
through  my  every  nerve,  and  I  almost  jostled  down  half  a  dozen 
people  in  n»y  attempt  to  approach  her.  But  fancy  my  dismay  when 
she  withdrew  her  look,  without  affording  the  slightest  symptom  of 
recognition,  turning  away  with  as  much  coolness  as  if  I  was  a  mere 
ganger's  apprentice ! 

Bewildered  by  this  unaccountable  slight,  I  still  gazed,  unable  to 
recover  myself;  but  not  even  a  passing  glance  did  I  meet  in  return. 
Her  whole  attention  was  occupied  by  the  man  in  the  driving-seat, 
who  so  fully  answered  the  description  given  to  me  of  ray  rival.  Oh ! 
the  surpassing  bitterness  of  that  moment  I — bitterness  which  I  men- 
tally swore  that  I  would  return  tenfold  on  the  head  of  him  whom  I 
auspected  of  supplanting  me,  and  with  whom  I  had  already  such  a 
good  ground  of  quarrel.  To  watch  him  closely  until  some  oppor* 
tunity  of  exchanging  cards  with  him  should  occur,  was  therefore 
my  only  resource,  as,  from  the  shortness  of  my  stay,  the  matter 
would  brook  no  postponement  ;  and  while  I  accordingly  kept  my 
eyes  fixed  on  liim,  I  observed  that  his  were,  for  some  reason  un- 
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known,  fastened  in  another  direction,  and  that  too  with  inch  an  ex- 
pression of  consternation,  as  left  me  no  doubt  that  he  saw  something 
there  more  than  he  liked.  A  half-suppressed  exclamation  escaped 
him  after  a  moment  or  two.  He  sprang  to  the  ground  from  his  ele- 
vated position,  and  crouching  beside  the  carriage,  spoke  a  few  har- 
ried words  of  explanation  to  the  terrified  girl,  and,  before  I  could 
recover  from  my  surprise  sufficiently  to  note  his  movements,  he  had 
retired  among  the  crowd,  leaving  her  to  the  mercy  of  the  charitable. 

The  riddle  was  soon  read.  Scarce  had  the  bystanders  resumed 
their  places,  after  allowing  the  Levanter  to  pass,  when  a  new  actor 
was  added  to  the  scene,  attired  in  a  shabby-genteel  white  hat,  a  half 
•hubby  black  coat,  which  in  its  days  of  prosperity  had  owned  a  more 
corpulent  inmate ;  a  waistcoat  of  the  same  class,  and  unmentionables 
to  match  ;  within  all  which  articles  of  decoration  stood  an  individual 
five  feet  six  or  so  in  his  buskins,  with  a  decided  cast  in  one  of  hit 
eyes,  and  a  world  of  rascality  in  the  other.  The  moment  this  pre- 
possessing personage  appeared,  it  was  impossible  not  to  connect  his 
entry  wiUi  the  desertion  of  Miss  Seymour's  protector;  for  the  poor 
man,  on  looking  up  to  the  driving-seat,  and  finding  it  untenanted, 
betrayed  the  most  unmitigated  disappointment.  He  next  took  a 
cursory  view  of  the  interior  of  the  vehicle,  but  apparently  without 
deriving  any  consolation  from  aught  he  saw  of  its  contents,  and 
then  scratched  his  head,  and  proceeded  to  bethink  him  of  an  ex- 
pedient. 

It  is  very  hard  to  deceive  a  Galway  man  in  a  bailiff*.  Even  the 
dumb  brutes  of  that  lawless  region  are  endowed  with  an  instinctive 
faculty  of  recognising  a  member  of  the  hated  fraternity.  I  remem- 
ber one  time  while  my  father  was  on  his  keeping,  and  every  mo- 
ther's son  about  the  premises  was  on  the  alert,  watching  to  detect 
the  approach  of  any  unauthorized  stranger,  it  was  universally  al- 
lowed that  the  most  trusty  sentinel  in  the  place  was  a  large  Poland 
gander ;  his  sagacity  in  uie  matter  was  truly  miraculous ;  his  dis- 
crimination almost  infallible :  accordingly,  whenever  this  gifted  bird 
uttered  his  unmusical  scream,  all  persons  concerned  took  the  alarm 
forthwith,  the  outer  doors  were  barred,  the  window-blinds  drawn 
down,  and  the  master  bolted  off  to  his  sanctuary  like  a  detected 
pickpocket.  Allowing  me  to  arrogate  for  my  judgment  the  claim 
of  similar  credit — the  wit  of  a  goose,  and  no  more — I  would  feel  in- 
clined to  pronounce  the  man  in  the  white  felt  and  shabby  etceteras 
to  be  one  of  the  proscribed,  and  invested  with  a  mission  fatal  to  the 
liberty  of  mine  adversary. 

No  sooner  had  her  favoured  scamp  retired  in  the  extraordinary 
manner  I  have  related,  that  my  poor  little  faithless  Grace,  utterly 
overcome  by  the  exceeding  embarrassments  of  her  situation,  bowed 
her  head  on  her  bosom,  and  burying  her  face  in  her  hands,  wept 
with  ill-subdued  violence ;  so  that,  vehemently  as  I  longed  to  avail 
myself  of  the  opportunity  of  offering  her  my  services,  common  de- 
cency forbade  me  to  intrude  upon  her.  No  similar  scruple,  how- 
ever, actuated  the  discomfited  bailiff:  after  pondering  for  a  moment 
or  two,  he  suddenly  advanced  to  the  carriage,  and  leaning  across  the 
door,  in  a  tone  as  wheedling  and  soft  as  Nature  would  allow  one  of 
his  craft  to  assume,  he  uttered  the  monosyllable  "  Miss."  At  the 
very  sound  of  his  voice  the  poor  girl,  seemingly  but  too  conscious  of 
the  nature  of  his  business,  crouched  back,  cowering  in  the  very  far* 
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hnt  corner,  while  the  low  moan  that  involuntarily  escaped  her, 
struck  to  my  very  heart,  and  quite  eradicate<l  whatever  resentment 
I  felt  at  first  on  experiencing  the  shortness  of  her  memory. 

"  Miss,"  repeated  tiie  bailiff;  and  to  insure  her  attention  the 
ncoundrel  stretched  his  hand  towards  her  shoulder.  It  jars  on  one's 
nerves  indescribably  that  touch  on  theshoukter,  bestowed  whether  in 
jest  or  earnest  by  any  of  that  ill-omened  craft,  —  as  the  Connaught- 
man  said  of  the  gun,  "  Charge,  or  no  charge,  she's  dangerous."  To 
stand  neuter  while  such  an  outrage  was  being  perpBtrated  would  re- 
quire more  coolness  than  I  possessed,  at  least  at  that  moment,  even 
had  it  been  any  other  than  my  inamorata  who  was  in  jeopardy ;  so, 
taking  one  long  step,  which  just  brought  me  within  a  convenient 
distance  of  his  ear,  I  summoned  all  my  strengtli  for  the  blow,  and 
floored  the  man  of  law  by  one  judicious  tip  planted  just  where  it 
ought  to  be.  He  did  not  lose  a  moment  recovering  and  gathering 
himself  up ;  which,  being  achieved,  he  looked  angrily  round  for  his 
assailant,  and  faced  me  with  a  show  of  spirit  not  always  to  be  found 
in  those  who  we.ir  the  sheriff's  livery. 

"You  infernal  ruffian!  "  e.Yclaimed  I  in  explanation,  "how  dare 
you  attempt  to  lay  your  ugly  paw  on  any  lady  ?  " 

The  fellow  made  no  answer,  but  eyed  me  from  head  to  foot  with 
a  look  of  puzzled  incredulity.  I  was  rapidly  losing  my  temper 
■while  undergoing  his  inspection,  and  was  about  repeating  the  as- 
sault, when  in  a  half  audible  voice  he  ejaculated,  '-Galway,  by  jin- 
go! "and  forthwith  proved  his  prudence  equ.il  to  his  sagacity  by 
decamping  without  further  parley.  I  was  now  master  ol'  the  field, 
fully  entitled  to  cnjny  all  the  honours  therel'rom  accruing,  and  yet, 
albeit  that  bashfulness,  as  everybody  knows,  was  never  the  beset- 
ting family  failing  of"  our  house,"  my  heart  trembled  while  I  pro- 
ceeded to  the  task  of  awakening  the  strangely  dormant  recollections 
of  the  lady. 

"  Miss  Seymour,"  said  I  gentl}',  "  don't  you  know  me?  " 

Slightly  starting  at  this  abrupt  claim  on  her  acquaintance,  she 
looked  up,  but  her  eyes  were  dim  with  tears,  and  her  memory  with 
terror,  and  in  a  doubting  sort  of  voice  she  answered  me, 

"Yes  —  no;  and  yet  something  tells  me  I  ought  to  remember 
you." 

"What !  "  rejoined  I,  "do  you  forget  Bob  Donnellan,  your  part- 
ner at  the  Gaf  way  ball  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Donnellan  !  "  exclaimed  the  poor  little  girl,  and  giving 
me  one  hand,  she  held  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes  with  tlie  other, 
and  burst  again  into  an  agony  of  tears. 

"Perhaps,"  said  I,  after  a  short  pause,  "you  had  better  let  me 
look  for  your  horses,  and  see  you  home  ;  that  ruffian  might  return, 
and  annoy  you  ag.-un." 

"  Do —  do !  "  she  answered  with  difficulty,  "  you  are  very  kind,'" 
and  hastening  to  where  a  group  of  servants  stood  with  their  horses, 
quickly  found  her  coachman,  had  the  horses  put  to  in  a  space  of 
time  truly  miraculous,  then  sprang  into  the  vehicle,  and  seated  my- 
self by  her  side,  and  away  we  went  as  fast  as  a  willing  whip  and  two 
smart  greys  could  expedite  us. 

It  was  some  time  before  the  paroxysm  of  her  grief  abated  suffi- 
ciently to  let  me  edge  in  one  word  of  consolation,  although  one 
woula  think  that  a  little  chat  by  way  of  salvage  fees  was  the  least 
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that  I  migfat  expect.  At  length  I  seized  the  offporUuAj  of  a  mo> 
meotary  calm,  and  b^ged  her  to  quiet  her  affpnheBmaoB,  as  we 
were  long  out  of  danger  either  of  pursuit  or  annoyance :  the  onljr 
efect,  however,  of  this  intimation  seemed  to  be  diat,  her  own  per- 
sonal peril  being  over,  she  deemed  it  now  hi^  time  to  lament  tiie 
bard  fate  of  her  hopeful,  for  his  name,  repeated  widi  all  the  fond- 
ness of  pity,  became  the  burden  of  her  renewed  tribulation.  Plagoe 
on  the  girl !  couldn't  she  find  some  other  subject  to  lament  about  ? 
I  almost  writhed  with  vexation,  and  would  willingly  have  resigned 
all  the  honours  of  the  championship  to  be  out  of  hening  of  this  un- 
disguised preference  of  a  rival,  wlio  had  so  coolly  deserted*  and 
UDOer  sndi  un&vonraUe  auspices. 

"Oh,  poor  Frank  ! — poor,  poor  Frank ! "  die  continued  to  ex- 
daim  ever  and  anon,  wh«i  her  convulsive  sobs  permitted  her  to  i^ 
ply  her  tongue  to  that  very  indifferent  use. 

"  By  my  word.  Miss  S^^mour,"  said  I  at  length,  nettled  beyond 
forbearance,  "  your  lamentations  seem  to  be  very  much  wasted  on 
that  gentleman ;  to  all  appearance  he  placed  too  high  a  value  on  his 
personal  liberty  to  let  it  stand  in  jeopardy  in  any  case  where  a  quick 
pair  of  heels  could  secure  it  to  him." 

"  But,"  she  answered  passionately,  "  if  be  is  caught  he  'U  be 
mined!" 

I  had  a  great  mind  to  tell  her  in  reply,  that  in  regard  of  ruina- 
tton,  as  &r  as  my  opinion  went,  the  boy  was  past  praying  for  al- 
ready ;  but  where  was  the  use  of  it  ?  She  evidently  loved  him, 
and  didn't  seem  mudi  inclined  to  love  him  less  for  his  misfortunes. 
To  me  she  was  lost  for  ever,  and  I  could  well  afford  to  be  generous 
on  the  occasion.  I  therefore  determined  to  give  her  such  a  hint  of 
the  character  and  views  of  her  swain's  associate  as  would  form  an 
easy  clue  to  him  if  he  bad  but  the  sense  to  follow  it. 

"  Pray,  Miss  Seymour,"  said  I  with  this  intent,  "  do  you  know  a 
gentleman  named  Hall  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  faintly  answered,  a  good  deal  startled  by  the  question. 

"  A  dashing  sort  of  customer,"  continued  I,  "  dark  eyes  and  hair, 
whiskers  ad  Ubitum,  and  as  much  gold  round  his  neck  and  fingen  mb 
would  redeem  a  Oalway  mortgage." 

"  The  same,  I  should  think,"  she  replied,  in  the  same  tone,  and 
growing  rather  pale. 

"  And,  perhaps,"  said  I,  "  your  acquaintance  further  extends  to  a 
person  of  the  name  of  Desmond." 

"  I  have  heard  of  him,"  said  she,  scarce  able  to  answer  with  some 
overpowering  emotion.     "  Why  do  you  ask  me  ?  " 

"  Because,"  I  answered,  "  as  I  quit  this  country  to-morrow,  I 
would  wish  first  to  do  one  act  of  duty  which  chance  has  thrown  in 
ray  way.  I  have  happened  to  discover  that  both  these  persons  are 
engaged  in  a  swindling  confederacy,  and  have  already  succeeded  in 
my  presence  of  defrauding  of  a  very  large  sum  your  —  your — that 
gentleman  whom  I  saw  in  your  company  to-day.  In  fact,  I  over- 
heard them  arrange  to  sue  turn  forthwith  on  some  bond  which  they 
have  obtained  from  him,  and  it  is  more  than  probable  that  his  pre- 
sent dilemma  is  the  consequence  of  their  conspiracy." 

"It  is — it  is!  "  she  exclaimed  breathlessly.  "  He  told  me  this 
morning  he  was  afraid  of  Desmond ;  but  Hall — Hall,"  and  her  vmce 
sank  as  she  named  him.  "Oh!  Mr.  DonneUan,  he  thinks  that 
wretch  is  his  bosom  friend." 
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"  I  waa  aware  of  that,"  I  replied,  "  and  he  will  find  no  difficulty 
in  disconcerting  their  villany,  if  he  only  follows  the  clue  I  have 
now  given  you.  Hall  seems  desirous  to  have  lum  in  hia  power  on 
account  of  liome  lady.  The  reason  of  this  he  will  understand 
himself." 

"  Oh !  too  well — ^too  well !  "  she  said  with  a  shudder :  "  but  you 
must  see  him,  and  tell  him  yourself.   Hall  knows  the  very  spot  where 

he  has  concealed  himself,  and  will  betray  him  :  it  is  in  L ,  where 

he  lodged  in  the  spring,  and  Hall  used  to  be  there  with  him  for  days. 
Dear  Jlr.  Donnellan  .'  "  she  cried  earnestly,  "  won't  you  go  and  ex- 
plain it  to  him  at  once  before  it  is,  perhaps,  too  late." 

"  Excuse  me,"  I  replied,  with  something  of  a  tremor  in  my  voice, 
"  my  time  is  very  limited.  There  are  other  reasons,  too,  why  I 
would  not  wish  to  have  any  interview  with  that  gentleman,  —  rea- 
sons wluch  it  wopld  be  worse  than  useless  to  talk  about  now." 

"  Oh  !  don't  say  that,  Mr.  Donnellan,"  she  entreated  again.  "  You 
can  have  the  carriage  this  minute.  I  can  walk  home ;  or  I  will  go 
with  you,  if  you  let  me.  Only  don't  leave  my  poor  —  poor  brother 
at  the  mercy  of  that  treacherous  Hall." 

"  Mother  of  Moses  !  "  I  ejaculated,  confounded  at  the  discovery, 
"  and  was  that  young  man  only  your  brother  after  all  ?  " 

"  Why,"  she  asked,  with  undisguised  surprise,  "  what  else  did 
you  imagine  him  to  be  ?  " 

"  Bedad !  "  answered  I,  overjoyed  at  the  eclaircissement,  "  I  took 
him  for  your  sweetheart." 

"  And  what,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  could  have  put  such  a  notion 
into  your  head  ?  " 

"  'Faith,  I  don't  know,"  I  replied,  "  barring  'twas  jealousy." 

Further  explanation  was  needless  ;  my  hopes  all  blazed  out  afresh, 
all  the  brighter  for  the  little  damp  they  had  undergone ;  but  it  was 
no  time  for  regular  love-making,  nor  could  I,  at  all  events,  have 
wished  for  a  better  opportunity  of  ingratiating  myself  with  her  than 
by  now  applying  myself  sedulously  to  the  rescue  of  her  brother. 
The  horses'  heads  were  accordingly  turned  round  in  the  direction  of 
the  ground  we  had  traversed  to  convey  us  to  the  refuge  of  the  fugi- 
tive ;  and  while  we  rapidly  retunied  towards  the  park,  I  extracted 
from  her  all  she  knew  of  her  brother's  dealings  with  Desmond,  thus 
throwing  some  light  on  what  I  knew  already  myself.  It  would 
seem  that  on  that  very  morning  he  had  accounted  for  some  depres- 
sion of  spirits  by  imparting  to  her  in  confidence  the  fact  of  his  hav- 
ing passed  Desmond  a  bond  for  three  hundred  pounds,  for  money 
lost  to  him  in  gambling,  besides  his  having  expended  in  a  similar 
pursuit  all  the  ready  money  he  could  command  ;  thus  leaving  him- 
self no  other  alternative  but  a  jail,  in  case  his  Jriend,  who  had  en- 
gaged to  interfere  with  Desmond  in  his  behalf,  should  be  unable  to 
prevail  with  that  worthy  not  to  press  the  demands  for  payment 
which  he  had  made  in  a  rather  urgent  and  threatening  tone. 

"  And  did  he  tell  you  who  was  this  obliging  friend,  MIsb  Sey- 
mour .' "  I  asked. 

She  held  down  her  head,  and  made  no  answer,  but  twitched  the 
string  of  her  parasol  in  confusion  ;  I  bethought  me  of  Hall's  words 
that  I  had  overheard  in  the  gambling-house,  of  his  extreme  intimacy 
with  her  duped  brother,  and  allowing  a  little  for  the  usual  exagge- 
ration inflicted   on  all  stories  brought  to   the  country,  or  in  fact 
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brought  anywhere,  had  not  a  doubt  but  that  he  was  the  rival  with 
whom  I  had  been  threatened ;  though,  if  I  was  to  draw  any  condur 
sion  from  the  apparent  feelings  of  the  lady  towards  him,  he  was  far 
irom  being  so  dangerous  a  rival  as  I  was  at  first  led  to  suppose. 

"  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  it  was  to  Hall  he  alluded,"  remarked  I 
carelessly,  in  order  to  bring  her  to  some  clear  demonstration  on  the 
subject. 

"  Thank  God  !  "  she  exclaimed  in  a  low  and  fervent  voice,  "  he  '11 
know  Hall  at  last." 

"  So  much  for  Hall,"  thought  I,  dismissing  the  man  from  my  ap> 
prehensions,  and  stealing  a  glance  at  the  bowed  face  of  my  beautiful 
companion.  It  was  pale — deadly  pale ;  and  while  her  eyes  glowed 
with  thankfulness,  tears  were  straying  quick  and  silent  down  her 
cheeks.  There  was  something  wrong  still.  I  took  her  hand  in 
mine,  and  spoke  some  nonsense  or  other,  incoherent  enough, —  some 
rambling  assurances  of  devotion,  and  so  forth,  ending  wiUi  a  decla- 
ration of  my  willingness  to  defend  her  against  all  comers  if  she  gave 
me  but  the  title  to  do  so. 

"  Mr.  Donnellan,"  said  she,  turning  abruptly  round,  "  there  is  one 
thing  you  must  promise  me.  This  explanation  will  naturally  place 
you  very  much  in  Frank's  confidence;  and  Hall's  treachery,  if  it  be 
proved,  will  exasperate  him  to  a  degree  that  I  shudder  to  think  of. 
Will  you  pledge  yourself  to  me  that  you  will  use  your  best  influence 
to  prevent  anything  in  the  way  of  a  duel  ?  I  know  it  will  be  a  hard 
thing  to  do ;  but  you  must  promise  it  to  me.  Remember,  he  must 
not  meet  HalL" 

"  Nonsense  I  "  exclaimed  I,  laughing  at  her  simplicity.  "  I  can 
only  assure  you,  my  dear  Mif<s  Seymour,  that  it  M'ould  be  against 
all  rules  for  your  brother  to  meet  the  fellow  after  his  conduct ;  so 
you  may  dismiss  all  fears  on  that  head.  Meet  Hall !  why  the  best- 
natured  man  in  Ireland  wouldn't  fight  him  for  charity." 

"Well,"  replied  she,  "remember  I  place  my  brother  in  your 
hands." 

"And  in  my  hands  he  shall  be  perfectly  safe,"  I  answered  ;  "and 
now  let  us  talk  about  ourselves,  and  that  pleasant  Galway  ball." 

Into  what  a  sea  of  reminiscences  we  plunged !     Who  could  have 
thought  that  an  acquaintance  of  some  five  hours'  length  or  so  could 
supply  such  a  fund  for  conversation  ?  yet  so  it  was  that  even  the 
most  trifling  incident  which  occurred  during  that  interim  had  been 
so  firmly  planted  in  both  our  memories,  that  when  we  drew  on  them 
for  materials  we  found  a  hoard  that  might  keep  us  employed  from 
sunrise  to  sunset.     I  felt  myself  rapidly  gaining  ground  in  her  fa- 
vour, as  rapidly  approaching  the  opportunity  of  winning  her  bro- 
ther's good-will,  and  offering  him  a  substitute  for  the  treacherous 
friend  from  whom  I  was  to  extricate  him.  It  seemed  scarce  a  minute 
until  we  were  beyond  the  smoke  of  the  city  ;  the  park  was  soon  left 
behind,  with  its  roiling  thunders  of  artillery,  its  floating  music  swell- 
ing and  sinking  with  each  fitful  breath  of  the  summer  air,  and  dying 
away  at  last  in  the  distance,  with  its  glittering  pageantry,  of  which 
a  casual  glance  could  now  and  then  be  caught  through  the  foliage 
of  the  trees  as  we  swept  along  the  road :  high  hearts  and  happy 
were  there,  no  doubt,  but  mine  was  as  light  as  the  best  of  them ; 
and  where  was  the  brow  even  among  that  throng  of  loveliness  which 
could  vie  with  that  of  my  gentle  Grace  ?     Still  we  talked,  and  itUl 
we  could  have  talked  to  the  end  of  the  journey,  even  if  it  were  to 
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!cl)  to  Athlone,  until  at  last,  on  mountinfr  the  creat  of  the  hill 
which  overhangs  the  town  of  Lucan,  the  coachman  turned  round 
with  an  anxious  and  alarmed  expression,  —  for  he  had  picked  up 
enough  to  understand  the  object  of  our  journey,  —  and  pointing  to 
one  of  the  houses  in  the  Main  Street,  I  believe  they  call  it,  bade  us 
remark  the  crowd  which  had  githered  before  the  door.  It  was  the 
very  house  in  which  Frank  Seymour  had  notified  his  intention  of 
taking  refuge. 

Powerless  with  anxiety,  his  sister  sank  back  in  the  carriage,  while 
I  sprang  to  my  feet,  and  leaned  forward  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  some- 
thing that  might  inform  me  of  what  was  going  on.  There  was  the 
crowd,  sure  enough,  while  people  were  running  from  every  quarter 
to  increase  it, — some  in  their  hurry  not  waiting  to  put  on  a  hat, — 
others  coatless,  and  ail  straining  to  reach  the  scene.  Swifter  even 
than  before  flew  the  horses,  urged  on  by  a  renewed  application  of 
whipcord.  Dawn  the  hill  we  thundered,  and  pulled  up  with  a  jerk 
within  a  few  yards  of  the  door  indicated.  With  one  bound  I  reach- 
ed the  flagway  the  moment  the  carriage  slopped,  and  diving  through 
the  crowd,  with  difficulty  reached  the  hall-door.  I  could  gather 
from  the  remarks  made  as  I  passed  that  there  were  bailiils  up  stairs 
endeavouring  to  arrest  a  gentleman,  who  they  said  had  escaped 
from  them,  and  locked  himself  up  in  one  of  the  rooms.  The  up- 
roar within  confirmed  what  I  had  heard,  but  so  dense  was  the  crowd 
that  I  almost  despaired  of  reaching  Seymour  before  some  mischief 
would  be  done.  I  struggled  madly  to  get  forward  ;  and  some  per- 
sons observing  my  extreme  anxiety,  and  rightly  guessing  tliat  I  had 
some  object  connected  with  the  affair,  made  way  for  me,  and  ena- 
bled me  to  reach  the  staircase. 

"  Break  in  the  door,  my  boys ;  you  've  law  on  your  side !  "  wub 
shouted  in  a  voice  that  sounded  above  all  the  din,  and  which  I  re- 
cognised at  once  to  be  Desmond's.  Two  or  three  more  vigorous 
struggles  brought  me  half  way  up  the  stairs,  and  gave  me  a  view  of 
the  landing-place  w  here  was  the  door  that  stood  between  Desmond 
and  his  prey,  and  which  it  seemed  they  were  now  about  to  burst 
open.  One  blow  hatl  been  struck  with  an  iron  bar,  and  Desmond 
wa»  encouraging  the  operator  to  strike  another,  when  the  voice  of 
young  Seymour  from  within  was  heard,  warning  him  to  desist. 

"  By  heavens ! "  he  furiously  exclaimed,  "  if  another  blow  is 
struck,  I  'II  fire  through  the  door,  and  you  may  share  what  you  get 
between  you." 

"  Don't  mind  him,"  shouted  Desmond.  "  Devil  a  thing  he  has 
but  the  poker." 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  "  retorted  Seymour,  discharging  a  pistol 
through  the  window  at  the  rear,  *'  and  there  'a  another  where  that 
came  from." 

At  the  noise  of  the  shot  the  crowd  at  the  head  of  the  stairs  and  the 
lobby,  deeming  their  personal  safety  as  of  more  importance  than  their 
curiosity,  made  a  burst  down  the  stairs,  and  effectually  stopped  my 
further  progress  in  that  direction.  Just  as  Desmond,  enraged  at  the 
defection  of  his  satellites,  snatched  up  the  bar,  and  was  about  to  try 
his  own  strength  on  the  refractory  door,  I  shouted  to  him  to  forbear, 
but  he  heeded  me  not.  The  opposite  balustrade  of  the  ascending 
staircase  was  within  about  a  yard  of  that  on  which  I  stood,  and  hav- 
ing stretched  across,  and  grappled  in  the  rails,  I  swung  myself  over, 
hanging  by  my  arras,  determined  at  any  risk  to  prevent  such  a  fatal 
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eollisioh  at  must  take  place  if  he  put  bis  tlireat  into  execution.  I 
was  too  late,  however ;  ere  I  could  obtaiu  a  footing  on  the  lobby,  a 
blow  had  been  struck,  and  in  quick  succession  the  report  of  a  pistol 
followed  from  within,  the  balls  splintering  the  panels  as  they  passed 
through,  one  whizzing  by  my  ear,  while  a  stinging  twitch  in  my 
right  arm  indicated  where  the  other  had  found  a  resting-place.  I 
looked  down  in  horror  at  the  depth  below  ;  it  was  little  less  than 
twenty  feet ;  my  head  grew  dizzy,  my  arm  failed,  and  down— down 
I  went  crashing  into  the  ball  of  the  basement  story. 

When  I  came  thoroughly  to  myself,  and  recovered  from  the  be- 
wilderment in  which  I  was  plunged  immediately  on  my  resuscita- 
tion, I  found  myself  stretched  on  a  sofa  in  a  little  parlour,  with  the 
wind  blowing  on  my  face,  and  a  strong  smell  of  apothecary  stuff  af- 
fecting my  nostrils.  Seymour  I  recognised  at  once,  standing  at  my 
head,  with  a  face  as  doleful  as  if  he  had  been  guilty  of  manslaughtor. 
Desmond  and  one  of  his  bailiffs  were  looking  on,  and  a  couple  of 
pdicemen  gave  interest  to  the  group.  A  surgical-looking  old  gen- 
tleman was  feeling  my  pulse,  and  two  or  three  other  people  whom  I 
did  not  know,  but  whose  local  importance  authorised  them  to  poke 
their  noses  into  the  transaction,  were  standing  at  the  foot  of  the 
sofa.  A  buzz  ran  through  the  whole  party  when  I  revived,  and  I 
observed  the  servant  who  drove  me  out  quit  the  room  hastily,  as  if 
to  impart  the  good  news  elsewhere. 

I  made  an  effort  to  rise,  that  I  might  test  the  soundness  of  my 
limbs,  but  a  thrilling  sensation  of  pain  in  my  arm,  side,  and  head, 
compelled  me  to  resume  mv  prostrate  attitude  even  before  the  sur- 
geon could  issue  his  injunctions. 

"  Very  little  hurt,  sir.  A  most  fortunate  escape ;  but  must  remain 
strictly  quiet  for  a  day  or  two.  There  now,  pray  don't  stir,  and 
you  '11  be  all  to  rights  long  before  you  want  to  get  married.  Mustn't 
talk,  though— mustn't  talk." 

This  latter  part  of  the  prohibition,  however,  I  insisted  on  break- 
ing, and  addressing  Seymour,  who,  poor  fellow  !  seemed  deeply  af- 
fected by  the  acci&nt,  I  procured  the  departure  of  all  persons  un- 
concerned, and  disclosed  to  him  all  I  knew,  and  all  I  had  to  say 
about  the  swindling  partnership  existing  between  Hall  and  Des- 
mond, and  expressed  my  regret  that  I  had  not  been  on  the  spot  a 
few  minutes  sooner,  when  the  disclosure  might  have  had  the  effect 
of  preventing  the  occurrence  of  anything  unpleasant.  One  thought 
alone,  however,  seemed  to  engross  him ;  he  had  trusted,  and  been 
deceived,  and  but  for  this  timely  discovery  of  the  designs  of  his 
false  friend,  would  have  been  made  the  instrument  of  worse  than 
ruin  to  his  sister.    He  was  stunned  by  the  magnitude  of  the  danger 


he  had  escaped,  as  well  as  by  the  mortification  he  had  already  under- 

fone,  and  for  a  time  could  do  no  more  than  offer  his  incoherent  ac- 
nowledgments  of  the  service  I  had  rendered  to  him  and  his.  Des- 
mond and  his  gang,  on  the  first  allusion  to  his  confederacy  with  Hall, 
had  slunk  out  of  the  room,  and  finally  from  the  premises,  abandoning 
the  doubtful  capture ;  and,  a  sufficient  explanation  having  been  au 
forded  to  the  police,  they  too  departed,  leaving  Seymour  at  liberty 
to  do  what  he  liked,  so  as  he  abstained  from  the  further  use  of  gun- 

Sowder  ;  and  now,  having  succeeded  in  freeing  him  from  the  ugly 
ilemma  in  which  he  had  been  placed,  it  is  time  I  should  say  some- 
thing about  myself.  My  hurts,  on  a  closer  inspection,  seemed  to 
amount,  —  imprimis,  to  a  pistol-wound  in  the  arm ;  item,  a  cut  on 
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the  head  ;  item,  a.  serious  bruise  on  the  hip ;  item,  a  couple  of  ribs 
broken  ;  and,  all  things  considered,  I  regarded  myself  as  being  more 
fortunate  than  iiHuaL  Sej'mour's  deepest  sympathy  I  had,  as  a  mat- 
ter of  course.  People  always  have  such  a  liking  for  their  own  jobs, 
even  though  they  are  not  professionally  entitled  to  kill  or  slay ;  but 
the  joy  of  his  sister  when  slie  learned  that  I  was  but  slightly  hurt, 
was  more  to  me  than  the  sympathy  of  all  the  lords  of  the  creation 
together.  She  had  fainted  on  the  first  report  of  fire-arms,  and  on 
her  recovery  received  the  distracting  intelligence  that  her  brother 
had  shot  a  gentleman.  I  don't  want  to  take  credit  to  myself  for  all 
her  woe,  since  even  the  death  of  a  tinker  under  such  circumstances 
would  have  been  a  serious  affliction  ;  however,  that  it  waj  in  some 
slight  degree  aggravated  by  my  being  the  victim  was  an  idea  too 
pleasing  to  be  abandoned.  Be  that  as  it  may,  as  soon  as  my  wounds 
and  bruises  were  dressed,  and  my  garments  replaced  according  to  the 
rules  of  decency,  Seymour  led  her  into  the  room  to  join  him  in 
thanking  me  for  all  I  had  done,  and  in  pleading  with  him  for  par- 
don for  his  almost  fat^d  rashness  —  a  thing  that  I  had  forgotten  al- 
reacly,  daxzled  by  the  hopes  which  now  crowded  upon  me,  A  fig 
for  Demerara  !  I  should  wait  for  the  next  packet  at  all  events,  and 
before  that  time  I  might  have  reason  good  to  stay  in  Ireland. 

To  shorten  my  story,  let  me  say  that  the  surgeon  refused  to  let 
me  be  removed  for  at  least  a  week ;  and  as  Seymour  refused  to  quit 
me  for  a  moment,  Grace  had  to  return  home  by  herself,  promising 
to  pay  us  a  visit  on  the  morrow.  It  is  needless  to  say  that  double 
the  p&in  I  suffered  would  have  been  a  cheap  purchase  for  half  the 
blus;  and,  as  I  don't  intend  inflicting  on  you  the  journal  of  my  sick 
room, — how  1  grew  feverish  with  very  delight,  and  recovered  under 
the  same  stimulant,  until  at  last  I  was  permitted  to  change  my  quar- 
ters for  the  greater  comforts  which  their  residence  in  31 Street 

afforded,  —  let  me  omit  the  daily  attentions  of  my  gentle  little  Grace, 
the  hourly  cares  of  her  brother,  who  at  my  instance  moreover  con- 
sented to  rest  satisfied  with  the  bloodshed  he  had  already  perpetrated, 
and  let  Hall  go  to  Jericho  nfter  his  own  fashion,  —  a  sacrifice  which 
after  all  he  could  not  have  helped  making,  for  the  fellow  absconded 
next  morning  to  Germany.  Let  me,  in  fine,  transport  myself  to  the 
quiet,  cozy  little  study  in  M Street,  where  a  bed  had  been  pre- 
pared for  the  invalid.  It  was  the  first  day  I  had  been  allowed  to 
lake  wine,  and  Mrs.  Seymour  and  I  were  sitting  by  ourselves, 
Frank  and  Grace  having  gone  out  to  pay  a  few  visits.  The  worthy 
old  woman  being  a  bit  of  a  proser,  and  deeming  it  her  duty  to  keep 
me  in  chat,  had  commenced  a  long  and  edifying  disquisition,  dis- 
playing no  small  fund  of  labour  and  learned  research,  with  the  pur- 
pose of  investigating  within  what  possible  degrees  of  consanguinity 
the  Donellans  of  Killmony  might,  could,  would,  or  should  stand  re- 
lated to  the  Blakes  of  Fort  something,  from  which  ancient  and  re- 
spectable house  she  derived  her  origin.  In  vain,  however,  she  la- 
boured ;  to  her  iiffinite  regret  she  could  not  make  out  even  a  thirty- 
first  cousinship.  Conimon  politeness  demanded  I  should  come  to  the 
ruor  woman's  rescue  :  and  so,  following  the  suggestions  of  the  wine, 
spoke  my  mind  boldly,  and  proposed  an  arrangement  which  would 
obviate  the  necessity  of  tracing  back  so  far  for  an  alUance.  You 
may  guess  the  rest.  In  a  year's  time,  when  she  reached  her  years  of 
Iscretion,  Grace  Seymour  became  Grace  Donellan.  And  now,  how 
do  you  like  my  story  P 
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G. 

Gaktak.  liaes  on,  271. 

Gmw,  W.  Law,  the  Sailor  by,  357. 

Gennan  Poets,  specimens  of  modern,  573. 

German  Student's  Tale,  516. 

Ghost  Gossips  at  Blakesley  House,  462. 
622. 

Girl  at  No.  7,  S07  ;  ie<  Old  Ledger. 

Grey  Mare,  the,  tee  Old  Ledger. 

Guy  Fawkes,  an  Historical  Romance, 
continuation  of,  —  the  Star-Chamber, 
1  ;  the  Jailor's  Daughter,  3 ;  the 
Counterplot,  113  ;  White  Webbs,  121 ; 
Marriage  of  Guy  Fawkes  and  Viviana 
Radcliffe.  225;  the  Capture  of  Guy 
Fawkes,  233 ;  Flight  of  the  Conspira- 
tors, 329;  the  Ezaminatioo  of  Guy 
Fawkes,  339;  account  of  his  under- 

•  going  the  Torture,  441 ;  the  troubles 
of  Viviana,  453 ;  Huddington,  551 ; 
explosion  at  Holbeacb,  564. 


H. 


Hill,  Thomas,  account  of,  86. 

Hindostan,  Hours  in,  567. 

Ho-Fi  of  the  Yellow  Girdle,  story  of, 
805. 

Hooton,  Charles,  Colin  Clink  by.  65. 

Hope,  a  poem,  592. 

Horn  Offleaoie ;  or  the  Man  about  Town, 
272 ;  No.  II.  Bob  Rambleton  and  his 
brother.  Sir  John,  413. 

Howitt,  Mary,  Specimens  of  Modern  Ger- 
man Poets  by,  573. 

Hours  in  Hindostan,  567. 

Hyson  and  Bohea,  a  Tale  of  the  Tea-pot, 
382. 

H>mn,  Bridal,  530. 


Ingoldsby,  Thomas,  County  Legends  by, 
No.  II.  Nell  Cook,  81 ;  No.  III.  the 
Lay  of  the  Old  Woman  clothed  in  grey, 
621.574. 

Irish  Love  .\dventure,  241. 

Irish  Superstitions,  ISiB. 

It  is  not  always  May,  a  poem,  196 ;  let 
Poems. 


Jeffs,  Septimus,  story  of,  197. 
J.  S.  lines  on  the  successful  getting-up  of 
a  new  Come^iv  by,  344. 


K. 

Kensall   Oreou,  visit    to    the    Ceincteiy 
there,  92. 


Lay  of  the  Old  Woman  clothed  in  grey, 
521.  574. 

Legends.  County,  No.  II.  Nell  Cook, 
81 ;  No.  III.  The  Lay  of  the  Old 
Woman  clothed  in  grty,  521.  574. 

Lessiog,  Gotthold  Ephraim,  lines  on  Ga- 
latea by,  271. 

Light,  a  poem,  422  ;  we  Poems. 

Lines  —  to  One  far  away.  149  ;  on  Elec- 
tion Freedom,  179 ;  on  National  De- 
ficiencies, 254  ;  to  Paddy,  292  ;  on  the 
successful  getting-np  of  a  new  Come- 
dy, 344  ;  on  the  nimonred  iotentioD  of 
knighting  Mr.  Bmnel,  461 ;  to  Mn- 
tha,  473;  to  Hope.  592. 

Lmkman,  die,  635. 

Loewenthalt,  Jesias  Ramplermn,  lines 
to  Hope  by,  592. 

Longfellow,  Professor,  die  Village  Black- 
smith by,  53 ;  It  is  not  alwaya  May, 
196. 

"  London  Assurance,"  Light,  by  the 
author  of,  422. 

Love  Adventure,  account  of  an  Irish.  241. 

Lundt,  Zacharias,  Bridal  Hymn  by,  530. 


M. 

M'Teagne,  P.  Irish  Superstitions  by,  1S8. 

Man  about  Town,  Hone  Ofikaos  bv, 
272.  413  ;  ue  Hone  Uffleana. 

Marine  Memoranda,  No.  II.  206  ;  No. 
111.  503. 

Martin  Opitz  Von  Boberfeld.  Conteat- 
ment,  a  poem  by,  398. 

Medwin,  Captain,  Sydney,  from  the  Me- 
moranda of  a  Physician,  by,  168. 

Metrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time ;  an- 
cient sports  and  pastimes.  17. 129.257. 
361.  48&  693. 

Mobility,  Children  of  the,  164. 

Modem  English  Dramatists,  Mr.  Seheant 
Talfourd,  301. 

Moscherosch,  J.  M.,  Praise  of  Wine  bv, 
186. 

Mountebank,  the,  No.  III.  of  tbe  Old 
l^ger,  390  ;  sm  Old  Ledger. 

Mump,  story  of  the,  457. 

Murray,  Hon.  R.  Dundas.  tbe  Lonja  of 
Seville  by,  583. 

Mussulah  Boat,  571. 

My  Grand  Tour,  40. 

Myrtha,  lines  to,  473. 


N. 

National  Deficiencies,  lines  on,  2-34. 

Nature,  a  Day  with,  646. 

Nell  Cook  !  !  A  tale  of  the  "  Dark  I'ji- 

try,"  81  ;  tft  County  Legends. 
Notes  on  sonic  new  Novels,  526. 
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North  Pole,  Rumfaskin,  King  of  the,  a 

tragedy,  345. 
NoTeU,  notes  on  some  new,  526. 

O. 

Ode,  a  classical  one,  with  a  free  transla- 
tion, 292. 

Old  Ledger,  Introduction  to  the,  54  ;  No. 
1.  The  Grey  Mare,  59;  No.  II.  Septi- 
mus Jeffs,  197  -,  No.  111. The  Mounte- 
bank, 390;  No.  IV.  The  Girl  at  No. 
7,  507. 

Old  Woman  clothed  in  Grey,  Lay  of  the, 
No.  II.  County  Legends.  521.  574  ; 
$ee  County  Legends. 

"  Omnibus,"  epistle  from  the,  to  Fanny 
Elssler,  328. 

One  Hour  with  Death,  a  poem,  255 ;  tee 
Poems. 

Opinions  of  the  "  Times,"  37. 

O'Toole,  Phelira,  an  Irish  Lo?e  Adven- 
tare  by,  241  ;  Adventure  in  the  Fifteen 
Acres,  647.  • 


Paddy,  lines  to,  translation  of  a  Classical 
Ode.  292. 

Pangloss,  Dr.,  Notes  on  some  new  novels 
by,  526. 

Plain  Advice  to  Mr.  Gabriel  Blackadder, 
474. 

Physician,  tale  from  the  memoranda  of  a, 
168. 

Poems— Victoria  Regina,  38 ;  the  Village 
Blacksmith,  53  ;  When  shall  we  three 
meet  again,  64 ;  the  Dancing  Master, 
157;  in  Praise  of  Wine,  186;  Sum- 
mer in  the  Heart,  208  ;  One  hour  with 
Death,  255 ;  Contentment,  398  ;  the 
Return  of  the  Birds,  421 ;  Light,  422  ; 
Wishes,  502  ;  the  Bridal  Hymn,  530. 

Poole,  John,  Kumfuskio,  King  of  the 
North  Pole,  a  Tragedy  for  the  First  of 
April,  by,  345. 

"  Pop  "  Visit,  the,  150. 

Porcelain  Bath,  ira  Bath. 

Pouldu,  the  Mill  of,  644. 

Poyntz,  Albany,  Abdications,  a  Prize  Es- 
say by,  49  ;  The  Children  of  the  Mobi- 
lity, 164  ;  Diary  of  a  Diniog-out  Man, 
280 ;  Secrets  of  the  BlueCbamber,399; 
the  Linkman,  635. 

Praise  of  Wine,  a  poem,  186 ;  <m  Poems. 

R. 

Rencontre  with  the  Brigands,  375. 
Return  of  the  Birds,  a  poem,  421 ;  $e* 

Poems. 
Rumfuskin,  King  of  the  North  Pole,  a 

tragedy,  345. 


Sailor,  the,  357. 

Sargent,  Epes,  Summer  in  the  Heart,  by. 
208. 

Secrets  of  the  Blue  Chamber,  399. 

Septimus  Jefis,  see  Old  Ledger. 

Seville,  the  Lonja  of,  583. 

Smith,  O.,  a  Tough  Yam  by,  158  ;  line* 
on  Taglioni,  662. 

,  Albert,  a  Rencontre  with  the  Brig- 
ands by,  375. 

S.  N.  H.,  One  Hour  i»ith  Death  br,  356. 

Song;s— or  the  Exile  to  Fatherland,  205  ; 
The  Wanderer,  606. 

Sonnet  on  presenting  a  young  lady  with  a 
locket  of  hair,  573. 

Stanley  Thorn,  his  introduction  to  the 
House  of  Commons,  98  ;  the  Petition, 
its  progress,  and  the  result,  107  ;  an 
important  disclosure  in  the  afiain  of 
the  Widow,  209  ;  reconciliation  between 
Bob  and  Venerable  Joe,  212 ;  Stanley 
resolves  to  retrieve  his  fortunes,  216  ; 
the  commencement  of  his  speculations. 
423  ;  the  Countess  of  Clarendale's  Soi- 
ree Musicale,  436 ;  the  Countess  re- 
ceives another  lesson,  531 ;  commence- 
ment of  Stanley's  pecuniary  embarrass- 
ments, 536. 

Stage-Coachman  Abroad,  the.  543. 

"Stephen  Dugard,"  Ghost  Gossioi  at 
Blakesley  House  by  the  author  of,  463. 
622. 

Student's  Tale,  the  German,  516. 

Submarine,  Marine  Memoranda  by  m, 
206  ;  No.  HI.  .')03. 

Summer  in  the  Heart,  a  poem,  308  ;  i* 
Poems. 

Superstitions,  account  of  the  Irish.  188. 
Sydney,  from  the  Memoranda  of  a  Physi- 
cian, 168. 


Taglioni,  lines  on,  662. 

Talfourd,  Mr.  Serjeant,  remarks  on  his 

new  Novels,  301. 
Tale  of  the  Tea-pot,  Hyson  and  Bohea, 

382. 
Thorn,  Stanley,  tet  Stanley. 
Three  Ravens,  story  of  the,  180. 
I'imes,  opinions  on  the,  37. 
To  One  far  away,  lines,  149. 
Tough  Yam,  a,  158. 
Tragedy,  Rumfuskin,  King  of  the  North 

Pole,  345. 
"  T.  T.  T."  Hyson  and  Bohea,  a  tele  by, 

382  ;  the  Porcelain  Bath,  610. 


"  Valentine  Vox,"  Stanley  Thorn  by  the 

author  of,  98.  209.  423.  531. 
Victoria  Regina,  a  poem.  No.  I.  The  Ac- 
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Mfsion.    II.  The  Proclamation.    III. 

The  Marriage.    IV.  The  Birthday,  38, 

39 ;  M(  Poems. 
Village  Blacksmith,  a  poem,  53  ;    im 

Poems. 
Visit,  the  "  Pop,"  a  tale,  150. 


W. 

Wanderer,  the.  a  song,  506 ;  ttt  Songs. 
Wanted  a  Widow,  a  tale,  319. 
Weckherlin,  George  Radolpb,   lines  to 

Myrtha  by,  473. 
When  shall  we  Three  meet  again,  a  poem, 

64  ;  «w  Poems. 
Whist,  a  fifth  at,  569. 


Whitehead,  Charles,  Wanted  m  Wid^ 

by,  319. 
Widow,  advertisement  for  a,  3I9. 
Willis,  Hal.  Opinions  of  the  " Tinea" 

by,  37  ;  Bells,  90  ;  the  "  Pop"  Vint, 

150 ;  the  Mump,  467. 
Wine,a  poem  in  praise  of,  186;  tw Poems. 
Wishes,  a  poem,  502  ;  tet  Poems. 
W.  J.,  the  Exile's  Song  to  Fatherland  lij, 

205. 
Wyatt,  Lady,  Election  Freedom  by,  179. 


Yam,  a  Tough,  158. 
Yellow  Girdle,  Ho-Fi  of  the,  stair  of, 
305. 
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